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CHAPTER 201 
QUESTIONING 


Lith's group was happily enjoying their meal, exchanging suggestions about how to 
better treat magic crystals during the next lesson when Jirni Ernas almost burst 
open the door marching inside. 

All the conversations suddenly stopped. All eyes were drawn to the badge shining on 
her chest. Aside from a few students choking on their food, the clicking of Jirni's 
boots on the stone floor was the only audible sound. 

Lady Ernas exuded enough killing intent to take away the appetite of those she 
passed along. While most of his schoolmates avoided her gaze, Lith couldn't stop 
hearing in his head the Imperius March along with a rhythmic heavy breathing. 

Lady Ernas didn't bother caring for the reactions of the ants surrounding her. She 
was still high strung because she couldn't kill the three little bustards. She wasn't a 
fan of due process, judges, and all those technicalities. 

In her opinion, once she was done with her job, she should have been allowed to take 
out the trash. Yet she had the utmost respect for the law. Jirni had tailored her work 
life around a deep respect for rules and regulations. 

There was only one thing that she could do to avoid murdering someone on her way 
home. 

"Mom? What are you doing here?" Phloria looked at her with a puzzled look. Jirni 
had rarely allowed her daughter to see her in her uniform. She liked to keep her 
personal life separated from the professional one. 

"Oh, my baby! Thank the gods you are all right." She hugged Phloria, squeezing her 
against her chest while caressing and kissing her daughter's head. 

The killing intent popped like a bubble, replaced by a scene quite embarrassing for a 
teenage girl. Phloria became beet red, trying to shake off her mother's embrace, but 
to no avail. She could hear many people sniggering at her. 
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Only once Jirni was certain that nothing had happened to her daughter, she let her 
go. What followed was even more embarrassing. 

Jirni went in front of each one of the most vocal to have found the previous scene 
hilarious and after scanning their features with her silver tablet, she listed all the 
past misdeeds that their families had tried so hard to cover up. 

R*pe, tax embezzlement, slavers, traitors. Sometimes the list was long, but she took 
her sweet time, starting with the most recent crimes and promising them she would 
take care of all those cases personally. 

Some ran away in tears, others hid their faces in shame, a few attacked her. The 
result was always the same, broken bones and new criminal charges for assaulting 
an officer in the line of duty. 

When she had finished, no one was laughing anymore. Jirni Ernas was a short 
woman, 1.52 [5'} high, but in their eyes she had turned into a terrifying giant that no 
one dared to offend. 

"Lith, do you have a few minutes to spare?" She asked with a gentle smile after 
returning to his table. 

"1 have some questions for you and my little Flower. It's better if we discuss this 
privately." 

Phloria blushed violently, while Friya and Yurial had to hold back their chuckles. 
Their reactions made no sense to Jirni, but being teenagers, there were few things 
about them she understood, so she paid them no heed. 

- "How the heck did she found out so fast?" Phloria's mind was a train wreck. "1 
didn't even tell dad that Lith and 1 are dating. Sort of. We have yet to have a proper 
date. Is it possible she has someone spying on me in here?"- 

They went to Lith's room and when Jirni insisted on talking to them separately, 
Phloria almost went into a panic. 

"What do 1 do? She'll scare him away! I'll never have a boyfriend. Why does she have 
to meddle in everything 1 do?" 

"It's not a big deal, sister." Friya chuckled. "There are plenty of other fish in the sea." 
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"Yeah and every one of them will get scared when having a meeting with a shark! 1 
want to see if you'll keep laughing when it happens to you." Phloria's retort snuffed 
out her hilarity. 

Friya had yet to see Lady Ernas treat her adoptive daughters any different from her 
own blood. 

While the three girls were panicking, each fueling the others' paranoia, Jirni and Lith 
were having another kind of talk. 

"Do you know why 1 am here?" Her tone was firm, but gentle. Jirni preferred a soft 
approach in questioning a possible ally. She had already contacted the King on her 
way to the canteen and he had shared with her the Crown's agenda. 

They knew Lith was an anomaly, like Manohar or Hatorne, but they hoped to turn 
him into an asset and prevent him from being snatched by other countries. 

King Meron didn't explicitly order her to leave him alone, it was implied in his 
wording. Jirni was a loyal servant of the Crown, but above everything else she was a 
mother and a man hunter. 

She had understood at first glance that Lith was like her, a ruthless killer with no 
compassion or care for human life. According to his background check, he cared for 
his family. It was a good start, but not enough. 

It could have been all an act. She had to make sure that just like her, he was actually 
capable of caring. Otherwise letting him so close to her daughters was too 
dangerous. Not to mention that once Lith graduated from the academy, she had no 
doubt he would succeed, he would become a time bomb. 

She knew that such a menace had to be snuffed out as soon as possible, before it 
became unstoppable as it had already happened with Hatorne or the god of death. 

"Is this an official visit?" Lith asked. 

- "If this was about me and Phloria dating, she wouldn't wear a uniform. She 
wouldn't question me, but fawn me instead. Lady Ernas wanted us to date since the 
second semester. Phloria never told me her mother is a royal constable, dammit. 


1 would have planned things more carefully."- 
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Jirni nodded. 


"Then it's about yesterday's accident." 

"Nailed in one. Now, since you seem a smart boy to me, I suggest telling me the truth. 
We are cut from the same cloth. You can't fool me like you do with the others." 

Lith sighed. There wasn't much he could do about his situation. 

- "Phloria's mom is too calm. She probably already knows the answers to her 
questions, she must have interrogated those three. There is no other possible 
explanation. Lying to her can only put me in trouble. In this dance, she leads while 1 
can only follow."- 

Before he could answer, Jirni took out a device the size of a USB pen drive with a 
small blue gemstone embedded on it. After she pressed the stone, it emitted a low 
buzzing sound. 

"It prevents anyone from listening to our conversation, either by conventional or 
magical means. There is a traitor in the academy, 1 wouldn't be surprised if one or 
more of the rooms are bugged." Jirni explained. 

Knowing how hard it was to deceive someone like him, Lith only told her the truth, 
simply omitting the parts about the use of spirit magic. 

Jirni was pleased by his behavior. His story matched what she already knew and she 
couldn't detect any hint of deception in his words or body language. However it 
wasn't enough. 

"What did you do to send them into a coma?" 

"Torture." The shortest, most concise and satisfying answer in her vocabulary, but 
she remained expressionless. 

"How?" 

"Two of them with killing intent and air magic. Against the leader 1 used something 
more sophisticated." 

"Constable Ernas log. What follows happens due to my explicit request, it's not an act 
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of aggression. Repeat, not an aggression from the suspect." After Jirni spoke those 
words in her magic tablet, she closed in to Lith. 


"Show me." She asked him. "It's hard to believe that a twelve year old single- 
handedly suppressed three men taller and heavier than him. Do to me the same 
thing you did to the two Poltus boys, but stop when 1 ask you to." 

"1 don't think 1 can." Lith replied. "The only time 1 can emit killing intent is when I'm 
threatened or when 1 feel a deep hatred. Otherwise it's painful, like making scars 
become open wounds again." 

The answer was a pleasant surprise. Jirni had experienced the same thing when she 
was about his age, learning how to control her emotions at will. For a moment, she 
thought about pretending to threaten his family, but quickly dismissed the idea. 

She wanted a confrontation, not a fight to the death. If Lith was even one bit similar 
to her, only one of them would come out alive before she could explain her reasons. 
Even then, the Crown would probably execute the survivor for treason, it would be a 
lose-lose situation. 

"Please, try it anyway." She asked. 

Lith forced himself to think about his father back on Earth, to Carl's death, to all 
those people that plagued his existence so far. Jirni could feel the killing intent rise 
bit by bit, but it was nothing much. Then she found it difficult to breathe. 

An air spell was surrounding her head, sucking the air out. 

"Nice trick. 1 can see those two almost die of fright. Now stop." 

Lith obeyed, still blinded by the emotional pain. 

"Now show me what you did to the last one." She offered him her hand. 

"Do it only once." 

Lith pretended to chant and as soon he touched Jirni's skin she felt a burning pain 
ravaging her flesh with an intensity she had rarely experienced. Yet she endured it 
without batting an eye, leaving Lith deeply impressed. 
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"Do you recall anything about black hands and mystical eyes popping out from the 
shadows?" Her question left Lith flabbergasted. 


"What? No." 

She stared in his eyes, finding only genuine surprise. 

- "Seems that Raynart was really delirious after all. That or one of them is lying 
without knowing it." She thought. - 

"Did you tell Phloria about that night?" 

"No." He shrugged. "There's no point in making her worry about what could have 
happened. She has my Ballot now, so she's safe." 

As a man hunter and a constable, that was the answer she had been looking for. Lith 
was able to care, otherwise he wouldn't have sacrificed his safety for someone else's 
sake. 

If he really gave Phloria his Ballot before the assault, then it couldn't be part of a 
ruse, since the Poltus boys had followed them after meeting them by chance. She 
could easily check the timing, Linjos was the only one that could reset a Ballot. 

As a mother in search of a husband for her daughter, that piece of news made Jirni's 
heart flutter. She decided not to push him. They were still young, but that was a good 
sign. 

"Thank you for protecting my family." Jirni said offering him her hand, which he 
promptly shook. 

"One day 1 hope to be able to return the favor. Could you please tell my little Flower 
to come in?" 

Phloria barged in a second later, slamming the door behind her. 

"Mom, this is too much, even for you. Stay out of my love life!" Jirni had no idea what 
she was talking about, but she had learned that suspects with a guilty conscience 
would often talk too much, so she remained silent. 

"How could you put me under surveillance? 1 asked him out two days ago and you 
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already come here in high uniform to interrogate us? We did nothing wrong!" 


"You didn't?" Jirni kept her face expressionless. 

"We just kissed. Once! 1 have the right to date who 1 want. 1 will not allow you to 
control my life." Phloria's face was red due to rage and embarrassment. She was 
really happy that the dorms were soundproof, she had yelled quite a bit. 

"Oh sweetie, that's marvelous! I'm so happy for you." Jirni hugged her tight, finally 
letting her joy out. 

"1 was starting to fear you'd die single. You listened to my advice and courted Lith 
instead. He even gave you his Ballot, now everything makes sense. Good girl, mom is 
proud of you." 

Phloria froze, panic quickly replacing her outrage. 

"Didn't you know it already?" She squeaked. 

"No, 1 just wanted to see you. I'm here on official business for yesterday's accident. 
I'm glad you choose to share the good news with me." 

Phloria thought she was going to die out of embarrassment, but her heart stood still 
and the earth refused to open up and swallow her. 
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CHAPTER 202 
GODS AND MEN 


The forest surrounding the Lightning Griffon academy, the night before. 

Since Linjos didn't need its help for the second exam, Scarlett the Scorpicore, Lord of 
the forest surrounding the White Griffon academy, had spent the last months 
performing its annual round of the Distar Marquisate. 

The Scorpicore would look for magical beasts old and wise enough to be potential 
candidates for becoming Awakened ones, hence turning them into Monsters. Scarlett 
had no obligation to do such thing, it simply felt it was the right thing to do to keep 
the balance. 

Magical beasts had a mortality rate incomparable with humans. Dying of old age for 
them was more a myth than a possibility. Humans kept growing in numbers and 
power instead. 

Without new Monsters to keep their greed and selfishness in check, there was no 
telling how bad things could become. Meeting Protector while performing a 
background check on the mysterious human-Abomination hybrid cub had been the 
icing on the cake. 

Not only was Lith trustworthy according to the many magical beasts he had 
interacted with, but Scarlett had also managed to help Protector to evolve, securing 
the County of Lustria for at least a few centuries. 

- "If only the rest of my traveling went that good." Scarlett inwardly sighed. 

"This year has started badly and if it keeps going like this, my fur will turn grey from 
the constant worrying."- 

During its round, it had met countless magical beasts and most of them were 
harbingers of bad news. Or better yet, the same piece of bad news repeated over and 
over. After consulting with Tarbas the Naga, Lord of the forest surrounding the 
Lightning Griffon academy, they had resolved to summon the Council. 
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The Lords took out a communication device from their respective dimensional 
amulets. 

Unlike those Lith and the rest of mankind used in their daily activities, those 
communication amulets were made out of Davross [*} instead of silver, while the 
magical gemstone embedded on it shone of pure white light instead of the common 
blue. 

"This is a waste of time." Tarbas said. The Naga was a monster with the lower part of 
her body resembling a huge snake's tail, while the upper part could have been 
mistaken for a human woman if it wasn't for her sky-blue skin and six arms instead 
of two. 

She wore an enchanted breastplate covering her torso and six different enchanted 
weapons were ready at hand, two on its back, four where the hips were supposed to 
be. 

"Those old farts will never listen to us." Tarbas shook her head in resignation, letting 
her long, silky black hair dance under the moonlight. 

"If 1 wanted to hear your whining, 1 would have just called." Scarlett snorted. 

"The only reason Tm here is that without two communicators it's impossible to 
summon the Council. Now shut up and let me do the talking. If we have any chance of 
persuading those blockheads, we need to be calm and confident. 

So keep your mood swings in check." 

Tarbas clicked her tongue, but she couldn't raise any objection. Being a cold-hot 
blooded hybrid, she was indeed moody. 

There wasn't any magic formula or circle involved, as soon as the two mystical 
amulets touched, five figures materialized mid air. 

Each of them was the spokesperson of their own kind of Awakened ones. Humans, 
magical beasts, undead, plants, and Guardians. The assembly didn't have an official 
name, each race would refer to it differently. 

Humans called it "The Guiding Hand", the undead "The Darkwatch", the plants "The 
Root", the beasts "The Council" and the Guardians "Another Damn Chore." 
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None of the five seemed happy to be forced to answer the call, except for Leegaain. 


"Looking good, Scar. You are that close to promoting your core to the violet level. 
Have you considered the idea of becoming a Guardian? Sure, you'd have to relinquish 
your turf forever, but the job comes with many perks." 

Scarlett took a deep breath to calm its anger. It hated the nickname. Both its skin and 
fur were flawless. Also it hadn't missed how the Guardian's untimely remark had 
made the eyes of the other members of the Council burn with envy. 

The other races couldn't forgive magical beasts for being the only ones capable of 
becoming a Guardian. 

- "Thanks for making my job harder, you scaly idiot!" It angrily thought. 

"You're welcome." Leegaain cheerfully replied, almost making the Scorpicore gasp in 
surprise. 

"You are always such an optimist. It's not like you have any chance to start with."- 
Scarlett cut off the mind link before giving her speech. 

"Fellow Awakened, 1 call upon you in this time of crisis to ask for your help. Someone 
is ravaging the lands, consuming huge amounts of world energy and kidnapping 
countless creatures on the verge of Awakening. 

Humans, plants, beasts, undead. Whoever it is, they do not discriminate. We are all a 
target. We must find the root of the problem and weed it out." 

"Why should we care?" Inxialot, the king of the liches, snorted through the exposed 
nasal septum of his skull. He wasn't actually a king, it was a title that had been 
imposed on him after getting the short end of the stick during the last raffle. 

It would last for three centuries, forcing him to attend those boring meetings and 
neglect his precious research, while the others were free to mind their own business. 

"We have meddled countless times in the past, nothing ever changes. Kill a tyrant, 
another takes their place. Give them food, they stop working. Force them to obey the 
law, they revolt calling you a tyrant. 
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"As long as living beings have dreams and ambitions, this world will suck. Yet it's 
because of those things that the world thrives. Leegaain has already informed us of 
this Demon Lord, Abomination King, Master of Disaster or whatever childish title 
they will self-appoint to themselves. 

"Bottom line, we don't care. Been there, done that. They will throw their tantrum, 
make an enemy of the world, and then they will fail. No one, no matter how 
powerful, not even us, can go against a whole world full of billions of individuals. 

The moment they cause too much damage, all the races will join forces and wipe 
them away." All the members of the Council nodded at his words. 

"1 know that." Scarlett struggled to keep its cool in front of so much blind 
indifference. 

"Countless lives will be lost before that happens though. Hundreds already have. 

Does none of you care for their descendants?" 

"Humans only care about themselves. Protecting them is pointless. Many will die, but 
more will be born replacing them, maybe even learning from their ancestors' 
mistakes." Raagu, the human representative shook her head. 

"Death isn't a bad thing. They will return to the Great Mother and feed the next 
generations." Lotho the Treant crossed his arms nodding to Raagu. 

"1 think..." Leegaain said. 

"The session is over. The motion is unanimously approved." Feela, the beasts' 
representative, cut him short. With a clap of her hands, four out of five figures 
Warped Away. 

"Told you so." Leegaain patted Scarlett's head. 

"If you need help, give me a call. I'll send Tyris, since 1 can't operate in the Griffon 
Kingdom. Ta-ta!" He said before disappearing. 

Scarlett lowered its head, accepting the failure. 

Tarbas placed one of her hands on the Scorpicore's shoulder to console it. 
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"It's not your fault. We all grow more detached and insensible over time. Non 
Awakened have such a short lifespan that getting attached to them only brings us 
pain. It's no coincidence that all the races have the same saying: 'the gods have 
abandoned us'." 

Scarlett knew the truth behind those five words. Before the advent of fake magic, 
Awakened ones appeared like gods to their own kin. Over time they would either 
start to believe they were real gods and needed to be put down, or would experience 
so much pain, betrayal, and isolation to seclude themselves from the rest of the 
world. 

"Who needs gods that sit on their hands doing nothing?" Scarlett roared, its eyes 
burning with fury. 

"I don't need a bunch of indifferent gods, I need allies. Luckily, I know where to look 
for them." 




Later, during the Necromancy class, Lith knew that something was wrong. Phloria 
had suddenly become incapable of looking him in the eyes without turning beet red, 
even choosing to sit as far away as possible from him. 

- "I really hope that mom was joking when she talked about having dad preparing a 
betrothal gift for Lith. It would be the second most embarrassing moment of my life. 
Today would still get the first place."- Phloria thought. 

After Professor Zeneff entered the classroom, she clapped her hand. Warping several 
rows of rat skeletons along the walls. 

"As I told you last time, during our lessons I'll teach you how to animate lesser 
undead. By definition, lesser undead are all those reanimated creatures that do not 
have a mind of their own. 

"Creating greater undead is either a crime, since it involves sacrificing someone's life, 
or ethically controversial. It's the closest thing to slavery, because the undead will 
have feelings and thoughts of its own but will be completely at the necromancer's 
mercy. 

"That's why advanced Necromancy is a well kept secret. In case some of you gets too 
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curious, be aware that researching advanced Necromancy or creating what basically 
are sentient slaves without the Crown's approval is a major crime. 

"Now let's get back to our lesson. Among the lesser undead there are skeletons, 
zombies, crypt crawlers, and many others. Skeletons are the weakest and easiest to 
reanimate, yet we will start with something small. Each of you has to pick at least 
one rat skeleton. 

"You'll soon discover that this exercise has two major hurdles. The first is to mark 
your creature before it becomes fully formed, otherwise it will eat your face. The 
second and most difficult one is controlling it with your will. 

"Hopefully, by the end of the day ,you'll be able to make them move in the direction 
of your choice." 

Another clap of her hands and a hardcover book with only two pages materialized on 
the students' desks. One was the Reanimating Skeletons spell, while the other was 
the Life Mark spell. 

"Unlike other courses, I can't allow you to practice without supervision, it's too risky. 
Luckily my subject is simple, so our lessons should be plenty enough. I'll provide you 
new pages during the following lessons, they will self attach until the book will be 
complete. 

Practice Life Mark first. Failing to animate the dead is not a big deal, giving undeath 
to a raving mad one is though." 

While all his class looked at the skeleton with disgust, Lith read the spells a few 
times until he was sure of having memorized them. 

- "She is right, these spells really are simple compared to the others I studied so far. 
Probably because fake Necromancy is the closest thing I ever encountered to its true 
magic counterpart. It requires will and imagination."- 

Lith reanimated the rat on the first attempt, the problem was that the creature just 
stared dumbly at him. Lith furrowed his brow, squinting his eyes while concentrating 
until they were almost closed, but nothing happened. 

"Excellent job! Ten points for mister Lith." Zeneff said. 
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"You are doing it wrong though. You can't control an undead with your mind, 
because it does not have one of its own. You must feel the mana residing in the 
carcass and manipulate it." 

Cursing at his own stupidity, Lith did as instructed. Thanks to months of healing and 
dimensional magic, his mana sensibility had improved by leaps and bounds, but he 
was still lagging behind the others. 

They had needed a few attempts to succeed, but now their rats moved without 
limping or staggering, unlike his own. 

- "1 still suck at mana sensitivity, but my mana control is in a league of its own. Let 
me try a new trick."- 

Lith emitted an almost invisible tendril of darkness, directly connecting him and the 
skeleton. He wasn't using true magic. It could be barely classified as a trick using first 
magic. The moment the trick and the spell interacted, something unexpected 
happened. 

Lith was now able to control the undead at will. The connection allowed him to 
bypass the sensitivity issue, like plugging a controller in a console without needing 
the batteries anymore. 

"Fetch!" Lith ordered the rat that brought back a second skeleton that was promptly 
reanimated. Zeneff was surprised by the speed of Lith's progress. According to his 
file, his real talent lied in his open mind as a Healer and his rich battle experience. 

None of them were supposed to help him in learning Necromancy. While most of the 
students were still trying to make their rat move, Lith was now controlling two 
undead at once, making them stand on their hind legs and performing the new 
world's equivalent of the minuet. 

- "There is no reason to hold back anymore." Lith thought. "Either because of 
Phloria's mom's report or because those three b*astards will spill the beans on me 
during their trial. I'm going to have more enemies than ever. 

Also, this is but a simple trick, there is no risk in sharing it with the academy. 1 need 
dozens of thousands points to afford some decent equipment."- 

Along with many envious gazes, Lith received a few admiring ones. Professor 
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Zeneff's was among those. 
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CHAPTER 203 
STORM FRONT (1) 


"Mister Lith, would you mind coming over here please?" Professor Zeneff had him 
walk to her desk. 

- "If this guy is a Necromancy genius, 1 must report it immediately to the Crown."- 
She thought. Each Professor had to keep their evaluation to themselves, notifying 
only the Headmaster or Crown of a promising talent. 

It was a safety measure to avoid talented students from becoming targets of the 
hostility from noble families or of the interest of foreign countries. Being a 
Necromancy lecturer, Zeneff would report her observations only to the Crown. 

It was too sensitive a topic for clerks to handle, all academies were known for having 
more leaks than a sieve. 

"Can you please explain to me how you accomplished that?" She pointed to the still 
dancing rats. 

Lith told her making Professor Zeneff burst into a chuckle. 

"Really well played, but for today's lesson purpose it's like cheating. 1 wasn't going to 
teach you that trick until all of you managed to gain a decent degree of control over 
your undead. Still, it's very impressive for a student to discover it on his own. Twenty 
more points for you." 

While Lith was disappointed learning he had just reinvented the wheel. Professor 
Zeneff was relieved instead. 

- "1 knew it was too good to be true. 1 can kiss my points goodbye." He thought. - 

- "Thank the gods he is just very brilliant. 1 don't think the Kingdom can afford a 
second god of death." Zeneff thought. - 

"Go back to your place and do the exercise properly." Professor Zeneff instructed 
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Lith. 


"Do not explain the trick to anyone, it would ruin my lesson. I'm sorry to send you 
back to square one, but I'm sure you will thank me later." 

She smiled gently, knowing how hard it was for someone so young going from 
believing to be a genius to discovering it had only been a fluke. 

Lith went back to his seat with a dejected expression. Soon envy turned into snickers 
and pointed fingers, when the other students noticed that he was back to controlling 
a single rat, apparently suffering from brain damage. 

Lith was already able to move his rat in the direction he wanted, but every two or 
three steps, it would writhe like it had a seizure, prompting the ridicule from his 
peers. Even Quylla would chuckle from time to time. 

"Sorry..." She said looking in his direction, "but it's too funny. Why don't you try 
shutting down the other one? It didn't act like that before. During the previous 
lesson. Professor Zeneff told us that every undead requires focus from the mage. 

Maybe that's why you find it so hard to control it now." 

"Quylla, you are a damn genius." He gave her a thumbs up while placing his left hand 
on the second undead and draining the darkness magic that possessed its body. 

Lith's words made Quylla smile for the first time since Phloria had asked him out, 
while his actions made Professor Zeneff swallow a lump of saliva. 

- "Once it's a fluke, but twice? Is it possible for him to have the mana control to be 
able to take back his own spell?"- Her face was jovial as usual, but her eyes returned 
often to his desk. 

As Quylla predicted, once the second rat was out of the picture, Lith was able to 
move the remaining undead with more ease. The rat was promoted from brain 
damaged to crippled. 

The lesson continued and Lith kept falling behind. He felt like the others were 
running while he was forced to walk. 

- "Damn, 1 must find a way around my limits. This time 1 can't pull all nighters to 
catch up with them. Think Lith, think. Normally, when 1 use Necromancy, 1 always 
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keep my undead under control with tendrils of mana. 


"It serves the purpose of constantly feeding them and makes their reaction time 
much faster, since 1 can control them with but a thought. Now 1 have to control a 
lump of mana after giving it a body instead. 

"On paper, it should be easy for me. After 1 cast any spell with true magic, 1 can 
always alter its course or form, as long as 1 can see it. Why should this be any 
different?"- 

Lith drained and injected darkness magic into the carcass multiple times, turning it 
into an undead and back while trying to remember the feeling he experienced when 
the mana passed from him to the skeleton. 

- "This is not dimensional magic where 1 have to constantly manipulate and adapt 
different mana flows. Unlike a Warp Step, the undead is stable. 1 need to feel it just 
once!"- 


Lith kept his eyes closed, repeating the spell over and over, until he was able to feel 
every drop of mana that came out of his core, manipulating it like it was a new arm. 

To make things easier, Lith coordinated the rat skeleton's movements with his right 
hand's fingers. There were no tendrils attached, but thanks to the workaround he 
was soon able to move the creature at will. 

After he got used to the feeling, he reanimated the second rat again, using one hand 
for each and moving them in unison. 

By the end of the lesson, while most students had succeeded in correctly controlling 
a single undead and Quylla was close to perfecting the movements of the second one, 
Lith had expanded the number of his puppets, needing only a finger for each one of 
them. 

Professor Zeneff had never been so excited and afraid at the same time in her whole 
career, fearing to have triggered the advent of the new god of death. 




Time passed and soon the days turned into a month. Friya needed but a week to 
master the Switch spell, completing the dimensional magic course and receiving a 
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griffon shaped honour badge from Linjos and Rudd to celebrate the new inter¬ 
academy record. 


Aside from Quylla, the rest of the group had mastered Blink, but they had yet to 
succeed in the Switch spell. Quylla and Friya used that extra free time to cram 
healing magic together, becoming the rising stars of the Light Magic Department. 

Lith kept Forgemastering successfully one elemental weapon after the other, making 
Professor Wanemyre so happy that at one point she offered to adopt him. It was a 
flattering proposal, but he gently refused it. 

Necromancy helped Lith overcome his mana sensitivity gap, leaving Professor Zeneff 
in awe. He would finish the assignments so fast that she promoted him to her 
assistant during the lessons, giving tips and suggestions to the other students. 

Receiving so much good news every day made Lady Ernas feel like she was walking 
on air. 

"1 hope you will now admit I'm always right." She chuckled reading the latest 
congratulatory report from the White Griffon academy. 

"A dimensional magic prodigy, two geniuses at healing, and our little Flower has 
finally blossomed as a woman. The future of house Ernas is as good as set in stone." 

At those words, Orion Ernas spit out his tea in the butler's face, spilling the rest on 
his own nether regions. The pain coming from the hot tea was nothing compared to 
the one he felt in his heart so he ignored it, treating the small burns with healing 
magic. 

"Do you mean she... they... you know what 1 mean!" Orion was beet red from pain 
and anger. 

"No, 1 don't." She giggled, sending the butler away. 

"It's never a good thing for a parent to meddle during the initial phases of a 
relationship. Lith seems quite the gentleman, I'm sure he'll make her first time 
pleasurable." 

Orion once again cursed Lith's name and the day he brought the little runt into his 
house. 
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"She is too young for that! How can you say such things and remain so calm?" 


Jirni put down the report, looking Orion straight in the eyes. 

"Didn't we start knowing each other intimately when 1 was fifteen?" She asked with a 
soft smile. 

"Those were different times! Ages ago." Orion replied, noticing the trap when it was 
already too late. 

"Are you calling me an old hag?" She stood up, scolding him with an indignant tone. 

"No, gods no!" Orion hastily retreated. Admitting defeat was his only option at that 
point, or he would share the doghouse with Lucky for the days to come. 

"You are right, fifteen is the perfect age to start dating." 

"According to our little Flower, Lith is a very promising Healer, Forgemaster and 
maybe even Necromancer." Jirni was back to being all smiles. 

"You could bring him to your forge sometime, for some male bonding time. 1 was 
thinking we should meet his parents one of these days. Nothing formal, just to say hi 
and introduce ourselves." 

Orion Ernas was inwardly weeping blood at the thought of losing his little Flower to 
a brute whose only perk was being so similar to his beloved wife, but he could only 
nod with a smile plastered on his face. 




Sitting alone in his office, Linjos couldn't help but have an eerie feeling that 
something terrible was about to happen. Things were going smoothly, there had 
been no more accidents and he received only good news. 

It was all too good to be true. Linjos was the White Griffon Headmaster for three 
years now, he knew the rules of the game all too well. He had spent the first two 
years learning the ropes before finally implementing the changes he had always 
dreamt about to the academy system. 

Despite being the trial year, his academy had already achieved the highest number of 
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promoted students per trimester and the lowest numbers of expelled or injured 
students per month. 


The healthy environment had allowed many students that had appeared 
unremarkable at their arrival at the academy to develop their talents. They were 
popping out like mushrooms in all departments. 

The random checks for slave items had been fruitless. Members of the Queen's corps 
would search and interrogate the staff, but thank the gods every time they would 
come up with nothing. 

Yet Linjos couldn't help but worry. According to the reports he received from the 
Professors and the Queen, despite the internal strife having been quelled, all 
academies were still experiencing an all time low of the students' grades. 

Linjos knew that sooner or later, the other Headmasters would try to sabotage his 
academy. With such poor results, they would be forced to implement Linjos's system, 
losing a lot of face and looking incompetent in the eyes of the magical community. 

No matter what the Queen ordered, he was certain that they would put their prestige 
above everything. Many of them were too old to accept the changes and would never 
accept retirement. 

To make things even worse, it was almost that time of the year again. Thinking about 
how much work he had to do with so little time at his disposal, Linjos sighed 
multiple times before summoning Nalear to his office. 




The Magic Crystal lessons were the most appreciated among the compulsory courses 
of the third trimester. There were no winners or losers, all the students had become 
capable of cutting and refining low grade gemstones. 

It had no homework, since handling mana blades and crystals was too dangerous 
without supervision, nor was there a rush to complete the task. The most important 
thing was the quality of the final product, so students would take their time, facing 
each crystal like a challenge to oneself rather than to the rest of the class. 

At the end of the lesson, after checking the results of the students' work. Professor 
Nalear had an announcement to make. 
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"Excellent work everyone. Now 1 have good news and bad news. The good news is 
that since the whole class is making progress at such an outstanding rate, our trip to 
the forest's crystal mines has been brought forward. 

"We'll depart tomorrow first thing in the morning, bring along anything you think 
you might need in the next few days." The trip was supposed to last only one 
morning, the sudden change of plans made the class burst with chattering. 

Nalear raised her hand, silencing them with a quick spell. 

"This leads to the bad news. For security reasons, students and Professors alike will 
move out of the academy until the eighteenth day of this month. Temporary lodgings 
have already been prepared. 

You'll be split based on your household rather than on your gender or academy year. 
Beware of your seniors and be nice to your juniors. No misconduct will be tolerated, 
we will keep everyone under constant supervision." 

Despite her smile, Lith could see it was all a facade. A deep rage was smoldering 
behind her soothing manners. Something terrible had probably happened to her 
during her student days. 

"1 am not at liberty to give you any explanation. Just know that this is for your own 
safety. Dismissed." Nalear abruptly left, clenching her hands so hard she was 
bleeding a little. 

Lith was so focused on all those small details that he missed the several glances 
Phloria threw at him, sighing every time she did it. They had much to discuss. 
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CHAPTER 204 
STORM FRONT (2) 


Phloria Ernas wasn't having the time of her life. Her adoptive sisters were running 
circles around her in the academy, her mother called too often with stars shining in 
her eyes, waiting for some big announcement. Every time she heard from her father, 
Orion seemed to be on the verge of tears instead. 

Also, her relationship with Lith hadn't progressed much during the last month, 
giving her the impression there was something wrong. 

They were already at their sixth date and Lith had always behaved like a perfect 
gentleman, having a deep knowledge of the places they visited together even if he 
had never been there before. 

Phloria didn't know about Soluspedia, so the idea of him investing so much time and 
effort for her sake was truly flattering. They would always have brilliant 
conversations and while his jokes were a bit odd, Lith managed to be funny or 
mature according to the situation. 

The problem was everything else. 

- "He is way too mature, but that's actually nice." She would often think. "The more 1 
know him, the more it seems I'm dating my parents though. He is a paranoid control 
freak like mom, but without being bossy or nosy. 

"He is also caring and protective like dad, without being clingy or possessive. 1 like 
his virtues and flaws, but while, at the start, it was nice of him to leave me my 
personal space and not try to touch me inappropriately, now I'm starting to worry 
about it. 

"Holding my hand from time to time is the boldest move he ever did. Be it kissing or 
hugging, he never takes the initiative, it's always up to me. Did he agree to go out 
with me out of pity? Or was it to get rid of Quylla?"- 

Mulling those questions over and over, Phloria was getting more insecure by the day. 
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She couldn't imagine that Lith was actually a forty year old in the body of an almost 
thirteen year boy. He was conflicted between his psychological and physical age. Lith 
was incapable of approaching her without the fear of being guilty of forcing himself 
on someone naive and inexperienced. 

Phloria was too embarrassed to seek advice from her parents and asking her older 
brothers was useless. Gunyin, her eldest brother, had followed their mother's wishes, 
marrying a girl when he was barely sixteen. He had never dated someone outside of 
his own wife. 

Tulion, her second brother, had almost been kicked out of the household because of 
his many affairs with maidens from other noble families. 

- "1 can already hear Gunyin say: "Ask mom, she knows better." Or Tulion: "Push him 
down on the bed. It would work with me.""- 

Being cornered, Phloria had sought Friya's advice the day before. Phloria knew that 
she was still rooting for Quylla, but she had no one to turn to. 

"1 never dated anyone, so 1 really don't know what to say." Friya was really 
embarrassed to reveal that while she very much liked talking about boys, she knew 
almost nothing about them. 

"If 1 were in your shoes, 1 would just ask him. If he doesn't like you, then he doesn't 
deserve you, sis." Phloria was moved by her words. She had always thought that, 
between the almost forced adoption and Quylla, they would only be sisters on paper. 

Her advice made a lot of sense, so she was waiting for the end of the lessons to 
confront Lith. Magic Crystals was the last course of the day and since they would 
spend the next three days working in the mines, they had the rest of the afternoon 
free. 

Phloria was so nervous, looking for the right moment to talk to him, that she almost 
flinched when Lith tapped on her shoulder while they were coming out of the 
classroom. 

"Since we have nothing to do until tomorrow morning, do you mind coming to my 
room for a few minutes? We need to talk." Lith said taking the words right out of her 
mind, making her swallow a lump of saliva. 
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Saying those four words was hard, but hearing them was even worse. According to 
her brother Tulion, it was the best line before dumping someone and he was an 
authority in the field. 

- "1 have no idea what the security reasons Professor Nalear spoke about are, but it's 
likely that Phloria's mother does. 1 don't have Lady Ernas's contact rune, but I'm sure 
that she wouldn't mind helping me. The last time we met, we parted on good 
terms."- 

Lith's intentions were completely unrelated to his relationship with Phloria, but she 
had no way to know that. She lived every step towards Lith's room like a death row 
inmate would while approaching the chopping block. 

After they walked through the door, Phloria clenched her hands covered in sweat, 
finding the courage to speak her mind. 

"Actually, 1 have something to say that can't wait anymore." 

Noticing the urgency in her voice, Lith nodded, offering her the only chair in the 
room while he sat on the bed instead. 

"That's exactly what 1 want to talk about!" She stood up, pointing a finger at him. 
"Meaning?" Lith tilted his head in confusion. 

"Why do you always keep your distance from me? No matter where we are, you 
never sit beside me, let alone try to kiss or touch me. Am 1 that ugly to you? Are you 
pity dating me?" 

Her voice was full of rage, yet Lith could clearly see the insecure teenage girl hiding 
behind the mask. The new world closely resembled the middle ages in his mind. 

Since they were so different in age and social status, he had thought that Phloria was 
content with what they had, never suspecting she wanted something more, like a 
modern Earth girl. 

The only answer he could offer her wasn't the truth, but the next best thing. 

"Absolutely not!" He stood up too, his tone was firm as a rock in denying her 
allegation. 
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"It's just that I've never dated someone your age, so I don't know what to do." Lith 
scratched his head in embarrassment. He was a late bloomer, never dating anyone 
before his last year of high school. 

"Also, being as strong as I am. I'm afraid to hurt you. Last, but not least, our height 
gap doesn't help." He stood in front other, using his hand to emphasize it. 

Lith was now 1.65 meters [5'5"} high, but Phloria was still taller than him with her 
1.77 meters [S' 10"}. 

"Do you want me to bring around a soapbox during our dates? Because I feel so 
dumb having to use a spell or ask you to bend down." Phloria felt so relieved by his 
answers that it was like someone had just lifted a mountain from her shoulder and 
another from her stomach. 

Realizing he was not only younger, but also as inexperienced as her, made her heart 
flutter. Phloria gave him a long, deep kiss while her hands caressed his hair and wide 
shoulders. 

Lith was surprised by how good a kisser she had become, needing his sheer 
willpower to keep his hands on her back instead of going for second base. He had no 
idea if he would be able to stop there. 

"What do you want to talk about?" She whispered in his hear, refusing to let him go 
and making it really hard for him to focus. 

"This field trip sounds fishy." He replied with a hoarse voice. 

"I was thinking we may ask your parents for information. It never hurts being 
prepared for the worst." 

"It can wait." She shrugged emitting an adorable giggle. "All work and no play makes 
Lith a dull boy." She had just kissed him again when someone knocked on the door. 

"Lith? Little Flower? Are you in there? Please open up." 

"Dad?" Phloria blurted out from surprise. 

"I told you it could wait, dammit. Give them some space." 
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"Mom?" Phloria panicked, pushing Lith away and sending him butt first to the floor. 


"Yes dear." Jirni's voice replied from the other side of the door. 

"Take your time, there is no rush." In Phloria's mind those words sounded like: 

"Put your clothes on carefully. Think about your father." 

If her parents' sudden appearance was like a sudden cold shower for her, Lith 
needed a magical one, cooling down his face, hands, and other obvious places to 
make himself decent. 

As soon as he opened the door, Orion barged in, sighing in relief seeing that the bed 
was still made and all the buttons on the two youths' uniforms were in proper order. 

"Why didn't you answer your communication amulet? I've been calling you for 
hours!" Orion yelled. 

"I was busy!" Phloria angrily rebuked. 

"Please forgive us, Lith." Lady Ernas said. "I couldn't stop his rampage after he heard 
the news. The moment Phloria missed his tenth call, we were already on our way 
here. I suppose you know that something is going on." 

Lith nodded. 

"Yes, Lady Ernas. We were just about to call you." He reported to them Professor 
Nalear's announcement and his doubts about it. 

"Excellent thinking. Emotions are important, but in time of crisis, keeping a cool 
head is of the utmost importance." Jirni clicked her tongue, making both father and 
daughter blush in embarrassment. 

"Also, it's the exact reason why we are here. By now, most of the students should 
have been contacted by their parents and informed about the current predicament." 

"Which is?" Lith asked. 

"Have you ever heard about the god of death?" Phloria and Lith shook their heads. 
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"Ilyum Balkor, better known as the god of death, is one of the blackest pages in the 
Griffon Kingdom's modern history. Twenty years ago, before either of you were born, 
he was a commoner of humble origins that had entered the Black Griffon academy, 
soon revealing to possess an outstanding talent for magic. 

"It quickly turned out to be more a curse rather than a blessing. According to the 
academy's old standards, might makes right, so he and his family were constantly 
victims of harassment from the noble families. 

"The previous Queen ignored all the reports because she considered such behavior 
useful to her agenda. In her mind, they would push Balkor to seek the Crown's 
support, making him more malleable to her requests in order to satisfy his thirst for 
revenge and protection. 

"Her 'brilliant' plan fell apart when a few months before his graduation, Balkor's 
village was set ablaze and his family killed by unknown bandits. It's still unclear if it 
was just an unlucky incident or something staged by one of the old noble families. 

"What matters is that Balkor didn't care for the Crown's promises of finding the 
culprits, nor for all the flatteries coming from the academies and noble families alike, 
aiming to recruit him. They tried to exploit his pain of losing his family by replacing 
it with a new one. 

"After graduating, he disappeared for a few months before returning at the lead of an 
army of greater undead, exterminating in one night all the noble families in his 
birthplace. 

"Then he escaped to the Blood Desert while the army and the Mage Association were 
still busy dealing with his thralls. 

"That night, Ilyum Balkor gained the title of god of death and the old Queen 
abdicated in Sylpha's favor. The following year, the Crown received a single word 
from him: 'Past'. 

"During the night of the anniversary of Balkor's family's death, a whole old noble 
household disappeared. Not even children or elderly were spared, the only thing left 
behind was a single word, painted with blood over every single wall, ceiling, or floor: 
"Soon." 

"Every year, for the following four years, the Crown received the same note and 
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another ancient household would disappear during the night of the anniversary. 
Then, for the next five years, the note contained a different word: 'Present'. 

"During the anniversary, the new target became the Crown and the Mage 
Association. Their most notable members would be attacked by legions of never 
seen before undead. 

"We know this because most of the intended victims managed to survive, thanks to 
the heavy security. The King and the Queen survived all five attempts, allowing the 
Association to collect a lot of samples and devise new weapons against the new race 
of undead. 

Sadly, this is the eleventh year and the note changed once again. Now it says: 
'Future'." 

"So they think he will now target the academies? It makes sense since the students 
represent the future of the Kingdom. What makes them think he will target the 
White Griffon?" Lith asked. 

Lady Ernas shook her head sighing. 

"No one thinks the god of death will target the White Griffon. We think he will target 
all the academies. The first five years were just the appetizer. He used them to 
perfect his creations while putting to test the magical defenses of the most powerful 
families, succeeding most of the times. 

Then, he targeted both the Crown and the Mage Association, attacking all of their 
most notable members. He is the reason that lead the Griffon Kingdom to hasten the 
reform of the nobility and academy system, leading to the current crisis. 

The existence of the god of death is a secret to the public, but every major power of 
the country knows about him, and lives in fear of his return." 
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CHAPTER 205 
TACTICAL RETREA 


Lith pondered for a while over Lady Ernas's words, trying to understand the reason 
behind Linjos's decision. 

"Then what's the point of having the students move out of the academy? Isn't the 
castle one of the safest places in the Kingdom?" He asked. 

"It is, but not against the god of death." Lady Ernas explained. 

"All the ancient noble families, just like house Ernas, have several arrays defending 
them. We have contributed to building and nurturing the Kingdom, so you can think 
of our houses as smaller versions of the academies. 

"The defense mechanisms are similar, but weaker. Balkor didn't just hunt us, he used 
every single attack to collect data and improve his thralls. Every year, they became 
stronger and more resilient, able even to bypass the basic arrays like they don't even 
exist. 

"For your information, both the Royal Palace and the Mage Association headquarters 
have defenses on par with the academies, some say they are even better. Yet Balkor's 
creatures managed to break in every single year. 

"We knew they were coming, we were prepared, and armed to the teeth. None of that 
mattered. The number of casualties only increased over time. Probably Linjos is 
thinking of relying on the protection of the Lord of the forest. 

"Monsters like a Scorpicore only grow stronger with the passing of time. Thank the 
gods those beasts' talent for magic is second only to their indifference toward the 
outside world. As long as you don't mess with their turf, they don't mess with you." 

"What's a Scorpicore?" Phloria asked. 

"A genius magical beast that further evolved." Orion explained. 
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"They are invaluable allies and merciless enemies. Be careful of never antagonize 
one unless it's strictly necessary. While they are still beasts, they are much more 
intelligent than normal animals." 

Lith was amazed by the time and effort magical beasts had spent to keep humans 
underestimating them. Even before his evolution, Lith would have never considered 
Ryman stupid. 

"Also, the god of death is not the only one that has learned from the past attacks." 
Jirni continued. 

"Once the pattern was clear, the old noble families would scatter their members and 
go into hiding during the anniversary. It was a cowardly but effective move, many of 
them managed to survive the onslaught. 

"Linjos's plan is very smart. First, he is changing the battlefield, making Balkor's 
preparations useless. Magical beasts' arrays work differently from ours, so the 
creatures should get affected by them. 

"Second, by moving the students to the forest, finding them will be much harder, 
exploiting the undead's greatest weak point. 

"To give them so much power, skill, and magic, Balkor had to sacrifice their lifespan. 
They never last much longer after sunrise, so by turning an assassination attempt 
into a hide and seek game, Linjos has already gained an advantage. 

1 only wish the other Headmasters did the same thing. Some of those old coots want 
to make a stand against Balkor and Linjos." Jirni sighed. 

"Call the other kids here. I'll teach you whatever 1 can." Orion said 

When Friya, Quylla, and Yurial arrived, they were still shaken up by the news 
received from their respective parents. 

"First thing, do not fight them unless you are cornered. Those monsters are 
incredibly fast and strong, even the Mage Knight spell Full Guard barely allows a 
veteran to fight them on equal footing. You are no veterans, just kids. 

"Running away should always be your priority. Never underestimate greater undead. 
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They have a high degree of intelligence, can plan ahead and coordinate their attacks. 
They never get tired, do not feel pain, and every hit sucks away a bit of your life force, 
using it to heal their wounds. 

If you are forced to engage the enemy. Mage Knights should resort to guerrilla 
warfare, combining Blink and Full Guard." Orion said looking at the two girls. 

"As for you guys, you are only useful as long range attackers and life force batteries. 
Wardens are useless. Their spells are too slow and even if they manage to cast one, 
Balkor's creations can shrug off most of their effects. That's why 1 brought these." 

Orion waved his hand, and five weapons came out of his dimensional ring. 

An estoc, a rapier, a short sword, and two curved blades resembling shotels. Each 
one had two magic gemstones embedded in the hilt. 

"1 prepared them based on the knowledge we have accumulated so far. They are 
specifically designed to deal greatly increased damage to undead. I'm only loaning 
them to you." He looked straight at Lith and Yurial. 

"These are not weapons for kids, 1 expect you to return them once the crisis is over." 
Lith gratefully took his shotel, deeply bowing to Orion. 

- "I'll make use of this time to thoroughly study this weapon and take note of every 
detail in my notebooks. It's like already having a Forgemastering fifth year book at 
hand!" He inwardly smiled. - 

"One more thing." This time it was Lith talking. 

"If an undead ever comes close to you, only use darkness magic. It's their bane. They 
are not afraid of cuts, burns, or cold. The other elements can damage their bodies, 
but unless it's enough to cripple them, they will barely notice it. 

Never use light magic instead. It would only give them more power." 

"How do you know it?" Orion was flabbergasted. Necromancy being one of the rarest 
mystical arts, only those who served the Crown, the Mage Association, and veterans 
in fighting undead knew such things. 
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He was about to teach them about the elements, but Lith took the words out of his 
mouth. 

"I have a lot of free time during the Necromancy classes. 1 do not spend it by idly 
waiting for the lesson to end, 1 raise undead and experiment on them instead. To 
truly master any discipline, 1 need to understand its flaws and limitations, becoming 
capable of exploiting them when it will be used against me." 

Lith's reply made Phloria's and Jirni's heart flutter. To the former, he sounded like a 
cool hero always one step ahead of his enemies, to the latter he sounded like the 
perfect son in law and an excellent royal constable candidate. 

Jirni and Orion stayed for dinner and with them a lot of other parents. The canteen 
had never been so full and noisy before. The hall was split into two sides. One with 
the noble families warning their heirs, giving them advice and equipment. 

The other where commoners were grouped up, still unaware of the imminent threat. 

Lith was sitting at the Ernas's table while Yurial was at the table next to them with 
his parents and fiance. She was as cute as a button blond girl, around fifteen years 
old, and definitely overdressed. She seemed to be attending a gala rather than an 
academy. 

That and the scornful glances she threw at the other side of the canteen made her 
obnoxious at first sight to Lith. 

The following day, the morning gong resounded early and after a quick breakfast, all 
the students were assembled in front of the academy's gates. Dozens of Warp Steps 
were open, allowing the staff to go back to their homes. 

Linjos's plan included leaving the academy empty and locked from the inside so that 
even if Balkor's undead managed to break in, the number of casualties would be 
zero. 

Not having anyone to interrogate, finding their new location would hopefully require 
more time than the creatures' lifespan allowed, so the White Griffon would win the 
battle without even moving a finger. 

When only the students and Professors remained, Linjos closed the Warp Steps, 
opening new ones leading to their refuge. It looked like a medium sized mining town. 


traitorAIZEN 35 I 565 



composed by a hundred of small houses entirely made out of wood. 


Doubting that Linjos would make such a blunder, underestimating Balkor's fury to 
that extent, Lith activated Life Vision while Solus used her mana sense to scan their 
surroundings. 

The whole area had a mana flow vigorous enough to put to shame even the 
academy's one. The houses, the ground, even the flowers glowed like a Christmas 
tree. Aside from the shabby look, it seemed Linjos had spared no efforts in his 
creation. 

Lith noticed that the youngest students were terrified by the presence of their 
seniors, staying as far as possible from them. Magical beasts could be seen 
everywhere in the town, some perched on the nearby trees, others leisurely walking 
along the streets. 

Lith was searching for a Professor, to know which was his accommodation, when a 
strong hand grabbed his shoulder. 

"Hey, you are Lith from Lutia, right?" 

Lith pushed the hand away like it was an annoying fly before answering. 

"Depends. Who's asking?" He found himself staring at a sixteen year old boy, 
probably a fifth year student. He was very tall, around 1.85 meters [6'1"} high, with 
chestnut hair and eyes that gave him an oddly familiar look. 

"You are that commoner sh*t that had my brother and cousins expelled! All because 
you and the f*cking stick up your a*s can't take a practical joke." Vinor Pontus was 
seething with anger. 

His family was already on the verge of disaster, the expulsion and arrest of three of 
their most promising talents had been the final straw that broke the camel's back. 

Their reputation was ruined. It would take them decades to recover from all the 
recent blows and rebuild their good name from scratch. Lith looked around for a 
Professor, finding only M'Rook the Ry, that was staring at the scene with interest, 
wagging its tail in anticipation. 

"Three men ambushing a girl at night can hardly be called a practical joke, unless one 
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is a pervert and a degenerate. You Pontus guys seem to perfectly fit the bill. It's no 
surprise that Balkor wants you morons dead. Idiots with more power than brain are 
the perfect recipe for disaster." 

Just Balkor's name was enough to make most of those present shudder, but not Vinor 
Pontus. He had been looking for a pretext to attack Lith. Insulting him and his whole 
family in front of so many witnesses was more than enough. 

Vinor raised his arms, pretending to be just shrugging before throwing a straight at 
Lith with all the strength he was capable of. Lith reacted accordingly, raising a single 
finger and stopping the punch a dozen centimeters from his face. 

He had used first magic to generate an air cushion, giving Vinor the impression of 
hitting an invisible pillow. Before he could pull back the punch, the air cushion 
exploded. 

It released many air blades, strong enough to pierce the uniform's protection. They 
scratched his face, giving him the look of someone that had fought and lost against a 
stray cat. Lith snapped his fingers, conjuring an air wave that sent Vinor tumbling on 
the ground. 

The students watching the scene burst into laughter, making Vinor's blood boil. He 
got back on his feet with one fluid movement, releasing a spell from one of his rings. 
It conjured an icicle as long and thick as an arm, aimed at Lith's heart. 

Before Lith could react, the icicle turned to dust, while a strong grip was squeezing 
Vinor's hand, to the point of almost breaking his fingers. 

"What the heck do you think you are doing?" Professor Wil Ironhelm was in charge 
of the Battle Magic class and the Forgemaster specialization for the fifth year. He was 
muscular as a bull and almost as patient. 

"He started it. Professor! He attacked me with magic for no reason." Vinor whined 
while twisting and lowering his body, trying to relieve the pressure on his fingers. 

"Is it true?" He asked staring at Lith with his ice blue eyes. 

"No. I'm Lith from Lutia and he is a member of the Pontus family." Lith replied like it 
explained everything. 
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"That Lith from Lutia?" Ironhelm threw Vinor back on the ground with a flick of the 
wrist, while rushing towards Lith with his extended hand. 


"It's an honor to meet you. I have heard a lot about you from Lyca Wanemyre. The 
gods know why she got the talent, the looks, and a promising student while all I got 
is this shirt and a bunch of morons!" He cursed shaking his fist against the heavens. 

"Minus one hundred points for assaulting a junior and minus another hundred for 
getting your a*s kicked despite attacking first." 

"How can you believe him instead of me? This isn't fair!" Vinor whined, two of his 
still charged rings had permanently shut down because of the points deficit. 

"You need proof. Everyone here is my witness!" The younger students stepped away, 
while the others started to turn around and leave. 

"Proof, uh? Well, let's do this your way. Is he speaking the truth?" Ironhelm asked to 
M'Rook, who promptly shook its head. 

"No. The dumb oaf attacked the young wolf for no reason. After his defeat, the oaf 
attacked with magic. You know the rest." 

"It speaks?" The whole crowd of students went into an uproar. 
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CHAPTER 206 
DEAD ON TIME 


Vinor almost choked from the surprise, many students stared at M'Rook like they 
were seeing a magical beast for the first time in their lives. 

"Yeah, he can." Ironhelm corrected Vinor. "Minus two hundred points for lying to a 
teacher." The rest of Vinor's rings turned grey. 

"How can you believe to stupid beast instead of a student? Are you even human? 
What side are you on?" Vinor whined, jumping away after hearing a snarl right 
beside his head. 

"Who are you calling stupid?" M'Rook was so close that Vinor could smell his 
pungent breath. His lips were curled up, revealing fangs the size of a small dagger. 

"Minus five hundred points for offending our protectors." Vinor's uniform turned 
from white to grey, losing all of its magical properties. 

"Listen up, you idiots." Professor Ironhelm's voice roared. 

"For the next three days, we are guests in this forest. Magical beasts are our 
landlords, protectors, and first line of defense. Whoever dares to attack another 
student or disrespects them will have all of their points null and void. 

"It's time for you to learn that if a magical beast lives long enough, it develops 
mystical wisdom. They can talk, reason, and read, just like us humans. Before 
opening your stuck up mouths, remember where you are if you want to live. 

"If they refuse to protect us because of your behavior. I'll gladly sacrifice an idiot or 
two to save everyone else. Is it clear?" 

The students from the fourth and fifth year looked around, finally seeing that the 
town had no blind spots. Magical beasts could be seen soaring the skies, patrolling 
the streets, and even felt while tunneling underground. 
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Unlike inside the academy, every single move they made was watched, every word 
heard. Now they also knew that magical beast could talk, making them a living 
security system with heightened senses. 

Lith walked away after giving M'Rook a polite bow, starting to look out for Phloria 
and the rest of the group. 

- "If they live long enough. That's a good joke." Lith inwardly laughed at the charade 
magical beasts had put up for humans. 

"Yeah, even Nok could talk and he was just a Byk cub." Solus smiled remembering 
their little friend. - 

Meanwhile, Professor Ironhelm's curiosity had been piqued. 

"Why didn't you intervene? If 1 hadn't stopped that icicle..." 

"Nothing would have happened." M'Rook cut him short. "The oaf was a threat only to 
himself. 1 would kill him if 1 were you. He's a bad apple. He will bring only harm to 
your pack." 

The Ry's words made another question arise. 

"Why are you calling the big one 'oaf and the other one 'young wolf?" 

"The big one is one of you, the small one is one of us." M'Rook snorted like someone 
had asked him if the water was wet. 

"One of us?" Ironhelm was getting more confused by the second. 

"The oaf is a human. Sees food, wants food. Sees female, wants female. Sees things, 
wants things. No matter if he needs them, he takes them with violence. That is 
human nature. 

We don't eat unless hungry, we have a mate for life, we don't need useless trinkets. 
He is one of us." 

Professor Ironhelm felt slightly offended by M'Rook's words. They sounded a lot like 
racism. His problem was that he couldn't argue with them. Without law and order, 
the world of men would take days at most to plunge into chaos, while magical beasts 
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lived according to unwritten rules that every one of them adhered to. 




Lith was amazed by the total number of people the White Griffon hosted. The first 
three years were composed of at least one thousand students, making him doubt 
that the mining town could accommodate them all. 

- "Damn, I'm here for less than five minutes and 1 am already lost. 1 hate crowded 
places. They give me a headache." Lith thought. 

"We need to find a Professor and fast!" 

"Or you could call them and ask them where they are." Solus suggested, making Lith 
sneer. 

"My sweet, innocent Solus. If after carrying out this monumental work Linjos has left 
the communications open, he would be too much of an idiot to be the Headmaster."- 

As Lith predicted, the communication amulet was as dead as a doornail. 

"Lith, nice to meet you again. 1 wish our circumstances were better." Lith turned 
around, meeting the eyes of Colonel Varegrave. 

"Colonel, this is an unexpected surprise. Is the army involved too?" Lith replied, 
giving him a small bow. 

"Yes, of course. We cannot take any chances. 1 assume you already know everything." 
Lith nodded, asking him for help in finding his teammates. 

"Not a problem." The Colonel touched his communication earpiece, requesting 
information. While waiting for the reply, he and Lith talked about the situation at 
hand. 

"Can the Small World be used here?" 

"Sadly, no." Varegrave sighed. "It works with principles similar to the academy's 
arrays, it's just more powerful. Those creatures would barely be slowed down, while 
we would be powerless. 
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Follow me, the show is about to begin." 


Varegrave lead Lith to the town's outskirts where students and Professors were still 
waiting. Suddenly, the earth started to tremble and a rock plateau four meters [14 
feet} high emerged from the ground. 

Linjos had chosen a spot that allowed all those present to have a clear view and 
listen to his magically amplified voice. 

"My dear students, this will be our home for the following days. The rules here are 
the same as the academy, but without lessons. At least for the fourth and fifth year 
students." At those words, most of the crowd erupted into groans, which Linjos 
ignored. 

"You need to keep your hands and minds busy to avoid the stress from our current 
situation to eating you up from the inside. For this reason, fourth and fifth year 
students have two choices: help the Professors teaching their juniors the basics of 
magic, or mine magic crystals. 

Both the endeavors will be awarded with magic crystals or points according to your 
contributions. 1 have assigned you your housing based on your social status and age, 
but don't misunderstand. 

1 did it only to prevent the seniors from harassing the younger students. All houses 
are identical and have the same comforts." More groans filled the air, many students 
spit on the ground, disgusted by Linjos's words. 

They had hoped to get some fun at the expenses of the commoners. 

"As Professor Ironhelm already pointed out, remember we are guests here. Allow me 
to introduce you to our Lord." 

Scarlett the Scorpicore plunged from the skies, right beside Linjos, its landing as soft 
as a plume. 

"I'll be brief, humans." Its voice was harsh but feminine, allowing the students to 
understand she was a female. 

"Respect my rules and you won't even notice our presence. My rules are simple. One: 
do as Linjos says. Two: never harm a cub, human or otherwise, in my presence." One 
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of the reasons the Scorpicore had decided to help the academy was that, having lost 
many other offspring before turning into a Scorpicore, Scarlett had a soft spot for 
children. 

The other was that, according to Linjos's words, the undead had too many abilities 
that reminded her of Abominations. She wanted to use that opportunity to check if 
the so-called god of death and her mysterious enemy were somehow related. 

"Third: respect my underlings. They are risking their lives for you, those who do not 
appreciate their sacrifice can as well as die for what 1 care. If any of you needs help, 
whatever the reason, you can go to any of the magical beasts surrounding the city or 
my seconds in command." 

Another monster descended from the skies on Scarlett's left side. 

It was a giant wolf with two curved horns coming out of its forehead, right in front of 
the ears. Eagle-like feathered wings came out from his back and the tail seemed to be 
made out of dancing flames. 

- "Ryman?"- Lith was shocked by his friend's arrival. 

"He is Protector the Skoll. He will lead my troops in battle since 1 am forced to 
mantain all the protective arrays by myself." It was actually a lie. Many had 
contributed to securing the zone. Scarlett said that because she knew humans 
needed to be impressed to obtain their respect. 

Also, it would make it easier to find out traitors since she had just made herself a 
target, pretending that her energies were all directed at the arrays. 

A second creature appeared, this time slowly emerging from the ground. 

It was a huge mass of shadows as big as a small house, which kept shapeshifting 
until it resembled a bear. Its only distinctive features were the glowing red eyes and 
its massive skeleton that glimpses could be caught of from time to time underneath 
the ever-changing darkness composing its body. 

"This is Kalla the Wraith, our resident expert in the field of undead. She'll secure the 
perimeter in case things go south. Goodbye." 

- "Kalla?" Her new appearance had shocked Lith, who was now fearing the worst. 
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"Is that an evolution or has she turned into an undead?" 


"An evolution." Solus replied. "She now has a blue mana core, not a blood core. Yet 
judging from the red eyes and the black smoke exuding from her body, I'd say she's 
somehow related to them."- 

The three Monsters disappeared as fast as they had arrived, leaving the center of the 
scene to Linjos again. With a clap of his hands, several boards materialized from thin 
air. Each one of them was a huge list of names in alphabetical order. 

Beside each name, there was a number associated with one of the houses indicated 
on the map. Much to his surprise, Lith discovered that his housing was marked as 
one of an old noble family. 

The Ernas couple had threatened the poor Headmaster, each one their own way, 
leaving him still pondering if to find Orion's yells or Jirni's subtle insinuations more 
menacing. 

Having faced and lost against both in the past, he had made no objection to their 
request to keep together the five youths despite their different social status. When 
Archmage Deirus had also pressed Linjos towards such accommodation, there was 
very little he could do. 

Putting together three members of an old noble family, albeit one in name only, one 
of a young noble family, and a commoner was something that he would never allow if 
not for their excellent relationship. 

The hours passed until evening arrived. Lith worked in the mines, preferring to avoid 
both nobles and kids. Quylla and Yurial chose to help the Professors to teach the 
basics of magic. 

Quylla was considering to pursuing an academic career. All the dangers she was 
going through were making her understand how much she loved her peaceful life 
inside the academy, away from bloodsheds and fights. Those things made her feel out 
of place. 

Yurial's situation was different though. After having dined with his fiance, his mind 
was a mess. 

- "Libea has grown even more arrogant and stuck up than I remembered her. Thank 
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the gods I didn't introduce her to Lith or Quylla, or we would have quarreled until 
her departure. 1 wish there was a way out of this engagement."- He thought. 

The idea of spending his life with a girl he could barely stand, forced to search for his 
happiness in the arms of a mistress that he would be forced to keep hidden from the 
rest of the world, made him feel miserable. 

Yurial had always known how caged his existence would be, but now that he could 
see its bars up close, he couldn't avoid searching for a loophole. Between spending 
his day alone in a dark mine and nurturing youths, he chose the second option. 

- "1 need to enjoy the sun as much as 1 can. Also, it will be a good practice for when 
I'll have children of my own."- He sighed. 

Friya too went to the mines. Refining crystals required focus and isolation, allowing 
her to have a respite from the constant struggles with her inner demons. She was a 
noble, but didn't feel like one. She had a family, but it wasn't her own. 

Her life was changing too fast and for the first time in her life, her future was a blur. 
Abandoning house Ernas would be a despicable act after all the attentions Orion had 
poured into her, treating Friya like she was his own. 

It would also mean abandoning Quylla, the closest thing to a family she had left. Now, 
with the threat of the god of death, she didn't know if to be more afraid of her future 
or other present. 

Phloria followed Lith into the mines, spending most other time watching him. Unlike 
the others, he didn't seem scared. Not even Balkor's shadow seemed capable of 
snuffing out the greed in his eyes whenever he met a high quality crystal. 

She found it shallow and insensitive of him, yet incredibly soothing for her heart. 

- "This is so stupid of me, but 1 don't know what else to do. My hands tremble too 
much at the idea of what is going to happen two nights from now to handle a crystal. 
Teaching is also useless. 

1 don't want to grow fond of people that could die anytime soon. 1 just wanted to 
quietly spend the rest of my time at the academy trying not to think about death. Yet 
it comes looking for me instead." - 
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Phloria felt on the verge of tears, so she sat right next to Lith, putting her head on his 
shoulder. His steady heartbeat was like a lullaby to her ears, her hands stopped 
shaking, the fear faded away. 

"Do you mind if 1 remain like this?" 

"No, be my guest." Lith managed to kiss the top other head without needing to stop 
the cutting process, making her giggle. 

"At this point, you should put the crystal down and hold me, you jerk." 

Lith was about to joke about how he would have never expected her to be a high- 
maintenance girlfriend when his ears perceived something. 

"Do you hear that?" He asked, suddenly tensing up. 

Phloria tried to listen. They weren't very deep in the mine but there were still a lot of 
echoes. 

"No, what?" 

"Screams." 
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CHAPTER 207 
DEAD ON TIME (2) 


Suddenly, all the communication amulets that were supposed to be offline projected 
the image of Headmaster Linjos, repeating the same message over and over. 

"To all students, we are under attack. Return to your housing immediately. If that's 
not possible, seek shelter in the nearest building. To all students..." 

While the others were still staring at the Headmaster's hologram, Lith grabbed 
Phloria's hand and made a rush for the exit. 

"Wait, there are still people in the mine!" Phloria blurted, out trying to keep up with 
his pace. 

"So what? Do you really think we can protect everyone? If they are stupid enough to 
freeze out of panic, they would not last long anyway!" Phloria was about to reply, but 
while squeezing Lith's fingers she remembered she didn't want to die. 

Once outside, the scene in front of them seemed out of a post apocalyptic movie. 
People were screaming and running, trampling over all those that fell on the ground 
or moved too slow, hindering their escape. 

The whole town was enveloped by a golden spherical barrier that was now visible to 
the naked eye. The mine entrance was a wide tunnel that opened in the ground near 
the outskirts, so it was covered by the array. 

The sun was still visible above the horizon, yet black things were swarming the 
camp, attacking from all directions. Their bodies were naked, resembling only a 
human figure because they had arms and legs. 

They had no facial feature, body hair, or reproductive organs, moving on all four with 
insect-like movements. Some had remained near the mine, ambushing those that 
were coming out of it. 

A couple of undead jumped towards Lith and Phlroia, emitting a humming sound. 
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"Stand b..." Lith tried to say. 


"Stand behind me!" Phloria cut him short, pulling him back and slamming her 
conjured tower shield in the face of the first creature. The blue aura from Full Guard 
was already gushing all around her body, allowing Phloria to perceive every 
movement around her, leaving no blind spots. 

After spending so much time with her father and Lith, she had learned to always 
expect the worst. Despite the run at breakneck speed, she had managed cast all her 
best spells, just in case. 

Her estoc made short work of the second creature. The gemstones in the hilt emitted 
a bright light while releasing their power, allowing the blade to cut through their 
stone-hard skin like it was paper. 

- "How can a girl that's always so afraid of dying charge forward like that?" Lith 
thought. 

"Probably because she has someone important to protect." Solus pointed out. 
"There's something wrong with our assailants. Their movements are sloppy and 
predictable. Far from what Orion described to us."- 

Lith didn't remain idle either. His eyes were checking out the surroundings while 
studying the creatures and Orion's blades at the same time. 

There were no more undead targeting the couple, but Lith didn't miss how ah of 
them had some kind of mystical ropes wrapped around their limbs, limiting their 
movements. 

"The first barrier makes them weak! Let's go!" Phloria was about to move when Lith 
pulled her back. 

"Watch out!" Several Plague Arrows, Lith's fastest darkness spell, struck the two 
undead laying on the ground. 

Phloria only noticed then that each piece, no matter the size, was exuding black 
tendrils that allowed it to reattach itself to the rest of the body, making all the 
damage she had inflicted to them meaningless. 

Even with their limbs and heads only connected by the tendrils, the creatures were 
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already back at their peak condition. They had simply laid in ambush waiting for 
their prey. 


The darkness contained in the bolts fought against the one reanimating the corpses, 
making their humming turn into a shrill sound. 

Lith barely pretended to chant and form hand signs, quickly unleashing a barrage of 
Plague arrows on the still writhing creatures. 

"Never lower your guard until the enemy turns to dust. Never!" Lith took out the 
shotel Orion had entrusted him from his pocket dimension. 

The death cries of the undead had caused the other creatures to stop their attacks, 
hissing with hate at the sight of the two running away. They moved to intercept 
them, only to be cut down like ripe wheat. 

Phloria's movements were small and precise. Years of practice allowed her 
swordplay to be shapeless, like water. Her form relentlessly changed according to the 
situation, switching from close combat shield bashing to quick stabs to exploit the 
range advantage the sword gave her. 

With every strike, she released a pulse of darkness magic that was greatly amplified 
by the blade's magic, causing the small puncture wounds to turn into gaping holes. 
The lingering energy ate away the surrounding flesh, shortening the creatures' life 
span and making their regeneration slower. 

Lith's movements were rough and amateurish. He only knew a few techniques 
learned on Earth alongside the basics that Phloria had taught him months ago. Yet he 
moved like a storm. 

To the trained eye, his moves were too big, with lots of unnecessary movements, 
making them telegraphed. The undead were no experts though. Being short lived like 
butterflies, they relied on their superior physical prowess to overpower the 
opponent. 

Thanks to the array restricting their movements, Lith was already faster and 
stronger than them in his natural state. Once he infused himself with fusion magic, 
the creatures could barely follow his movements. 

A thick layer of darkness magic engulfed his shotel and it only grew stronger with 
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each strike. Solus had linked herself to the blade, keeping an eye on its pseudo core, 
preventing the sword's control gemstones from overloading from the massive 
amount of mana Lith was pouring into it. 

Each creature that barred his way received at least ten slashes, their bodies turning 
to ashes before they could even notice having been hit. 

Phloria was too busy handling her share of undead to pay too much attention to him, 
throwing only the occasional glance to be sure Lith was all right. His technique was a 
mess, but the results left her in awe every time. 

If the enemy closed in, the sword would mow them down in a flash. If they retreated, 
bolts of darkness would send them sprawling on the ground, shrieking in agony. 

- "How the heck does he manage to cast that fast even while wielding a sword? His 
magic storing rings should already be depleted."- Her confusion didn't make Phloria 
lose focus. More and more creatures were coming out of the forest, closing any gap in 
the encirclement as soon as it formed. 

"There's no end to them!" She barely had the time to yell that hell broke loose. 

Professor Ironhelm appeared while riding M'Rook the Ry, followed by a pack of 
magical beasts. He was wielding a sword and a shield, but with the Ry protecting 
him, he could focus on the attack, wiping out dozens of undead in a matter of 
seconds. 

"Run away, kids! Don't look back! I'll take care of the survivors." 

Lith sprinted forward, storing the sword back in the pocket dimension and taking 
Phloria's hand to be certain of not losing her amid the chaos. The closer they got to 
the town, the more magical beasts they encountered. 

Past a certain point, the bindings grew so strong that the undead became even 
slower than an average human, making it child's play for beasts and Professors alike 
to turn them into mincemeat. 

Phloria regretted leaving behind her fellow students, but Lith didn't allow her to 
slow down for even a second. They reached their house, stopping only to open the 
door and ran inside as soon as the magic lock recognized them. 
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Even under the adrenaline rush, they couldn't help but stare at their new 
surroundings. The inside was much bigger than the outside. The hallway they were 
in was at least one hundred meters [328 feet} long and five [16.4 feet} wide. 

It was a dimensional magic masterpiece, stretching the space enough to turn the 
small cottage into a single floor hotel. Each side of the corridor had ten doors, 
leading to as many apartments. The furniture was rustic. Aside from a long carpet on 
the floor and magical stones to light it, the hallway was empty. 

They couldn't care less, starting to search for their name tags on the doors. They 
would have been quicker if they checked one side each, but their hands seemed to be 
glued together. 

Their room was almost a replica of the one they lived in at the academy, just five 
times bigger. The furniture consisted of five beds with as many nightstands and 
closets. There were only two bathrooms though. One for the girls, one for the boys. 

"What took you so long?" Friya asked them with a tired expression on her face. 

An unbearable sense of guilt gripped Phloria's stomach. She had completely 
forgotten that her sister was with them in the mine. She hugged Friya so hard she 
squeezed the air out other lungs. 

"Tm so sorry, sis. 1 didn't mean to leave you behind! I'm so glad you are all right. 
Please forgive me." Phloria sobbed, leaving Friya flabbergasted. 

Lith instead was amazed by how she was still without a scratch, just like them, but 
had managed to beat them to the house without even breaking a sweat. Even he was 
still panting from the mad rush. 

"What are you talking about? You'll cry later, Quylla and Yurial need our help." 

She pointed at the two youths, laying on their beds. Their uniforms were torn up in 
multiple spots, showing the signs of a lost fight. Their skin was deadly pale, their 
breath was short and shallow. 

"Those idiots actually ran to get to the house, almost getting killed. They should have 
Blinked, just like us!" At those words, Lith and Phloria became beet red from 
embarrassment. In the heat of the moment, they had completely forgotten about the 
spell, relying by instinct on much cruder methods to escape. 
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"I already closed their wounds, but 1 can't give them any more life force without 
endangering myself. They need your help, Lith." 

Lith nodded, chanting the spell and using Invigoration at the same time to check his 
companions' conditions. The situation was more dire than Friya believed. Not only 
was their life force fading away, but also some kind of toxin was attacking their mana 
cores. 

Lith was shocked by the discovery, the god of death was supposed to be a fake mage. 
He neutralized the toxin, extracting it from their bodies before injecting part of his 
life force. Their breathing immediately became regular, their complexion healthy. 

Friya was about to ask about the liquid floating over Lith's hand when someone 
knocked on the door. 

"Is there any injured here? I'm Professor Vastor, let me in please." 

Professor Vastor was still as round and bald as an egg, his waxed handlebar 
mustaches were still flawless despite the sweat running from his head. 

"Oh gods, not my precious stars!" He rushed to the beds as soon as he recognized his 
students. Only after performing a complete check up, Vastor sighed in relief, sitting 
on a bed to catch his breath. 

"Great job removing the toxins, guys. Most people would miss it until it's too late. 
Those goddamned undead freaks. Only a madman would create such creatures. Too 
dangerous and wasteful." His comments left them speechless, but only for a second. 

"Who cares for their efficiency!" Phloria yelled. "Are Quylla and Yurial going to be all 
right?" 

"What the heck happened?" Friya joined the fray. "Wasn't the attack supposed to 
happen only during the anniversary?" 

"Can 1 keep the toxin?" Lith chimed in, storing half of it in his pocket dimension, just 
in case. "1 would only use it for research purposes. 1 promise." 

- "1 wish 1 had a body to bash your head right now."- Solus scolded him. 

The girls glared at him, clearly sharing Solus's outrage. 
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Vastor laughed out loud, dissolving the tension. 


"Yes, of course they are all right. Otherwise 1 wouldn't be so calm. As for your other 
questions, 1 only have bad news. First, every time the god of death changes his target, 
he launches probing attacks before the anniversary. Consider today's invasion as a 
rehearsal. 

Otherwise we wouldn't have moved so far in advance. 1 wonder how he managed to 
find us that quickly." 

"That was just probing?" Phloria felt weak in the knees. 

Vastor nodded. 

"Well, yeah. Those are hardly greater undead. No magical powers, limited 
intelligence, no strategy at all. They simply swarmed the camp to test our defenses 
and reaction time. As for you, mister Lith, my answer is a no. 

"One hundred points for extracting the toxin in such an unaltered state. The 
alchemists will wet themselves in excitement when they see it." Vastor's eyes shined 
like a kid unwrapping his Christmas present while storing the toxin in an alchemic 
vial. 

"It was a group effort." Lith said, hoping to quench the three girls' anger. 

- "Nice try, Scrooge. 1 don't buy it." Solus pouted. - 

"Then one hundred points to each of you." Vastor said, too happy to even bother to 
remember that Phloria wasn't part of the Healer specialization. 

Phloria and Friya smiled, accompanying the Professor to the door. One could never 
get enough points. 

- "Two out of three is still a good result." Lith thought. - 

"Jerk!" They said to Lith in unison as soon as the door was closed. 

"Girls, the rooms aren't soundproof for security reasons. Wait for me to get away 
before beating him." Vastor yelled. 
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-"Or not."- 
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CHAPTER 208 

WHAT GOES AROUND COMES AROUND 


Griffon Kingdom, Royal Palace. After the attack. 

King Meron had sought an audience with Tyris for weeks, but her private chambers 
had always remained sealed. After returning from the Blood Desert, she had been 
too busy dismantling the secret lab first and checking the records about who had 
studied Arthan's Madness later to bother with his yearly worries. 

Finding clues about the identity of the mastermind behind the Abominations was 
her priority, especially since the Council had washed their hands of the matter. She 
only yielded because of his unrelenting pestering other 24/7. 

King Meron couldn't help but think about Count Lark and how he must have felt after 
being rejected over and over by the Court just a few months prior. 

Tyris's throne room was a perfect replica of the one the Royal family used during 
social events, except for the fact that every piece of furniture was made of stone. 

Even the throne itself was no exception. 

Carpets, tapestries, even the ceremonial armors along the hallway seemed to have 
been carved down to the finest detail. More than once, the King had wondered if 
there was a secret behind the second throne room and which one of them was sitting 
on the real throne. 

"First Queen, forgive my insistence, but 1 bring dire news." Meron knelt on the 
ground even though he knew that formalities were meaningless to her. Yet in his 
desperation, he wasn't willing to leave a single stone unturned. 

"Let me guess, someone has died today." She snorted without stopping to look at the 
archives. 

"The god of death..." A furious glance from Tyris stopped him. 

"There are no gods. 1 know that all too well. Use his real name instead of that 
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pompous title." The First Queen hated how easily men handed out godhood. The 
Great Mother, as humans and beasts alike referred to the planet's will, was the 
closest thing to a god she had ever met. 

At the same time, it was the most indifferent and uncaring being she had ever 
interacted with, only thinking about the bigger picture and ignoring the single 
individuals, even the Guardians, unless they served to its purpose. 

"This evening, llyum Balkor has attacked all the six great academies at once. Thank 
the g..." Another glare made Meron curse at his own stupid tongue. 

"Thank heavens the number of casualties is low, at least for those that followed 
Linjos's protocol. The Earth and Crystal Griffon didn't though. Almost all the 
Professors died during the attack." 

"Why should 1 care?" Tyris snorted, making the room tremble. 

"1 told you royal idiots centuries ago to follow Leegaain's advice and reform the 
nobility and academy system, but it was never the right time. Famine, internal strife, 
the royal baby. Any excuse was good to postpone your duties. 

You and your ancestors have made your bed, now lie in it." 

"Your Majesty, your subjects, innocent kids at that, are dying at the hand of a 
madman! You must do something!" He stood up, hurt by her indifference and most of 
all, by the truth behind her words. 

"A madman? What if it was your family to have died for a practical joke? What if 
everything and everyone you loved had been defiled, gutted and left to be burned 
alive? What would have you done in his shoes?" 

Her eyes were reduced to two fiery slits brimming with mana. 

Meron didn't reply. The only way not to prove her point was lying, but she would 
notice, making his effort useless. 

"Please, think of the children. They are innocent!" He played his last card. 

"Innocent? Rotten apples from rotten trees. Wasn't Balkor a child too? What about all 
those that died that day and keep dying up to date because nobles value their status 
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more than human life? 


"My answer is still no. 1 will not solve the problems that you created by ignoring my 
advice. Otherwise 1 might as well take back the throne and do your job for you. By 
letting so many monstrous acts slide, you have created a monster. 

Think about it, the next time someone asks for a royal pardon." 

Before King Meron could reply, he found himself back in his bedroom. His sudden 
appearance almost made Sylpha stab him out of surprise. 

"The first day has yet to pass and so many died already." King Meron sobbed, seeking 
comfort in his wife's embrace. 

"We are alone. Our goddess has forsaken us." 




Lith spent an awkward supper. All of his companions were having a hard time letting 
his blunder slide. 

"Thanks for saving my life, man. Yet 1 would have appreciated more concern for my 
well-being and less for academic research." Yurial sighed, knowing it was like talking 
to a wall. 

"You guys are blowing this story out of proportions. 1 wasn't concerned because 
there was no need to. I'm the best diagnostician 1 know, besides Manohar. 1 had triple 
checked you two from head to toe and removed every single drop of poison. 

What was 1 supposed to be worried about? The softness of your pillows?" 

Being scolded by his friends didn't bother him as much as Solus's mind pouting did. 
She was supposed to be on his side, not theirs. 

"Believe me, no one appreciates your professionalism as much as 1 do, but if you 
don't want to end up like Manohar, you must learn to shut up from time to time." 
Phloria kept playing with her food. The near death experience had made her lose her 
appetite. 

"Phloria, do you realize we are at war?" Lith stared intently at her 
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"That poison could save our lives in the future, 1 had to try to butter up Vaster while 1 
still had the chance. Now everything is lost. Sorry if 1 prioritize keeping you guys 
alive rather than coddle your feelings." He snarled loud enough for everyone to hear. 

They looked at him, realizing that maybe Lith was a jerk, but a jerk with a damn good 
reason. 

"You really sound like mother." His words reminded Quylla of the creepy lesson Lady 
Ernas had imparted her before leaving. About how and where to strike humans and 
beast alike to inflict the maximum pain. 

"Your bedside manners are terrible, but thanks for saving my life." 

"Thank Friya instead. She almost fainted to keep you two alive until our arrival." 

"Thanks, Friya. You are the best sister 1 could hope for." Quylla embraced Friya, 
relieving the cold grip she always felt clenching her soul and making Phloria's gut 
twist in a knot at the same time. 

She still couldn't forgive herself for forgetting about Friya when they were still in the 
mine. She felt like the worst sister ever. 

The mood in the makeshift canteen was gloomy. A few students that had ignored 
Linjos's orders and got out of the town had died during the attack. Many others had 
been gravely injured and because the poison hadn't been promptly cleansed, their 
lives were hanging on a thread. 

A sudden wail followed by sobbing coming from the infirmary told them that 
another one didn't make it. A small boy ran from the field hospital, hugging M'Rook 
and hiding his face into the thick fur. 

The Ry let the kid be, gently stroking his head with his muzzle. 

- "Poor kid. His friend must have succumbed to the poison." Solus said. 

"Yeah. Something that damages the mana core is unheard of since we faced those 
parasites. Now you understand why we need a sample of that poison? We cannot 
trust anyone for our survival." Lith was still angry at her. 

"Did you really have to bargain over your friends' still recovering bodies? Why didn't 
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you store all the poison instead of half if it's so important?" 


Solus knew he was right, but she didn't want for Lith to keep trampling the feelings 
of his companions without even a tinge of remorse. 

"Because Vastor knows of the plague and the role 1 played in it. Because by giving 
him that half, 1 once again proved my value and showed my alleged loyalty to the 
Kingdom. It will earn me merits and points. As simple as that."- 

Solus sighed. 

- "In times of peace, 1 would be right. Right now, we are at war with death itself 
though. My mindset is a liability. 1 hope that Phloria manages to help Lith keep his 
humanity. It's in moments like this that 1 feel he is slipping away."- 

Unlike the others, Lith wasn't scared. On the contrary, he was very calm. In his mind, 
the other students were just tools. He planned to use them to raise his status or as 
sacrificial pawns. He only cared for those at his table. 

Some of his plans creeped Solus out. 

"Long time no see. Scourge." Kalla appeared beside them, making the group flinch. 

"You have changed a lot from our last encounter, Kalla." Lith replied without stopping 
to eat. 

"Yes, and so have you. When this is over, we have much to talk about." 

Kalla disappeared after fusing with the shadow of their table, leaving Lith eager for a 
new lesson about true Necromancy. 

"Scourge?" Yurial asked. 

"Yeah, it's a long story." Lith sighed, suddenly not so happy anymore. He hated being 
forced to share bits of his past. 

After returning to their room, Lith told them about his first encounter with Kalla and 
how magical beasts had named him "Scourge". He told them only the truth, but 
omitted all the parts about true magic and learning Necromancy from the Byk before 
her evolution. 
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"Why have you never told us magical beasts can talk?" Phloria felt a little hurt by his 
lack of trust. 

"Because they trusted me not to." He replied. 

"Also, because you wouldn't have believed me. Unlike Phillard, usually they are very 
careful about who they talk to. They probably would have kept silent, if not for the 
emergency." The memory of the Kroxy made them shudder. 

Everyone was dead tired, so they decided to go to sleep early. They needed all of 
their strength for the attack that would come the following day. 

Everyone was flabbergasted at Lith's pajamas. 

"Are you really going to sleep with your uniform on?" Because of the mixed 
accommodation, Yurial had brought a thick nightgown. 

"It's more practical this way. If anything happens, 1 don't have to waste time 
changing. Also, thanks to its magic, the uniform is always spotless, so why not?" 

"You really are like my dad." Phloria laughed. "Every time he comes back from the 
battlefield, mom always complains about how hard it is to make him sleep without 
his uniform on and the sword on the bedside." 

After everyone had their turn mocking Lith for his paranoia, they turned off the 
lights. Lith had waited all day for that moment. 

He took the shotel out of the pocket dimension, using Invigoration to start collecting 
data about its pseudo core and how the mana crystals interacted with the spell 
matrix structure. 

He had just started taking notes, after testing and probing the internal structure, 
when Solus warned him. 

- "Watch out! Someone is getting up."- Cursing his bad luck, Lith put everything back 
in the pocket dimension, pretending to be asleep. There was almost no light in the 
room, but he was still able to see. 

- "False alarm. Quylla went to Friya's bed. Probably she is too scared to sleep alone 
tonight."- Lith was still sighing in relief when everything went crazy. 
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Someone was pulling the blankets, cuddling up to him. 


"Make a little room for me, jerk." Phloria's whisper sounded like thunder to his ears. 
He quickly used Hush to prevent the others from noticing what was happening. 

"Are you crazy? What do you think you are doing?" Keeping his hands under control 
was a mammoth task. He couldn't stop his mind from picturing her naked body that, 
for some reason, he had never managed to forget. 

"Don't worry. 1 used all the spells you taught me to move unnoticed. It happened 
during the mock exam. Do you remember it?" Her hands caressed his hair, causing 
his hand to tremble and his nether regions to go into an uproar. 

"Of course 1 do, but 1 don't think you should be here." He kept whispering despite 
both of them knowing of the Hush spell. 

"Then when would be the right moment? So many people died today. Quylla and 
Yurial barely escaped death. What if 1 die tomorrow?" 

Solus was so envious of Phloria. Even if she had a body, she would never be so 
decisive. 

Phloria's words made sense, so Lith embraced her while trying to kiss her, finding 
two unexpected surprises. 

"After mocking me for it, are you wearing your uniform too?" He said with her hand 
pressing against his mouth. 

"Your reasoning was flawless. Also, what did you expect? That 1 would jump on you 
in my birthday suit? You really have a perverted mind." Lith didn't reply, stopping his 
attempts for intimacy. 

"Sorry, but no kisses. 1 don't know if 1 would be able to hold myself back if we start." 
She blushed violently, searching for his embrace again. 

"I'm not ready for that. 1 just want to sleep beside you, not with you. Is it fine with 
you?" The sweet scent other hair was driving him insane. 

"No problem." He lied through his teeth, counting backward from one hundred while 
reminding himself of their age gap. 
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Contrary to his expectations, Phloria fell asleep almost instantly. Hours passed, Lith 
had constantly to keep himself in check while whining for all the lost time. There was 
no way he could study Orion's sword in that situation. 


Then, a loud explosion shook the house to its foundations. Inhuman and human 
screams filled the air. Everyone got up in a rush, something was clawing through the 
walls and the ceiling at the same time. 
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CHAPTER 209 
HIDDEN AGENDA (1) 


Something was swarming the house from all directions, making it tremble like 
during an earthquake. 

"They are disrupting the dimensional spell that keeps the house together!" Quylla 
yelled, running along with Friya to the bathroom to change their clothes. 

"If it keeps like this, the place will either implode or explode. We need to get out of 
here and fast!" 

"Ready when you are!" Phloria, like Lith, only had to take out her shoes from the 
dimensional amulet to be ready for action. 

"1 really hate being the fifth wheel!" Yurial rushed to the other bathroom, cursing his 
own bad luck. He knew that Friya and Quylla weren't romantically involved, but after 
seeing Lith and Phloria sleeping together, he would have paid his weight in gold to 
switch places with Quylla. 

His blood was boiling to the point that he craved to kill some undead, just to blow off 
some steam. 

- "Every time Phloria makes a move on me, something happens. If it wasn't for Balkor 
being on a schedule. I'd say the universe is c*ckblocking me!"- Lith thought, checking 
the outside hallway. 

It was full of students. Some were panicking so much, they were running around 
while still wearing nightgowns. 

The communication amulets came back to life once again. 

"To all students, we are under attack. Return to your rooms immediately. If the 
necessity arises, a Warp Step will lead you to safety. Please, be ready to defend 
yourselves. To all students..." 
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Linjos's hologram was the wake-up call they needed. They all went back to their 
rooms, dressing up as fast as possible. 

When the tremors intensified, a Warp Steps appeared in the middle of the room as 
promised, leading them to the Town plaza. The moon was still high and the sky was 
clear, allowing them to witness the horror unfolding around them. 

The black creatures were back, but this time their numbers were beyond calculation. 
Thanks to his heightened sense, Lith could see that they were not the same as the 
last time. They had a lipless mouth, filled with multiple rows of fang-like teeth and a 
single red eye shining in the middle of the forehead. 

The mystical bindings were still restricting them, but they were simply too many 
compared to the defenders. Each beast and Professor would kill dozens of undead 
and hold back twice as much, yet many still managed to bypass them. 

They were getting closer to the students by the second. 

"F*ck waiting!" Phillard the Kroxy yelled in outrage. 

"You hatchlings wait here and prepare to fight. I'll try to slow them down as long as 1 
can." 

Those present were panicking to the point that even a humanoid alligator 2.5 meters 
[8'2"} high had managed to go unnoticed. Phillard took his axes and charged 
forward. His fighting style was crude but effective. 

Each swing of his weapons would cleave several creatures in half at the same time. 
Those that managed to regenerate would have their head bitten off and gulped 
down. After that, the corpses would quickly fade away. 

"Man, you taste like sh*t, but 1 had worse and lived to tell the tale!" The Kroxy 
laughed merrily while slaughtering everything that dared to come close to him. 

Even when he missed a target, his weapons would make spikes of earth or ice erupt 
from the ground, impaling those that had managed to dodge, making them easy 
marks for the following attacks. 

Lith didn't like that situation at all. Linjos had clearly placed all the students at the 
center of the arrays to better protect them, but at the same time, if the enemy 
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managed to get past all the defensive lines, they would be trapped without a way out. 


- "Something isn't right. Solus, can you spot where Scarlett, Ryman, and Kalla are? 
Why are they not taking part in the battle? They are supposed to be our heavy 
artillery." Lith thought. 

"Sorry, 1 can't. Either they are hiding or they are too far away." Solus replied. - 

Countless creatures kept swarming out of the forest surrounding the mining town. 
Lith noticed Colonel Varegrave standing on a roof with Captain Kilian right next to 
him. When they finished chanting, several dozen fireballs with a radius of ten meters 
[33 feet} rained from the sky like falling stars. 

Each of them produced a loud explosion, turning the army of creatures into chunks 
of meat and black gas. When the smoke from the explosions dissipated, a new wave 
of undead entered the array. 

"How are we supposed to fight against so many of them? Where is the Scorpicore? 
Where is Linjos?" Varegrave yelled in desperation. 




Scarlett, Linjos, and the most powerful individuals of both the forest and the 
academy were watching the fight from a distance. Linjos and Scarlett were deep in a 
coded conversation that made sense only to the two of them. 

"Why are we still here?" Protector growled. "The cubs need us!" 

"Patience, Protector." Scarlett's tone was calm and confident. 

"If we rush in, we would just follow the enemy's script. Remember that this is still 
the first day. What do you think of the enemy's plan?" 

"What plan? He is trying to beat us with sheer numbers. Those creatures are 
mindless!" Protector snarled. 

"My point exactly." Scarlett nodded. "They would make a great vanguard to exhaust 
us before the final attack, yet he is sending them out now. Our enemy is supposed to 
be a genius, yet his plan is apparently idiotic." 
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"Scarlett is right." Linjos chimed in, seeing that most of the Professors didn't seem to 
trust the Scorpicore's wisdom. 


"If Balkor keeps his cards hidden, we must do the same. At least until we understand 
his endgame." None liked the idea of using the students as bait, but it was the only 
option they had to force the god of death to reveal his hand. 




Watching the battle unfolding in front of his eyes, Lith felt helpless. He had a very 
limited number of options. Joining the fight would be his last resort. Because of the 
witnesses, he couldn't go all out. 

Even if he did, the enemies were just too many. The second option was to provide 
cover fire for his allies. The last one was running away. 

"F*ck Linjos!" He yelled making the group huddle up. 

"We need a contingency plan. Friya, you are the best dimensional mage among us. 
How far can you Warp us away?" 

Friya pondered for a while before answering. 

"I could get us back to the academy, but it's too risky. There is a zone of the forest I'm 
the most familiar with since I spent most of my mock exam there. It's about ten 
kilometers from here. Is it okay?" 

"It's perfect. Remember to close the portal right behind us." 

"What about the others?" Quylla shuddered at the idea of leaving their juniors 
behind. 

"First, Friya can't hold it that long. Second, what's the point of that? The creatures 
would follow us and the battle would just change location. Tm talking about saving 
our lives, not playing heroes." 

Lith's tone was harsh like he was scolding a pampered child. 

No one made further objections, but the mood became even more gloomy. 
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- "Solus, there's something wrong with Balkor's plan. 1 can't put my finger on it, but 
I'm sure there's a catch."- 

Lith took out his staff from his dimensional pocket, unleashing a barrage of ice 
shards that once they hit a target, they would expand locking it into place. Once 
paralyzed, the undead were easily dispatched by the beasts or the Professors 
fighting in the front line. 

It was just a way of stalling for time, but it allowed him to notice that something was 
wrong. 

Every time he cast the spell, more and more ice shards would miss their target. 

"What the heck?" Lith blurted, a crazy idea was taking form in his mind. 

Suddenly, he dashed outside the Town square, going shoulder to shoulder with 
Phillard. 

"What are you doing here? This is no place for hatchlings!" The Kroxy was panting 
heavily, his body covered in injuries. The creatures were capable of spitting a toxic 
substance that was seeping through his wounds, slowly sapping his strength. 

To make things worse, they were also capable of storing and compressing their life 
force in the forehead, shooting it out like a laser. Doing it made them weaker and 
shortened their lifespan, but with each strike, their enemy was more and more 
debilitated. Soon a new wave of undead would come and Phillard would be too weak 
to stop them. 

The creatures had no survival instinct, they were just obeying a single order: kill. 

"For conquest!" Lith heard one of the creatures say right before jumping on Phillard 
and self-detonating, using the last of its darkness magic to cripple the enemy. 

"For revenge!" Another said, shooting a beam of darkness magic before turning to 
smoke. 

"For Balkor!" The undead chanted together before rushing in for the finishing strike. 

Lith touched Phillard, removing the toxin while healing his wounds and filling him 
with life force at the same time. He could give him only two Invigoration breaths 
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worth of energy, but it was all that it needed. 


"1 take back everything 1 said, but now take cover!" Between the arrays weakening 
them and the Kroxy's renewed strength, the undead were no match for him again. 
Lith kept close to him, using air magic to deflect the toxic spits and earth magic to 
shield Phillard from the darkness rays from time to time. 

His real aim was studying the fight up close. 

Meanwhile, the rest of his group was worried to death. Friya could use force to 
prevent Quylla from helping Lith, but Yurial could only talk Phloria out of it. She was 
way taller and stronger than him. If he ticked her off, Phloria was likely to send him 
flying. 

"If he needs our help, he'll ask for it." Yurial tried to block her line of sight to the 
battlefield with his body. 

"If you go out there, you'll only become a burden to him." 

"Are you saying 1 should just stay here like a damsel in distress?" She roared. 

"We all are. In distress, 1 mean. Not damsels." Yurial shrugged. "Worst case scenario, 
Lith will Blink here and Friya will take us away." 

Phloria snorted. Suddenly death wasn't so scary anymore. 

- "What meaning can life possibly have if 1 have to spend it alone? 1 can't back off 
every time I'm not sure of winning. Not when that crazy head is fighting for us all."- 

Lith was actually fighting for himself. With the contingency plan already in motion, 
he was certain to be able to leave anytime he wanted. The god of death was the 
strongest fake mage he had ever met. 

Even by fighting his proxies, Lith had already learned a lot about Necromancy's true 
potential and was now eager to see if his idea about Balkor's plan was correct. 

Phloria's feelings were clouding her judgment, but at the same time, they were 
helping her to realize that the only thing she had to fear was fear itself. Yurial noticed 
her inner conflict, so he played his last card. 
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"Look, sometimes the most difficult thing to do is doing nothing. We are just children 
caught up in a war we didn't even know about, while Lith is... Lith. If you remain here 
and something bad happens, you can Blink in and out and take him to safety. 

If you go there, well, we'll have to save both of you before getting out of here." Phloria 
nodded, moving her hand away from the hilt other sword while flexing her fingers. 
She had to be ready to step in. 




"By the Great Mother." Scarlett blurted out after finally uncovering the last piece of 
the puzzle. She quickly explained everything to those present, leaving them in awe. 

"This god of death is too dangerous." Protector said. "We need to end this battle fast!" 

"My thought exactly." Scarlett nodded. "We must resolve everything before he can 
suspect that we are aware of his endgame." 

"How do you plan to do it exactly?" Linjos asked. "1 mean without revealing our 
hand." 

"It's actually quite simple." Scarlett grinned. "Balkor is not the only one that can 
think outside of the box." 




Meanwhile, Lith needed only a final test to prove his theory. He asked Phillard to let 
through one undead at a time and the Kroxy delivered. Lith used one of the basic 
forms Phloria had taught him, easily killing the enemy with a few strikes. 

He used the same form, again and again, noticing how the next one would manage to 
dodge his strikes and ignore his feints, gaining the upper hand until he added a new 
set of movements. 

"Son of a b*tch!" He yelled after destroying the tenth undead in a row. He pretended 
to use one of his rings, cutting it to pieces with air magic before bombarding it with 
darkness magic from his free hand. 

"Phillard, stop! There's something you need to know!" 
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"Oh gods no!" Scarlett's enhanced hearing had allowed her to listen to Lith swearing, 
moving her surveillance mirror just in time to see the results of his latest 
experiment. 

"Kalla, go! Before the cub ruins everything!" 

Kalla nodded, disappearing in the shadows. 

"1 told you that Scourge was not to be underestimated." Her voice faded away along 
with her body. 

"What scourge is she talking about? The undead?" Linjos had been talking with the 
Professors, so he was unaware of the latest events. 

"Wish 1 knew the answer." Scarlett replied, pondering about what Lith's real nature 
could possibly be. 
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CHAPTER 210 
HIDDEN AGENDA (2) 


Kalla's arrival was loud like thunder and fast like lightning. 

"Rise my legions!" A command from her voice and two taps on the ground was all 
that it took for the undead army buried under the mining town to awake and fight 
for their master. 

The bulk of her force was made up of Skeletal Knights, a class of undead that was not 
only physically superior to normal skeletons, but also could be imparted skills and 
techniques their maker was capable of executing. 

Their strongest point was the ability to wield and use equipment properly. The 
academy had provided a huge number of enchanted weapons and armors, making 
them a force to be reckoned with. 

Kalla's elite forces were the Wights, black hooded figures molded out of darkness 
magic and hatred. They would either fly or float mid air. Aside from their hands and 
heads, they had no body. Whatever they touched, it would wither and die. 

Because of the unforgiving nature of the arrays, Kalla's thralls were weakened as 
well while under the mystical dome. 

Both armies were fearless and unrelenting, but only one was backed by its own 
master. While Balkor's troops grew weaker with every passing second, Kalla's army 
was constantly fueled with new energy thanks to her constant use of Invigoration. 

Every time one other soldiers fell, she would simply raise it again after fixing the 
damage it had sustained. 

Her mastery of Necromancy also allowed her to possess the bodies other undead, 
making them use darkness magic like she was among them. Balkor's minions were 
designed to fight humans, hence they were ineffective against other undead who 
weren't affected by their aura of fear, the toxic spit, or the venom in their claws. 
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The battle ended as quickly as it had begun, with a one sided slaughter. Scarlett's 
plan had been a complete success. There had been no casualties. Only a few among 
the beasts and the soldiers had been injured, but they were promptly cured and 
brought back to their peak condition. 

Kalla threw Lith a very meaningful glance, freezing him on the spot. 

- "What a dirty son of a gun!" Lith thought, realizing the blunder he had almost made. 

"Not only his creatures share a hive mind, learning about all of our tactics and 
security measures each time they force us to employ a new one, but they all also act 
as Balkor's eyes and ears!" - 




Blood Desert, Balkor's secret lab 

"What in the Great Mother's name has just happened?" llyum Balkor couldn't believe 
his own eyes. 

"That bear-thing seems to be a Necromancer too, but none of its work makes sense. 
Only greater undead can use magic, yet its creatures defied such basic principle time 
and time again. Also, how could it possibly raise so many corpses at once? 

It takes me a whole year to prepare this many troops, not to mention 1 need to put 
them into stasis to prevent them from burning out of energy. Things couldn't get any 
worse!" 

Balkor Warped out of the lab, inwardly listing all the setbacks he had met so far. 

First, there were those arrays that limited the strength of his troops, but that was a 
secondary issue. He had long learned how to adjust his thralls' defenses to ignore 
most of those annoying Warden formations. 

Second, he had never taken into account that magical beasts could meddle in human 
squabbles. There was only a limited number of modifications he could apply to his 
creatures between each attack. Now he was forced to split his focus into three. 

Anti human undead were easy prey for a magical beast and sitting ducks against 
other undead. Last, but not least, the battle had ended before he could collect any 
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data about his opponents' real capabilities. 


They had won relying on basic military strategies and on the hidden undead army, 
not letting him catch even a glimpse of the White Griffon's Archmages' strongest 
spells. The secret of Balkor's success had always been his meticulous preparation 
and data collection, but this time he had come back empty handed. 

Walking back to his home in the Forgotten Plume tribe, he couldn't help but smile 
seeing his kids running towards him with their little arms spread in the air. 

"Dad, dad! Where have you been?" Cyrl wanted his father to hold him and Balkor was 
happy to comply. 

"1 was paying my respects to your grandparents, but now I'm all yours. Let's see 
what mom has prepared for dinner." He walked inside his tent, holding the child in 
his arms. 

llyum Balkor had many things to be happy about. After the first raid, the students of 
the Crystal and Earth Griffon had fled, leaving the academies empty. Balkor had an 
easy time butchering the remaining defense forces and destroying the power cores 
with minimal losses. 

Two out of the six great academies were now just a bunch of stones, unable to 
nurture mages anymore. The remaining academies were proving to be a tough 
cookie, but he still had two days to complete his life's work. 

Capturing and studying Abominations had been a mammoth task. Fusing part of 
them with his undead had proved to be even more difficult. Balkor wasn't new to 
pain and was more than willing to make some personal sacrifices. 

Controlling all those undead at once, spying on his enemies' every move, using so 
many Warping arrays to move his troops, was too much for a single man. 

Each attack took away years of Balkor's life span, but he didn't care. His job was 
almost done. After that, he would forget about the accursed Griffon Kingdom and 
spend the time he had left watching his children grow. 




After the end of the battle, all the students rejoiced together, chanting Kalla's name 
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like it was a good luck charm. At that moment, no one cared about her being a 
Wraith-like monster, nor about her army being quite similar to the enemy one. 

For a few hours, nobles and commoners alike loved her like a hero, setting aside 
differences concerning social status, humans, or beasts. The only thing that mattered 
was being alive and well. 

The students returned to their apartments, discovering that while some houses had 
been heavily damaged, they were already self repairing at a speed visible to the 
naked eye. 

The damage sustained hadn't compromised the structural integrity of the houses nor 
of the dimensional magic, allowing everyone to go back to the safety of their rooms. 
The night was still very young, only an hour had passed since the start of the attack. 

Lith's group had tried more than once to question him about what he was going to 
yell earlier, but he refused to speak until they arrived at their destination. 

- "Solus, it's impossible for Balkor to hear us while we are in here, right?" Lith asked. 

"Based on what we know about dimensional magic. I'd say yes. 

Even if you are right and every undead thrall is a recording device, we are alone now. 
This room is enveloped in the dimensional and the protective enchantments. It's like 
being in a parallel dimension." 

"My thought exactly." - 

Lith chanted the Hush spell anyway, just to be safe. He and Solus could still be wrong, 
but even if that wasn't the case, he didn't trust anyone outside the room. Not after 
how Kalla had looked at him. 

Lith sighed, taking away his shoes and lying on his bed while trying to put together 
all the pieces of the puzzle. He was searching for the right words to make the others 
understand his intuition without freaking out. At least not too much. 

He was still thinking about it, drumming with his fingers on the nearby wall, when 
Phloria coddled up to him, drawing the gazes of all those present. 

"What are you staring at?" She rebuked them. "You already saw that 1 was sleeping 
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beside him, there's no reason to wait for the lights to be turned off again. I want to 
spend all the time that 1 can with my boyfriend, whether you like it or not." 

- "1 guess 1 am not going to study my shotel anytime soon."- Lith sighed again, while 
his hand moved like it had a life of its own, caressing Phloria's back and hair. She 
snuggled even tighter to him, emitting a purring sound of delight. 

"So, what's ah this secrecy about?" Yurial was having a hard time taking the edge off 
of his voice. He had never felt so envious and alone in his whole life. 

Lith explained to them how he was certain that Balkor's so called 'lesser undead' 
weren't mindless creatures. Each of them was part of a hive mind that had collected 
data about all the spells and techniques used during both assaults. 

"1 also noticed that this time the array was less effective. The creatures were still 
very nimble and strong despite being so close to the town square. 

"My hypothesis is that during the third attack, the array will be mostly useless and 
that when Balkor will use his real ace in the hole, his undead will have the collective 
memories of all the previous attacks, making most of our strategies obsolete." 

"Good gods! How did you notice that?" Not even such a frightening piece of news 
managed to stop Friya from staring at Phloria in envy. Not because of Lith. Unlike the 
others, she still had a hard time accepting his switch-like personality 

One second he was a caring friend, the next one he turned into a murdering machine. 

The jury was still out on which one was his real face. The reason for her envy was 
that she had never been that close to anyone. After so many near death experiences, 
she was starting to long for someone she could blindly trust, just like Phloria did. 

"Because 1 suck as a swordsman and 1 completely fell for Balkor's 'mindless 
creatures' charade." Lith explained. 

"Even during my first clash with the undead, 1 noticed that hitting them became 
harder with each one 1 killed. 1 didn't think much of it until tonight when they started 
to dodge my ice shards simply because 1 was too conceited to bother changing their 
pattern." 

"So?" Quyha soldiered up without averting her gaze, despite being reduced to a lump 
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of envy and hindsight about her lack of decisiveness. 


"So, while people like Phloria, Friya, or Phillard are so good with their weapons that 
the skill gap between them and the lesser undead is insurmountable, 1 suck so bad at 
it that 1 could notice it closing every time 1 used one of the few forms 1 know." 

"Where does that leave us?" Phloria mumbled with a sleepy voice that was in heavy 
contrast with the mood of the room. During the last attack, she had truly feared of 
she might lose Lith for good, so she was determined to make her move once the 
others went to sleep. 

Yet everyone could soon hear a soft snoring coming from her. 

"In a very rough patch." Lith replied to the sleeping Phloria, casting Hush on her ears 
to prevent her from waking up because of the conversation. 

"We have only two options: one, Linjos and Scarlett have a very good plan that will 
save us all with a minimum contribution on our side. Two, we run away as soon as 
option one turns out to be wishful thinking. 

"There are very few things I'm not confident to be able to kill, but sadly a whole army 
of lesser undead or a few greater ones crafted by a mad genius are among them." 

The room's occupants sighed in unison. They had hoped for another one of Lith's 
miracles, but it seemed he was out of stock. They decided to go back to bed to catch 
some sleep before the next attack. 

The following morning, despite being the only one that had slept like a log until the 
breakfast call, Phloria was in a bad mood. 

- "1 can't believe 1 missed my chance like that. Now 1 have to wait until after the next 
attack to get him in the right mood. 1 can't jump on Lith in the middle of the day like 
any Yurial would."- She thought. 

Suddenly, the communication amulets lit up in unison, projecting Linjos's image. 

"Good morning, dear students. Today's activities will take place just like yesterday, 
with only one difference. We cannot risk another surprise attack, so 1 instruct you to 
go back to your housing after the afternoon call, while the sun is still high. 
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Please, do not go out of town as your fallen companions did. 1 already lost enough 
students." 

After the Headmaster's hologram disappeared, the dining room resounded with: 
"Morons!". The students were growing closer to each other and now had a hard time 
believing that the day before, so many had thrown away their lives just to spite 
Linjos's orders. 

Lith, Phloria, and Friya were going back to the mine when Kalla approached them. 
"I'm sorry Scourge, but there is little time left. We need to talk. Now." 
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CHAPTER 211 
TOUGH LESSONS 


Without waiting for a reply, Kalla Warped Lith to Scarlett's headquarters. It was 
located in a secret building underground the mining town, kept out of phase with the 
outside world thanks to dimensional magic. 

"I'm sorry for the rush, but there are many things 1 have to explain to you and a favor 
to ask." Kalla explained. 

"What are you talking about?" Lith replied, being still a bit shocked by the sudden 
turn of events. 

"1 know from your smell that you have become a Necromancer too. Also, 1 learned 
from Protector about the changes you experienced. 1 have yet to completely master 
higher Necromancy, but my teachings could still benefit you greatly, at least to avoid 
repeating my mistakes. 

"Power comes with a price and responsibilities, though. Are you willing to pay it?" 
She stared at him, waiting for a reply. 

"What do you mean?" 

"After yesterday's attack, I'm pretty sure that this Balkor guy will make me his 
primary target. My skills are the perfect counter to his own and now he is aware of 
my existence. 1 trust Scarlett, her strategy is sound. 

Yet 1 want a contingency plan, in case something happens to me. 1 want you to teach 
to my children in my stead. I'm entrusting to you the core of my knowledge for it to 
be passed down to them." 

"Do you mean Nok?" Lith still couldn't make heads or tails other request. 

"1 have more than one, but yes. I'm worried about Nok too." 

"Sure, okay. 1 like that furball and teaching one or two of them makes no difference." 
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Lith was glad to accept her deal. He couldn't even imagine a fake mage defeating an 
Awakened one as strong as Kalla. There was little he wouldn't do for power and 
knowledge, helping the young Byk was nothing to him. 

"First, 1 have captured and experimented on the thralls of the 'god of death'...'" 
Judging by her sneer, Kalla seemed to find the moniker quite hilarious. 

"...and discovered a great flaw in his creations. A flaw that proves he is a fake mage, 
not one of us." By waving her paw, she opened a dimensional vortex, conjuring one of 
Balkor's undead between them. 

It was completely bound and blinded like a pig ready to be roasted. 

"Unlike true mages that mix light and darkness magic when they raise undead, fake 
mages need a mark to control them." Kalla touched the undead, making several 
runes made of light appear on its forehead. 

"Yes." Lith nodded. 

"Have you ever tried to add your mark on a creature that already bears one?" 

"No." Lith cursed at his own stupidity for not having thought of it by himself. 

"Try it. Either the fake spell or the one 1 taught you. Both work just fine." 

Lith did as instructed, using the fake spell to check such knowledge could be useful 
also to Tista and the other non Awakened. As soon as the second mark appeared, 
Kalla let go of the creature which started to shiver uncontrollably until it turned into 
smoke. 

"Undead created with human magic can bear more than one mark. That makes them 
unable to attack both the new and the old master. Since their nature is to blindly 
serve, the inner conflict kills them." Kalla explained. 

"Does it work on greater undead too?" Lith's eyes shined with hope. Maybe he had 
found a way out in case Balkor's creatures managed to reach him. 

"Sadly, no. This applies only on creatures without an ego. A greater undead can use 
its will to refuse the second mark, sorry." Kalla shook her head. 
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"Don't underestimate this knowledge just because you are strong. Imagine if you 
were weak, alone, against one of those creatures. Do you realize you would still come 
out victorious? There's no need to destroy them with sword or magic, just a single 
spell." 

Lith pondered about her words, recognizing their truth. 

"Now I will teach you how to create a greater undead." 

"What?" He couldn't believe his ears. He could solve Solus's problem and his own in 
one fell swoop. 

"Scarlett told me about the friend you carry in your ring. I'm afraid you will not like 
what I'm going to tell you. Don't make the same mistake I did. Never create a greater 
undead. Please, I beg of you." 

"Then why teach me how to do it?" Kalla was not making any sense to him. 

"Because if you don't know how to create them, you can't learn how to destroy them 
if the necessity arises. Knowledge is power. You and I are similar, we never get tired 
of accumulating both, but I digress." 

Kalla shook her muzzle putting her paws close to Lith. 

"First, you need a corpse. The fresher it is the better. You can even use it on a live 
subject, but the only difference will be inflicting them an enormous and useless 
amount of pain. 

Then, you need to infuse darkness magic, as you have already done the first time we 
met, but as soon as the blood core starts to form you must stop using darkness magic 
and inject light magic until the balance is reached." 

Her right paw generated a small sphere of darkness, that became greyer the more 
light magic the left one infused until the color became uniform. 

"Only then you'll make the blood core grow using both the elements at the same time 
until the undead comes to life." She held the sphere between both her paws, growing 
it until it was as big as an apple. 

"That's it?" Lith was incredulous. 
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"Yes, but it's an incredibly delicate process. One mistake and either you'll create a 
crazy beast that needs to be put down or destroy the corpse. It took me several tries 
before succeeding and 1 spent weeks with greater undead, studying their rituals and 
cores. 

Do you think you can do any better?" 

Her tone wasn't angry or sarcastic. Kalla reminded him of Elina when she was 
teaching him how to take care of Tista. 

"Considering that unlike you. I'm not attuned with any element, no." Lith admitted. 

"Do not feel ashamed. Acknowledging your limits is the first step to overcome them." 
The more Kalla talked, the more she reminded him of his mother. 

"As for the why you shouldn't raise greater undead, you deserve an explanation. 
During my travels, after 1 evolved, 1 met a clan of vampires. 1 stayed with them for a 
while, learning as much as 1 could from them about Necromancy and darkness 
magic. 

"After witnessing how they turn a human into one of their own kind, 1 decided to 
replicate the process, just like 1 have shown you. After several attempts on the 
corpses of a group of hunters that had been chasing me, 1 finally succeeded. 

"My test subject was a horrible person, a deranged human that only brought misery 
to others. Only one death wasn't enough, so 1 raised it back. Imagine my surprise 
when 1 discovered that unlike vampires, when a Necromancer creates a vampire, it's 
not the same person it was when it was alive. 

"My hypothesis is that vampires turn living humans into undead, while 1 raised a 
corpse. Maybe the soul had already left its shell, or maybe my magic summoned 
another one with a stronger will to live. 

"Whatever the reason, 1 immediately understood my mistake. I'm a mother, so when 
she came back to life, 1 recognized that feeling. She was naive, innocent like a baby, 
her mind was a blank slate, completely dependent on my life force to survive. 

"Creating a greater undead is like giving birth. It's a new lifeform entirely, completely 
unrelated to the corpse's previous existence. 1 am bound to her like she is to me. 1 
couldn't hurt or kill her anymore." 
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"What did you do with it?" Lith shrugged. 


"I adopted her. It's the other child I told you about." 

"What?" Lith was flabbergasted. 

"That's why I advise you not to use that spell and why higher Necromancy will not 
help your friend. The corpses you would raise will already have a soul of their own, 
you can't just create an empty vessel. Nature abhors the void, in all of its forms." 

Lith sighed. Suddenly lesser Necromancy was much more alluring. Mindless thralls 
were much easier to handle compared to sentient undead that would look at him as 
a father. 

The idea of nurturing such creatures just to dispose of them like trash was cruel even 
for him. 

- "I'm so sorry. Solus." Lith thought. I really hoped to give you a body through 
Necromancy. Kalla hasn't evolved from long, though. She might be wrong, maybe 
there is a way to give you a physical form. Are you sure you don't want to try a 
construct or something?" 

Solus didn't know whether to laugh or cry at Lith's stubbornness. 

"I told you countless times: I already feel like a monster. I have the body of a 
construct, I feed off your mana like an undead or a construct would. I want to get out 
of my cage, not exchange it for a new one." 

Seeing that Lith was even more disappointed than she was. Solus embraced his soul 
with her own. A warm sensation invaded Lith's being. 

"Stop worrying about me. I'm fine, I really am. You are already giving me so much, 
sharing your life with me, your joy, sadness, and tears. My tower form is slowly 
recovering, who knows if sooner or later my wisp form will evolve into something 
more? 

"If you really want to make me happy, live your life to its fullest. Enjoy what you now 
have with Phloria. It should be most precious to you because it's completely 
unexpected. That girl is rushing a little too much, but she really cares about you. 

She's a keeper."- 
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Lith could agree on the rushing part, but the rest? He had never discussed his love 
life even with Carl, let alone with another girl. He found most embarrassing that his 
hormones and loneliness were making him crave for intimacy with Phloria. 

- "1 guess that not being with a woman for thirteen year and a few months it's really 
taking a toll on me. 1 even keep counting. Maybe Phloria is right, 1 do have a 
perverted mind."- 

"Scourge?" Kalla called him, noticing he was spacing out. 

"Please continue." 

"Another thing 1 discovered during my travels, is that greater undead can actually be 
harmed by light magic, but not in the way that you may think. If used directly, light 
magic works on them like it would on lesser undead. It would feed their hunger, 
making them stronger. 

"But if you use it on their blood cores instead, you can temporarily fix the unbalance 
that is their existence. When a ghoul eats living flesh, a vampire drinks blood, or a 
Wraith drains life force with its touch, they are all doing the same thing: 

"Consuming the light energy that living being possess to keep their blood cores from 
collapsing. Even if it's an oversimplification, let's just say that undeath at its core is a 
condition where the body becomes incapable of producing light magic. 

"Without its counterpart, the darkness magic that's naturally produced keeps 
eroding both the core and the body, needing constant transfusions of light magic 
from an external source to survive." 

"Are you saying that..." Lith's hopes were almost restored. 

"Yes, 1 am. If you use light magic on their blood core, they regain most of their 
emotions, lose their hunger, and can even eat normally for a while, be they beasts or 
humans. 

"Yet it comes with a price. As long as their blood core is balanced, they also lose most 
of their powers, becoming vulnerable and mortal again." 

"Why are you researching this field? It's almost impossible to direct mana to a core 
in battle. We need to use Invigoration to find it first and then send the light energy. 
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It's not like you can ask the enemy to stay still for a minute or two." 


Lith was fascinated by the theoretical implications, but at the moment he found all 
that chat useless. He desperately needed an edge against Balkor's creatures if he 
wanted to survive. 

"Because for some undeath is a blessing, for others it's a curse. I don't want my child 
to live forever in the shadows, hiding from the living like a rabid beast. My goal is to 
find a way to turn her back to human, giving her a chance to a normal life." 

"Why are you telling me all this?" Lith could understand Kalla being grateful to him 
for saving Nok. He could also appreciate her seeing a kindred spirit in him, but the 
knowledge and the burden she was imparting him were too much. 

"Because, just like me, you are different from the others. I'm one of the few magical 
beasts whose evolution borders with undeath, yet you treat me no differently from 
before, unlike even those of my own kind. 

"I don't care if you are a human like your friends think, a beast like Protector says, or 
a new kind of monster like Scarlett fears. You are someone capable of befriending 
magical beasts without looking down on us, of carrying an unknown life form at your 
finger and calling her a friend. 

That's why I trust you to teach and care for my offspring like I would." 
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CHAPTER 212 
VALOR 


Kalla interrupted her lesson briefly, to allow Lith to have lunch and resuming 
immediately after he had finished. Lith filled several notebooks with his notes, 
describing all the spells she was teaching him, the feeling it gave when she used 
them on him or on a test subject, and the differences with his own performance. 

Learning from true magic was both harder and easier compared to fake magic. Lith 
hadn't to memorize any magical word, accent, or hand sign, but he needed a deep 
understanding of the how and why the mana had to flow in a certain way rather than 
another. 

Kalla knew that she couldn't possibly teach him in a day what she had learned in 
months during her travels or thanks to Scarlett mentoring her. So she imparted him 
the most solid foundations she could about her work, hoping he could achieve the 
same results through study and effort. 




Meanwhile, inside the headquarters, Scarlett was teaching Protector how to use his 
newfound powers. Unlike Kalla, he lacked an unquenchable thirst for knowledge. 
After evolving, he had been content enjoying his life with Selia, studying magic only 
during his free time. 

- "Damn, this country bumpkin of a Skoll is like the proverbial frog in the well." 
Scarlett inwardly cursed. "If after discovering the outside world the frog decided to 
not give a damn about it, of course. He is by far the weakest of us three, 1 need to 
bring him up to speed and fast!"- 

Scarlett was dissecting one of Balkor's thralls they had captured, using her 
enchanted pince-nez to better understand the structure of the spells that kept the 
undead together along with its abnormal blood core. She would pass it to Protector 
from time to time, showing him how to recognize a spell's keystones. 

"1 knew there was something wrong with Balkor the moment Linjos described to me 
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his creations." Scarlett explained. 


"Lesser undead that requires flesh and blood to work, able to regenerate and ignore 
arrays. None of it made sense. Necromancy doesn't work like that. Do you see that?" 
Scarlett pointed to a black piece of flesh right besides were the blood core was. 

"Yes." Protector replied while wearing the pince-nez. "It smells like an Abomination." 

"Because it is one, or at last a fragment of it. This madman must have found an 
Abomination naturally resistant to magic, captured it, and integrated its abilities 
with his thralls. 

"Abominations constantly need life force to survive while undead bear the spark of 
their maker as a mark. He used his own life force to keep together the blood core and 
the Abomination's unique abilities. This is the secret behind their powers and 
limited life span. 

"As soon as Balkor's life force runs out, the Abomination fragment goes wild, 
destroying the undead and making impossible a full examination like the one we are 
performing right now. Whoever he is, this guy is insane." 

"Don't you mean a genius?" Protector was barely understanding half of what Scarlett 
was saying. "Also, why is this thing still intact? Shouldn't have already self- 
destructed?" 

"He is definitely insane. He didn't use light magic, but his own life force. It means that 
with each undead he makes, his life gets shorter. As for your second question, it 
should, but Kalla's array slowed down the decay process enough for us to collect all 
the data we need. 

"The good news is that Balkor isn't the one I'm looking for. He isn't looking for 
immortality, rather he seeks the death of his enemies even if it costs him his own life. 
The bad news is that now 1 must add him to my 'to do' list." Scarlett sighed. 




Blood Desert, Balkor's secret lab 

Despite what Scarlett thought, Balkor didn't consider integrating undead and 
Abominations as his masterpiece. Finding the array resistant creature had just been 
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a fluke. He viewed it as a sign that the heavens sought justice as much as he did. 


What he considered his magnum opus, the only thing that he deeply regretted not 
being able to share with the rest of the world, was turning magic crystals into 
memory crystals. 

They allowed his creations to act as one, learn from each other's experiences, and 
pass that knowledge to others. With each wave he sent there would be a few undead 
embedded with a memory crystal, the Controllers, that would keep themselves away 
from the fight while collecting and sharing the data. 

Without the memory crystals, he would have never managed to give his thralls a hive 
mind, nor to be so successful in his endeavor. The first wave had been composed of 
Crawlers, whose purpose was testing the defenders' reaction speed and teamwork. 

He had never expected the Crystal and Earth Griffon's Headmasters to be so stupid 
to hole themselves up in a confined space, making the number advantage 
overwhelming and letting themselves get butchered right off the bat. 

The Tox Spitters of the second wave were supposed to do the heavy lifting, 
weakening the defence forces during the two following nights and making them 
reveal their aces in the hole. 

Alas, the remaining four academies had foiled his plans by allying themselves with 
the beasts. 

It was still the second act, yet Balkor was already forced to employ his strongest 
soldiers, the Valors. The silver lining was that after the fall of the two academies, he 
had a lot of Tox Spitters left that had almost half of their life span left. 

He placed the memory crystals in the center of the array, awakening the sleeping 
warriors from their stasis and infusing them with all the techniques and spells 
learned during the first two waves plus a little something of his own. 

All Valors had human appearance. They had been crafted to resemble Balkor, were 
animated by his very life force and now shared with him all of his hatred for the 
Griffon Kingdom. 

The undead knelt to their master, eager to carry out his revenge. 
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"Let the Spitters be your meat shield. Do not risk your lives. Tonight is just a 
rehearsal for tomorrow's grand finale." Balkor instructed them while handing them 
the best equipment money could buy. 

"Your goal is to force our enemies to reveal their hand and get rid of that annoying 
bear Wraith." His voice was feeble. Empowering them had added another grey streak 
to his hair. He had no idea how much life was left in him, but it couldn't be much. 

"If the task proves to be too dangerous, do not hesitate to retreat. There is just ten of 
you for each academy and I'm at the end of my rope. If you fail, there will be no 
second chance. Now go." 

The Valors nodded in unison, walking in the Warp arrays ready to inflict to others 
the pain that was ravaging their hearts. 




"I'm sorry. Scourge. We have to end the lesson here. We'll continue it tomorrow, if 
both of us are still alive." Kalla tapped her paw, making the shadows swirl into a 
portal. 

"Wait, why you didn't teach me how to do that?" Lith had been so engrossed by his 
first lesson of true magic to almost forget about the shadow gates. 

"Teach you what, exactly?" Kalla was confused by his words. 

"How to merge with the shadows and use them to move across space." Kalla laughed 
out loud, almost scaring Lith to death. It was the first time that he had ever seen her 
expressing any emotion. 

"That's just a Warp Steps. 1 just mix it with light and darkness magic to make 
impossible to predict my exit point with Life Vision [*}. Only a non Awakened one 
can afford not to. Otherwise, it would mean to throw yourself in the opponent's 
maws." 

Lith lowered his eyes in embarrassment. He had only recently mastered Warp Steps 
and Blink. He had yet to find the time to convert them into true magic. Also, he had 
never even considered the possibility of covering his tracks while using dimensional 
magic. 
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"Damn. I forgot that, unlike me, you had no mentor." Kalla sighed. "I'll teach you 
dimensional magic first thing tomorrow morning. Now go, 1 have much work to do 
before dusk." 

After Lith left, Kalla started modifying her Deathbane array. She was certain that 
Balkor expected her tricks to not work anymore on his thralls, but he was in for a 
surprise. 




Kalla's Warp Step brought Lith back in the middle of the group, making them flinch. 

- "Kalla is right, it's dumb to always open a Warp Step vertically. 1 should have 
thought about it by myself, but 1 always have too much on my plate. I'll think about it 
as soon the crisis is over." Lith thought. 

"By my maker!" Solus was brimming with joy. "Finally you are accepting your limits 
instead of whining for not being perfect. Today is a red-letter day for you."- She 
wasn't even being sarcastic, which made her remark even more annoying. 

"Where the heck have you been all day?" Yurial grabbed Lith by the shoulders, 
shaking him like a maraca. 

"Yurial, have you lost it or what?" Lith angrily pushed him away. 

"After your disappearance, Phloria almost drove us all insane with her nagging!" 

"1 don't nag!" Phloria's embarrassed look made her retort sound fake like a three 
dollar bill. 

"Yes, you do." Friya sneered. "We resisted the temptation to knock you out only 
because none of us is strong enough to carry you around in case the enemy attacked 
while you were still unconscious." 

The group started quarreling, giving Lith the time to think of an excuse for his 
sudden leave. 

"I'm sorry to have made you worry, but Kalla and 1 had some unfinished business." 
Lith lied through his teeth. 
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"She confirmed my hypothesis." He winked to them, referring to the undead's hive 
mind, hoping it wasn't all in his head. 


"Also, she told me that Balkor is likely to target her from now on, so she asked me to 
take care of her children in case something happens to her." 

"Why you, of all people?" Quylla asked. 

"She is afraid that because other evolved form, other beasts could ostracize them 
and I'm the only human she trusts." Once again, he chose to mix together truth and 
lies to make his story easy to remember and play their feelings like a fiddle. 

The always lingering fear of death and the sobbing story Lith made up about the 
cruel fate that would await Nok without his help, prevented them from asking 
questions he wouldn't know how to answer. 

The mood turned gloomy, but even Solus agreed it was a small price to pay for 
lessons about true magic. 

They had barely finished eating, when the alarm resounded, prompting the students 
to go back to the town plaza. 

Soon the array was visible again, making them realize that Balkor's undead had 
already entered its perimeter. Lith trusted Kalla's judgment about Scarlett's strategy, 
but he reminded everyone about their contingency plan, just in case. 

"1 don't know what the master plan is and honestly, 1 don't care." Lith said. 

"If anything happens to Kalla, that's our cue. It's better to run away to live and fight 
another day than dying an idiot's death." Everyone nodded, agreeing with the plan. 

The seconds turned into minutes, but nothing happened. This time, instead of simply 
swarming the place, the Tox Spitters slowly marched into the town under the Valors' 
supervision. 

Back in his lab, Balkor was amazed discovering that despite the modifications he had 
applied to his creatures, the array was back to full force. Yet it was within his 
calculations. The Valors had the Spitters positioning themselves in the key points of 
the array, before forcing them to self-detonate. 
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Kalla's Deathbane array crumbled, plunging tbe town into darkness. Back at full 
strength, the undead attacked with unparalleled vigor, easily cutting through the 
enemy lines. 

Without support from the array, beasts and Professors quickly found themselves on 
the back foot. A single Spitter was nothing compared to their strength, but they were 
outnumbered over ten to one and every wound they suffered required specialized 
medical attention. 

"Rise my legions!" Kalla roared, calling forth his undead army once again. 

Two Valors approached her, moving so fast that none of the lesser undead at her 
command could react quickly enough to even slow them down. 

"Filthy beast, your time has come." Said the first Valor. 

"Filthy beast, your time is now." They both unsheathed their swords, moving in 
unison. The Valors attacked her at the same time from opposite directions, leaving 
Kalla no chance to defend herself. 

Two deep wounds opened on Kalla's front shoulder and her back. 

Kalla laughed bitterly, admitting her defeat. If she stayed, she would definitely die. 
Even if created with fake magic, those creatures were greater undead. Kalla had only 
recently become an Awakened one, she was still too weak to fight them and control 
her army at the same time. 

If she left, her army would crumble, leaving her allies without any hope of victory. 

Whatever choice she made, without her guidance, the lesser undead she had 
reanimated would attack indiscriminately friend or foes. 

"Well, played creatures." Kalla's tone was sad, but devoid of despair. 

"You have destroyed my array and turned my carefully prepared army into a liability 
in one fell swoop. It seems 1 have underestimated Balkor's ingenuity, but alas, he 
made my same mistake. 

"Your master should have known that a cornered beast is the most dangerous one. 
I'm really curious to see if his plan can survive losing two of you right off the bat!" 
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Having her army become useless, Kalla recalled all the darkness magic she had 
infused into it back to her body, causing her mana core to overload. It resulted in a 
silent but massive explosion that engulfed all the nearby undead and briefly 
managed to cover the sky. 

The collective death throes of the fallen threw both armies into chaos. 
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CHAPTER 213 
BATTLE TO THE DEATH (1) 


"Gods, no!" Scarlett and Balkor screamed in unison, watching the scene unfold. 

Everything had happened in just a few seconds from the moment the array had been 
destroyed, not leaving the Scorpicore the time to even think about sending 
reinforcements. 

Losing Kalla was a huge blow for Scarlett's army. Despite the fact that she had only 
recently evolved, she was still the most talented Necromancer they had at hand. 

Balkor had the advantage of experience and careful preparation. Their best counter 
was true magic's surprise effect and the versatility Kalla's true Necromancy had 
displayed earlier. 

She had been able to reinforce her troops and change strategy according to the 
situation, while Balkor's thralls, without their master supervision, could only follow 
a script. The presence of greater undead had completely upset the balance. 

"Damn you and your information, Linjos. The Valors weren't supposed to come out 
until the last day!" Scarlett roared. 

"She has only recently evolved and close combat has never been her specialty. 1 only 
let her go alone because you guaranteed us that tonight we would face those black 
things again!" 

"How 1 was supposed to know that Balkor would change his plans so much?" Linjos 
tried to defend himself. 

"Look on the bright side, it means he is desperate. By butchering all of his Tox 
Spitters during the first day, you must have forced his hand. The Valors are his trump 
card. If we defeat them, the battle should be over. He shouldn't have stronger troops." 

"What if he does? What if..." Scarlett stopped herself halfway. There was no time for 
recriminations. 
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"We can't afford to keep our cards hidden anymore. We can only go all out and pray 
that you are right." 

Unbeknownst to Scarlett, Balkor's situation was even worse. Kalla's final move had 
been devastating to his plans. The massive release of darkness magic had destroyed 
all the Spitters attacking the north side along with the two Valors. 

Unlike the lesser undead that required only a small spark of his life force, each Valor 
was empowered by a huge amount of it. It was a double-edged sword. On one hand, 
it allowed Balkor to share their senses and directly control them telepathically 
despite the distance. 

On the other one, he would feel their lives slowly slipping away like they were his 
own. The sudden disappearance of so much of his life force further damaged his 
already compromised body. Balkor fell to the ground, convulsing and spitting blood 
non-stop. 

With their mind link temporarily broken, the Valors were unaware of the huge blow 
their army had sustained. They continued to follow the original plan, going deeper 
and deeper into the enemy lines until retreating became almost impossible. 

The same thing was happening on all four academy battlefields. The invaders were 
getting bolder, mistaking Balkor's sudden silence for approval. Despite their high 
intelligence and extensive combat expertise derived from the memory crystals, the 
Valors were still newborns. 

By giving them his memories, Balkor had also infected them with his rage, a feeling 
they were incapable of controlling without their master's supervision. 

Trasque, Nalear, Ironhelm, Linjos, and all the Professors with the richest combat 
experience finally came out of the headquarters, aiding the royal army and the 
magical beasts in holding their ground against the swarming enemies. 

Only eight Valors remained, but each had strength on par with Protector, making 
them extremely dangerous. They looked exactly like Balkor did the day his family 
died. 

Red-haired youths, barely sixteen years old with a naive visage. They were about 
1.67 meters [5'6"} high with a skeletal build like they had long suffered from 
malnutrition. The red light burning inside their eyes and their savage visage revealed 
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their true nature though. 


"Thank the gods that Wraith warned us, otherwise I would be dead already." 
Professor Trasque had barely dodged the darkness bullet that the Valor had conjured 
at point-blank range. 

Greater undead were naturally attuned with darkness magic, allowing them to use 
its true magic form even without being Awakened ones. 

"That Wraith had a name! Couldn't you at least respect Kalla's memory, you oaf?" 
Ironhelm scolded him. 

He had always considered magical beasts as inferior beings, but after witnessing 
their bravery and willingness to sacrifice themselves in a battle that wasn't their 
own, he now harbored a deep respect for them. 

"If you have the strength to quarrel like an old couple, use it to destroy that thing!" 
Nalear scolded them both. They were three against one and under the effect of the 
best potions the White Griffon's Alchemists could provide. Yet they were still on the 
back foot. 

The Valor displayed all the swordplay he had inherited thanks to the memory crystal, 
using dozens of techniques with such mastery that it was like he had practiced them 
for years. To make things worse, he was still faster and stronger than them. 

He was capable of shooting rays of darkness from his free hand, eyes, and mouth 
with barely a split second notice, easily interrupting their casting whenever they 
attempted a spell. 

The only reason they were still alive was because of their teamwork. 

"Resistance is futile, humans. Surrender and die!" 

The Valor spread the fingers of his free hand, which turned into a mass of tendrils 
that whipped towards the trio to immobilize them. Nalear preferred to dodge, while 
Ironhelm and Trasque cut them down with their weapons. 

Each amputated tendril emitted a shrill sound, like it was alive, spurting a purple 
liquid with a pungent smell. Ironhelm managed to block the liquid with his shield, 
but Trasque wasn't so lucky. 
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He was wielding dual sabers, so part of the liquid reached his face, turning out to be 
a powerful acid. Trasque screamed in pain, suddenly full of openings that the Valor 
didn't miss, focusing all the tendrils on him and piercing his lungs, heart, and 
stomach in multiple points. 

"Vastor, where are you? We need help! Man down!" Nalear yelled into her 
communication earpiece, making Vastor Blink to the rescue and bringing what was 
left of Trasque to safety. 

Without Trasque, their formation collapsed quickly, to the point that their efforts 
barely slowed the Valor from reaching the students. 

"Where are the reinforcements?" Ironhelm yelled in his earpiece, his body covered in 
wounds. 

"Sorry for the delay, folks." Protector swooped down from the sky, hitting the Valor 
with his full weight. Protector was engulfed by flames, his body infused with enough 
air magic to turn him into a living meteor. 

The hit was supposed to blow the undead away, maybe even injure it. Yet the frost 
aura the Valor had conjured to weaken his human enemies easily snuffed out the 
flames. The Valor didn't even attempt to dodge, the strike was too fast for him. 

The impact only managed to push the creature several meters away, leaving deep 
furrows in the ground. Protector felt the opponent's bones cracking and reforming 
almost at the same time. 

The regeneration speed of the enemy was so fast it was hard to believe. 

"Filthy beast!" The Valor struck Protector with a fist, making his head turn abruptly 
to the side with a cracking noise. 

"Damn, 1 should have really paid attention to Scarlett when she tried to teach me 
how to Blink." Protector realized in hindsight. 




"If that isn't our cue, 1 don't know what it is." First Kalla had disappeared, then 
Professor Trasque had been severely wounded, and now a creature the size of the 
Skoll was faltering after a single punch. 
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Friya had every reason to be scared and so did her group. She focused on the place 
where she wanted to go, bending space to her will and materializing a Warp Steps. 


"Quick, get in! 1 have to go last or the gate will close behind me." 

The group nodded, but before they could start moving, another Valor reached the 
town square. 

"There is no escape for you, vermin!" He unleashed several streams of lightning from 
his hand that struck everyone but Lith, who managed to dodge thanks to his 
enhanced reflexes. 

With Friya convulsing on the ground, the Warp Steps quickly disappeared, 
destroying their hope for survival. 

"Relinquish your useless lives and join us. At least your death will be meaningful." 
The undead's voice was oozing spite. Lith could see, thanks to Life Vision, that 
darkness magic was focusing on his fingertips. 

"Thanks, but no thanks!" He yelled, trying to draw the Valor's attention on himself. 
Lith took his shotel out of his pocket dimension, going all out right off the bat to cut 
down the Valor's extended arm. 

The undead reacted quickly, but not quickly enough. Infused to the brim with air 
magic, Lith managed to cleave the arm a few centimeters below the elbow. The limb 
fell to the ground, while the accumulated darkness magic faded away. 

"How did you do that?" The Valor raised an eyebrow, curious rather than worried. 
Despite Lith's slash having been infused with darkness magic, black tendrils came 
out of the amputated limb, reattaching itself as if nothing had happened. 

"That hurt. I'll kill you first then." The Valor promised, rushing for the kill. 

Lith soon found himself in the opposite situation compared to his Professors. The 
skill gap in swordplay between them was enormous, making him consider for 
dropping the shotel and fighting barehanded. 

Thanks to fusion magic, the Valor was slower than him, making him vulnerable to 
the martial arts that Lith had learned on Earth. 
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According to Life Vision and mana sense, the Valor's blade glowed like a Christmas 
tree though. That and the purple liquid dripping from the undead's fingers, made 
Lith realize that such plan was beyond stupid. 

- "That thing is almost as fast and strong as me under the effects of fusion magic." 
Lith thought. "1 can't allow myself to get tired, get hit, or get poisoned. 1 need a 
distraction to..."- 

His planning was interrupted by the terrified screams of the students that were 
scattering in all directions to get as far as possible from the undead monster. 

"1 said there is no escape!" Seeing his prey getting away filled the Valor with rage, to 
the point of ignoring Lith to shoot them in the back. 

Lith inwardly smiled, grateful for their stupid sacrifice. He exploited that moment to 
Blink right behind the creature, cutting off his head and piercing his heart. 

Before Lith could completely engulf the corpse in darkness magic, the Valor kicked 
violently towards his head, forcing him to block and cracking both of his arms. The 
pain was nothing compared to his surprise. 

Despite the amount of darkness magic he had infused in his sword, the hole in the 
chest was already closed, the head was taking its sweet time to reattach itself still 
showing a wolfish smile. 

"What are you exactly?" For the first time in his life, the undead experienced the 
feeling of amusement. 




Protector's fight wasn't going much better either. Even with Nalear's and Ironhelm's 
help, they were barely on equal footing. Protector was unable to use dimensional 
magic and his favorite elements, fire and air, were almost useless against the undead. 

The initial advantage due to fusion magic combined with his superior physical 
prowess had been quickly countered by the Valor's acid blood that returned each 
wound Protector inflicted twofold. 

Several of his teeth had melted and his paws were bleeding profusely. 
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Nalear and Ironhelm Blinked around, searching for an opening to unleash their 
spells, but somehow the Valor always knew where they would appear. He didn't react 
fast enough to counterattack, but enough to move out of their line of fire in time. 

"How the heck can he know our every move?" Nalear cursed, getting away from the 
undead and hoping to lure him away from the town square. Alas, the Valor wasn't 
interested in fighting the Professors, his only aim was the students a few hundred 
meters behind them. 

As soon as Nalear's position was left open, the Valor rushed forward, ignoring both 
Protector and Ironhelm, releasing a barrage of darkness projectiles from his fingers 
aimed toward the youths amassed in front of him like lambs waiting for the 
slaughter. 

While the duo bombarded the undead with their best spells, Nalear cursed again. 

She Blinked in front of the death wave and using one of her artifacts to block most of 
the attacks. 

"Coward! Stop using children as a shield and fight us!" She yelled despite the ragged 
breath caused by the massive mana consumption from the artifact. 

"In battle, there is no bravery or cowardice." The Valor mocked her. "Only victory and 
defeat. Stop me if you can!" 

He had already been hit by over a hundred of spells during the fight, but taken 
separately, they were barely able to make him falter. Thanks to his Abomination 
powers, the Valor would take little damage from all elements except darkness, but 
such spells were too slow and the creature would dodge them every time with ease. 

Physical attacks and spells had proven to be useless, any damage sustained would 
regenerate so fast that the undead was able to keep his full mobility. 

Protector cursed at himself for his stupidity, not studying the books Lith had left for 
him and spending most of his time nurturing his newfound family life with Selia. 

His only remaining option was to use his physical prowess to block the Valor in place 
long enough for the Professors to strike him down with darkness magic. However, 
the undead was well aware of their plan, so he employed a vicious hit and run tactic 
that the Crawlers had learned from Ironhelm himself during the first day to wear out 
the Skoll. 


traitorAIZEN 99 I 565 



Protector's fur was already covered in cuts, some shallow, some deep. He had 
suffered most of the hits while trying to defend the students and the Professors 
behind him. The Valor had exploited his good heart to poison him multiple times and 
was now waiting for the inevitable to happen. 
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CHAPTER 214 
BATTLE TO THE DEATH (2) 


"You are too fast to be human." The Valor said to Lith, using a childish voice that 
matched his face for the first time. Lith let him blabber on, using the idiotic bad guy 
monologue to activate Invigoration to mend his wounds and replenish his strength. 

"You don't care for the young ones." The Valor shot another student in the back, 
pleasantly surprised to see that Lith didn't even flinch. 

"Do you care for the older ones?" By using their hive mind, the Valor didn't even need 
to turn around to shoot Nalear in the back. What any Valor saw, every Valor knew. 
That was the reason why Blink had been of no use to the Professors so far. 

Thanks to the hive mind, by watching each other's backs, the undead had no blind 
spots. 

The darkness bullet was deflected by Nalear's armor, but still managed to pierce her 
shoulder, making her yell in pain and surprise. Their already weakened formation 
fell apart. 

"No, you don't." The Valor nodded. "Do you care for those ones?" He pointed his 
fingers to the four youths still laying on the ground, finally obtaining a reaction. Lith 
stopped using Invigoration, dashing forward to intercept the spell and deflect it with 
his blade. 

"This is going to be fun!" The Valor laughed heartily. 

"Not for you though." Lith replied with a wolfish smile. He Blinked in front of the 
enemy and activated Death Zone and Death Call at the same time. 

Several tentacles erupted from Lith's body, while a dense fog surrounded both him 
and the Valor. Lith had used that time to also cast his two most powerful darkness 
spells. The dark tentacles wrapped themselves around the Valor's limbs, draining his 
strength and making it impossible for him to run away. 
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Meanwhile, the highly concentrated darkness magic summoned by Death Zone was 
eating away the Valor's lifespan like a starving man at an all you can eat buffet. 

"No, you can't do it! I'm not allowed to die!" Balkor's orders were absolute. The Valor 
struggled with all his might, trying to get away like his master had instructed him to 
do in case of danger. 

Lith was done talking. He only focused on dodging and parrying the enemy's attacks 
while the undead withered more with every passing second. 

Soon the physical gap between the two was so wide that Lith could afford to go on 
the offensive, slashing the Valor's body over and over with his darkness infused 
blade. Despite being an undead, the Valor experienced blinding pain and 
desperation. 

Each hit would eat away a good chunk of his master's lifeforce, making the 
Abomination inside him go wild and inflicting on him an agony that every Valor 
would share. 

Back in his lab, Balkor's convulsions rose in intensity until he bled from his ears, 
eyes, and mouth. 




Feeling their companion's imminent death sent the other Valors into a frenzy. 
Because of the hive mind, they shared more than just their senses. They also shared 
their rage, joy, and fear. 

Protector exploited the enemy's sudden madness to bite the Valor's chest hard and 
pin him to the ground, trapping the Valor's sword and tendrils inside his own body. 

"Quick, finish him!" He yelled to Ironhelm. His eyes were sad, but unwavering. 

Ironhelm understood his intentions, casting his strongest darkness spell. Dark Star. 
Ironhelm wanted to cry, but his voice remained steady and his hands firm for all the 
duration of the spell. 


Dark Star generated a pillar of darkness with a radius of ten meters [33 feet} that 
engulfed both the warriors until the Valor was no more. 
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Protector remained true to his name until the end, standing proud even in defeat. 




Meanwhile, Linjos and Rudd were mercilessly taking down two Valors at once. Linjos 
was the strongest Archmage of his academy. His personal spells were fast and deadly, 
there was only so much the undeads' magical registance could do against them. 

To make things worse for the undead, although Rudd lacked his firepower, he had 
plenty of ingenuity and talent for dimensional magic. Whenever one of Linjos's spells 
were about to miss, a Warp Steps would open, redirecting it right into the back of a 
Valor. 

Even trying to escape was useless, Rudd would simply Switch their positions with his 
own and Linjos's, who always took care to leave them a darkness based nasty 
surprise. 

"Come on, that's all you can do?" Rudd sneered, opening many Warps Steps at a time, 
making the new barrage of Linjos's spells appear and disappear from thin air. When 
the Valors tried to escape in different directions, Linjos Switched their position, 
making them clash one against the other. Rudd exploited that moment to redirect the 
spells, which hit the Valors all at once and turned them to dust. 

"Excellent work, Rudd." Linjos said. 

"I'm glad to have you on my side." 

"Two down, still six to go." The two Archmages Warped to the rescue of their 
colleagues, hoping the battle could be still won. 




As soon as she came out of the headquarters, Scarlett hunted down the Valors one by 
one. Even with the hive mind supporting them, the other undead weren't much of a 
threat. 

She hadn't missed how the destruction of the two Valors by the hand of Kalla had 
made the lesser undead revert to their frenzied fighting style and lose any semblance 
of order or discipline. 
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Of the eight remaining greater undead, two were keeping themselves at the outskirts 
of the mining town. Scarlett suspected that their refusal to budge even after losing 
two of their generals could depend on their role in keeping the hive mind active. 

She Blinked behind their backs, infusing her roar with air magic, making them 
tumble on the ground like rag dolls. 

- "If I'm right, they will attempt to run rather than fight. 1 must keep them away from 
their escape route and kill them as fast as 1 can."- Scarlett thought. 

As she had predicted, the two attempted to cast a flying spell to get away from the 
Scorpicore, but she only needed another roar to send them tumbling again and 
interrupting their cast. 

"Filthy beast, your time has come!" Said the first Valor unsheathing his sword. 

"Filthy beast, your time is n..." 

"Shut your trap." Scarlett cut the second Valor short, ripping the creature's head off 
with her claws. Her rage peaked when she heard those words again. 

She wasn't sure if Kalla was dead or alive, only that if she had lost an Awakened 
because of humans squabbling between themselves, she would never forgive herself. 
A sudden sharp pain forced her to focus back on her enemies. 

A big chunk of her paw was now missing, her flesh and bones melted by the 
powerful acid that ran inside the Valors' bodies instead of blood. 

"Nice trick." She said, watching the bits of the undead's head reassemble themselves 
until no injury remained. 

"Want to see a better one?" Her paw exuded a white brilliance and in less than a 
second, she was healed too. 

"As for my final act..." Scarlett weaved the Blink spell, but instead of Blinking herself 
she forced one of the Valors to appear right in front other. Her paw pinned him 
down, while she used Invigoration to find the blood core and flood it with darkness 
magic. 

It was something that only her overwhelming strength and over three hundred years 
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of experience in manipulating cores allowed her to do. The undead experienced pain 
as if its very soul was being ripped to shreds, pulverized, turned into a bucket 
someone used as a chamber pot, and then turned to shreds again. 

Its agony spread to all the remaining Valors, making them easy targets. While the 
first one was still turning to ashes, Scarlett repeated the procedure on the second 
one, making Balkor's mind fall into a coma to escape from that torture. 




"Damn you! Damn you all! For Balkor!" 

Lith didn't know why the Valor had started convulsing, nor did he care. What 
worried him was that now the creature was willingly burning his life force to break 
free from the restraints. 

Lith focused even more, increasing the density of darkness magic surrounding them 
to put an end to the fight. He didn't know how long he could still hold the Valor in 
place. Keeping both the spells active while trading blows with the undead was 
quickly draining his strength. 

The Valor shot several rays of darkness from his eyes until he slowly turned to 
smoke and ashes. 

"At least 1 will not die alo..." 

Lith didn't stop the attack until the Valor's blood core was no more. He never trusted 
monsters to stay dead, so besides confirming it with Life Vision, he also asked Solus 
to double check with mana sense. 

- "By my maker! Lith, behind you!"- Despite being on the verge of exhaustion, Lith 
followed Solus's instructions, ready to fight with the last bits of power he had. 

He only then realized that what Solus was referring to wasn't an enemy, but the 
members of his group. They had yet to wake up from the lightning bolts, so unlike 
the other students, they had remained on the attack site. 

Suddenly the Valor's words made sense. They could be the only reason why the 
undead had wasted his life force to cast spells that he knew Lith could dodge with his 
eyes closed. 
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After a quick inspection, he discovered that only Yurial and Phloria had been hit. The 
creature had shot blind, so most of the rays had just hit the ground. Yurial had been 
grazed on a leg while Phloria on a shoulder. 

The wounds were superficial, barely bleeding, but the flesh surrounding them was 
turning blue and the veins were bulging out. Lith used Invigoration to understand 
what was happening. 

A mass made of darkness magic was ravaging their bodies while advancing towards 
their mana cores. 

- "Damn b*stard!" Lith thought. "He invaded them with his life force. If 1 don't stop it 
immediately, they are either going to die or turn into undead."- 

Lith saw several students, that had been killed earlier by the Valor, groggily stand up 
with their eyes shining with the red light of undeath. 

"Damn! 1 hate always being right!" Lith opened a Warp Steps, but he was too weak to 
go far from the battlefield. His destination was their room in the mining town. He 
threw Friya and Quylla inside and on to their beds, more or less. 

Then, he picked Phloria and Yurial up and ran away from the undead mob that was 
chasing them, closing the gate right behind him. The monsters were fast enough to 
compete with Lith in his exhausted state while burdened by his companions. 

Some of them were already crossing the gate when it disappeared. A few heads and 
limbs fell on the floor, emitting a screeching sound before turning into black smoke 
and ashes. 

"Just Balkor's style. He sacrifices undeath's eternal life in exchange for explosive 
power. The fallen students turning so fast can only be a bad omen." 

Lith lay Phloria and Yurial on the floor, discovering that the black matter was already 
halfway towards their cores. The corruption was spreading at an alarming rate. 
Almost half of their bodies had turned blue, with black veins bulging all over them. 

Cursing Balkor's name, Lith had no choice but to activate Invigoration and wait until 
he had regained enough strength to make his blurred eyesight return to normal 
before attempting a treatment. 
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He used that time to call for help with his communication amulet. This wasn't the 
academy's healers first rodeo. The light magic department was bound to know a cure 
for their affliction, after ten years of fighting the same kind of undead. 

Alas, the amulet was once again offline. 

"F*ck Linjos and his idiotic plan! F*ck Manohar! He's nowhere to be found when you 
really need him!" Lith's rage was almost out of control. In that moment, he hated 
everyone. The academy for failing to protect them, the nobles and the Crown for 
having caused the crisis, and Balkor for messing with his turf. 

- "Calm down, Lith" Solus did her best, using their symbiotic bond to quell his anger. 
"Healing is a delicate process, you can't brute force your way to save someone. 

Letting yourself go can only do more harm to your friends."- 

Lith still rejected that word, 'friends'. Yet denying his attachment to them was 
hypocritical, especially his fondness towards Phloria. Aside from Solus, no one 
outside of his family had ever made him feel so special since his rebirth in the new 
world. 

Lith swallowed his anger, studying the black matter only to discover it was some 
kind of darkness magic he had never met before. Light magic would be useless, while 
Invigoration wasn't able to purge it because of its immaterial nature. 

- "Solus, please help me!" What can 1 do?"- Their bodies kept turning, their breathing 
had almost stopped. 

"You can only brute force your way." Solus sighed. It was a gamble, but also the only 
thing she could improvise with so little time at hand. 

"Use your own darkness magic to stall and destroy the Valor's one while using light 
magic to immediately heal the damages the conflicting energies will cause. That kind 
of power isn't made to last, if you resist long enough it should self destruct."- 

Lith commenced the procedure even before Solus had finished her explanation, he 
had already understood her idea from the first sentence. First, he attacked the black 
veins, preventing the affliction from spreading further, then he focused on the black 
mass. 
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CHAPTER 215 
GRIEVING (I) 


Handling two kinds of mana at once, on two different patients, was the hardest thing 
Lith had ever done. He had to repair all the injuries in a timely manner, using 
darkness magic against the wounds the Valor's life force caused, otherwise his 
companions would die of shock or organ failure. 

At the same time, he couldn't relieve the pressure on the black mass, not even for a 
second. It was already only centimeters away from their cores, a single slip up and 
everything would be lost. 

The memory of the kid dying in his arms during the plague was still etched into 
Lith's mind. 

There was no way to repair a broken core. Lith only had one chance and had to make 
it count. His energy reserves were constantly depleted by his endeavor and 
replenished by Invigoration, but with every cycle, his breathing technique would lose 
part of its effectiveness. 

Lith needed Solus's help from time to time, letting her take control of his mana flow 
whenever he felt his focus was slipping. Soon it became a battle of will, Balkor's 
against Lith's. 




Ironhelm would have liked to let himself fall on the ground and rest, but Nalear was 
getting worse by the second. He placed his hand on the fallen Skoll's neck, caressing 
his soft fur for the first and last time before leaving. 

Then, he felt a pulse. He immediately activated his communication earpiece. 

"Manohar, Marth, get your as*es over here! Otherwise, 1 swear to the gods that 1 will 
kill you!" 
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Blood Desert, Balkor's secret lab 


When llyum Balkor finally regained his senses, everything was already over. Kalla's 
opening move had caused a domino effect, making months of careful planning go to 
waste. The shock from the sudden death of the Valors had taken him out of the 
picture long enough for the battle to be lost. 

Without his supervision, the Valors had let themselves be blinded by the hatred 
Balkor had infected them with, making them conceited and reckless. Each time one 
of them fell, all the others would become weaker, making it easier for the enemies to 
kill another one, rinse and repeat. 

While trying to get up, he coughed blood again and again. Not only was almost all of 
his life force gone, but also most of his magic. It would take him years to recover, if 
that was even possible. 

"Mother, father, my siblings, please forgive me." He wept uncontrollably. 

"1 have failed you. Tomorrow, no blood will be shed. Your deaths will be forgotten 
because of my incompetence!" The Lords of the forests had proven to be way 
stronger than he anticipated and so too were their minions. 

Many Professors had fallen, even the Lightning Griffon Headmaster had died during 
the attack, but only a few students had been harmed. The four remaining academies 
had survived, all of Balkor's efforts had been for naught. 

Following Linjos's protocol, the other Headmasters had removed the academies' 
power cores, entrusting them to the Crown. When Balkor's minions had stormed the 
academies' gates, the castles were empty shells. 

"1 only have one choice left. 1 can't activate my last prototype. 1 would die in the 
process and without my control, it wouldn't be able to distinguish friend from foe. It 
could even harm my family. That accursed bear has ruined everything. 

In the end, even the god of death dies." 

Before Warping out of his lab, Balkor activated the self destruct mechanism. The 
memory crystals, his method to fuse Abominations and undead, his whole life work. 

All of it was too dangerous to allow humans to ever get their hands on it. 
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"It all ends now." Watching the small mound collapse from afar, Balkor found himself 
sighing in relief. Even if things hadn't gone as planned, he still had his closure. Two of 
the six great academies were lost, several Archmages had died. 

His legend would live on, instilling fear in the accursed old nobles' households for 
years to come. They would never know what had happened to him or why he had 
stopped his attacks. 

For all they knew, the god of death would be biding his time, waiting for his enemies 
to lower their guard while building an even stronger army. 

"Also, I would pay my weight in gold to see their terrified faces. Tomorrow night 
nothing will happen, yet their fear will make it the worst day of their lives." 

Balkor laughed heartily, cleaning the blood from his clothes before returning home. 
His children deserved to finally have a full time father. 




When Lith regained his senses, he had no idea how much time had passed. His body 
ached with every movement due to the strain of prolonged excessive mana use. 

He barely had the mental energy to open his eyes. His vision was blurred from 
physical exhaustion and he had a splitting headache caused by the severe lack of 
mana. Human figures seemed to be moving around him, but because of the haze, he 
wasn't able to recognize any of them. 

- "How... how long was I out?" Even in his own thoughts, Lith couldn't avoid 
stuttering. Thinking was a heavy burden, he just wanted to close his eyes and sleep. 

"A few minutes." Solus replied. 

"Just enough time for Friya and Quylla to wake up and infuse you with some of their 
life force. Try not to speak much, your core is almost empty. We already know what 
happens when someone forcefully goes beyond their limits."- 


Solus was worried too. This time Lith had gone too far, treating his companions' 
condition until he had lost consciousness. She wanted him to be more human and 
compassionate, but not if the price was his life. 
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She had even given him part of her mana without him noticing. She didn't care about 
her own hunger or the weakness that was numbing her senses, she wanted for him 
to be alright. 

Lith nodded, using Invigoration once again. His mana core was still empty and his 
body exhausted, but at least now he was able to see and talk properly. 

"Lith what happened?" Both Friya and Quylla were worried to death. 

"Why won't Yurial and Phloria wake up? No matter what spell we use, their 
condition does not improve, nor do we understand what's wrong with them. Also, 
how did you get so exhausted?" Friya asked. 

"So nice of you to think about me too, even if only at the end." Lith rubbed his 
temples, trying to ease the pain. 

Friya opened her mouth to reply in kind to his sarcastic remark, but remained silent. 

- "Telling him that 1 can't help but see him as more of a monster than a human would 
be too cruel of a joke. Lith may be a bit scary sometimes, but he has always been 
nothing but a good friend to me. Thank the gods 1 can hold my stupid tongue."- Friya 
thought. 

Lith used that respite to tell them about how he had escaped from the Valor bringing 
them with him. He also told them how the creature had infected their companions 
and his attempts to cure them. 

Even if she meant it as a bad joke, Friya felt terrible for thinking those words. 

"Please, go find a Professor. 1 don't know if 1 saved them or just bought them some 
more time. They need someone that knows what we are dealing with." 

Friya nodded, leaving Quylla to take care of her friends while she Blinked right above 
their house, her rapier ready at hand. From the higher ground, she noticed that the 
battle seemed to be over. The town plaza was empty. 

Some skirmishes were still going on between beasts. Professors, and lesser undead, 
but the black creatures were reduced to a few handfuls. From the moment Scarlett 
had killed the Controllers, the hive mind had collapsed. 


traitorAIZEN 111 I 565 



Without it, the Tox Spitters had no combat awareness, they had reverted to mindless 
blank slates. It was only a matter of minutes before they got completely wiped out. 

Friya identified a group of Professors and went to ask for their help, too late to notice 
that, what they were battling against, students that were turned into undead. Her 
rapier cut and stabbed the reanimated corpses mercilessly. 

Her hand didn't even hesitate when she recognized some of them as her classmates. 
The only things Friya felt were the urgency to prevent her sister and friend from 
suffering the same fate and gratitude towards Orion. 

The blade he had crafted for her fitted her hand like a glove. While the multiple 
enchantments he had forgemastered it with made short work other enemies, 
turning them into dust and smoke. 

- "1 swear that if 1 get back home alive. I'll start calling Orion 'dad'."- Friya thought, 
realizing the depth of care and love her adoptive father held. 

"Please, 1 need a healer! My friends have been hurt!" Realizing what was affecting 
her friends, Friya's worry increased tenfold. 

Professor Wanemyre nodded, activating her communication earpiece. 

"There isn't a second to lose, tell me where to find them." 

It took less than a second for Professor Marth to join them and open a Warp Steps 
back to Lith's room. 

"How long ago have they been struck?" Marth knew that, once the dark energy 
entered the bloodstream, it was only a matter of minutes before the victim died, 
almost instantly resurrecting as a lesser undead. 

"1 don't know." Friya pointed to him the two youths lying on their beds. 

Marth cursed their bad luck, casting a diagnostic spell to see how severe their 
condition was, only to discover that their system was completely cleansed. The two 
students were simply exhausted beyond reason like they had fought and won the 
battle of a lifetime. 

Marth had no idea what could have possibly happened, and he was simply too happy 
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to care. His joy was short lived though. As soon as he saw Lith, sadness gripped 
Marth's heart. 

Lith seemed exhausted too, he barely had the strength to eat the medical provisions 
Quylla was handing him. Marth didn't want to burden him further, but time was of 
the essence. 

"Lith, I'm really sorry." Marth placed a hand on his shoulder, trying to comfort him. 

"One of your friends has been gravely injured. He doesn't have much time left and he 
is asking for you." 

"A friend?" Lith's sleepy eyes were suddenly wide open, checking his surroundings. 

"What's wrong with Yurial?" He couldn't help but be surprised by the worry he 
recognized in his own voice. 

"Yurial is fine. Whatever you did, it worked. You don't know how proud 1 am of you." 
Marth smiled gently, he would have liked to ask him many things, but questions had 
to wait. 

"I'm talking about Protector. He has something to say to you. I've never seen 
someone with such strong willpower. He is literally refusing to die before speaking 
with you one last time. Please follow me." 

Something inside Lith snapped, making all of his exhaustion disappear. Solus knew it 
was only a placebo effect, caused by Lith's desire to cry clashing with his firm denial 
that something might have happened to his old friend. 

"Take me to him." 

Marth opened a Warp Steps, seeing ill concealed pain in Lith's eyes. 

Protector's body was too big to fit in the field hospital and his condition was 
severe to move him from the spot he had fallen. Lith's heart ached to see the 
red fur blackened all over, the flames that made up the tails were reduced to 
Protector's chest raised and lowered slowly, accompanied by heavy pants. 

Manohar had done his best, arriving as soon as he had been summoned. He had used 
all his expertise to cleanse the toxin, close the wounds, and defuse the lethal effects 
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that such a prolonged exposure to the Dark Star spell would induce. 


He was called the god of healing, but he was no god. Just a gifted man that loved his 
job. There were things even he was helpless against. 

"It's all your fault!" Manohar roared to Ironhelm. 

"You should have called me earlier! 1 could have saved him. 1 never, ever fail!" 

Manohar didn't care much for the Skoll's fate, nevertheless, he had done the best that 
he could. His work was his life, it defined what and who he was. 

Lith pushed Manohar away, touching Protector to use Invigoration and check his 
condition. What he saw made his heart skip a beat. Protector's core was deeply 
cracked, his mana was slowly seeping out. It had already turned back to green and 
was losing strength with each passing second. 

"Glad to see you before the end, Lith." Protector's voice was still calm and serene like 
the first time they had met. 

"Don't be sad for me. 1 had a great life, a loving mate and many offspring. If it wasn't 
for Scarlett, 1 would already be dead. 1 was living on borrowed time. 1 am really 
happy to get the opportunity to return her favor." 

Every one of his words was supposed to console Lith, to make him feel better. Yet 
every time he spoke, Lith felt a dagger piercing his heart. Tears started to stream 
from his eyes, but his voice was stone cold. 

"This is all your fault!" He roared to Scarlett and Linjos that were standing at 
Protector's side after trying every single spell they knew to save his life. 

"You screw up everything you touch! Who the Pck is that dumb son of a b*tch that 
made you Headmaster?" Linjos could expel him for all he cared. 

If something happened to Protector, Balkor would have to get in line to get his turn 
with the Headmaster. 
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CHAPTER 216 
GRIEVING (2) 


"Why did you ask for his help?" Lith yelled to Scarlett while his fury was peaking. 
"You knew he had never traveled outside the Trawn woods! This was too big for him, 
why didn't you leave him alone?" 

Scarlett's guilt was already eating at her from the inside, she couldn't reply to Lith 
because she was thinking the same things. 

However, when she felt a slight tremor in the ground, she was forced to speak. 

"You are right, it's all my fault. Now please, try to calm down." 

"Calm down?" Lith's roar was accompanied by another tremor, this time strong 
enough for everyone to feel it. 

All of his mana was seething with anger, darkness magic exuded from every inch of 
Lith's body, spreading the killing intent of a mad beast desperate enough to throw 
away its life for a single chance to bite back its enemy. 

All the Professors could feel it on their skin. The ones that were too injured from the 
recent fight to stand their ground, found themselves covered in cold sweat, 
retreating one step at the time. 

Even Linjos's body reacted instinctively, a spell ready at hand to counter the 
imminent death threat. 

- "1 read the reports speaking about his ferocity, but this is unheard of for someone 
so young. His mana exudes such a powerful pressure that a normal man would have 
already run away out of fear." - 

With a wave of her paw, Scarlett Warped all the humans back to their apartments 
and sealed the space around the mining town to prevent the use of dimensional 
magic. Being the Lord of the forest was much more than a mere title. 
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Like an academy empowered its headmaster, a forest empowered its lord. It was 
similar to being a Guardian, but instead of being recognized by the planet's will, the 
Lord had a very limited area of influence and much lesser powers. 

Otherwise, Scarlett would have faced and destroyed Balkor's army alone. 

"You can ask me to calm down only after I have ripped off your tail and forced you to 
eat it!" A mass of clouds started gathering in the sky. 

Scarlett knew a world tribulation was about to happen. That was the reason why she 
had sent all the humans away. While she had no idea what was causing the 
tribulation, the one responsible had to be protected. 

Even if he was a young human Abomination hybrid on the verge of madness. 

"Lith, please stop." Protector coughed. Hearing his voice turned Lith's anger to pain. 

A pain he hadn't experienced since Carl's death. 

"What do you think you are doing? I didn't ask for you because I want you to turn 
into the new Balkor. Revenge solves nothing. Did you ever pay attention when I 
spoke to you?" Protector attempted to laugh, but it soon turned into a dry cough that 
made him spit black blood. 

"I just wanted to say goodbye and ask you for a favor. Please, tell Selia that I'm sorry. 
Also, make up one of your ridiculous lies to explain to her how I died. Tell her that I 
would have never abandoned her like this." A few tears streamed from the Skoll's 
eyes, before disappearing under his fur. 

"Please, take care of our child. I never had one with a human, I don't know if they end 
up resembling their mother or father more. Male or female, they'll need your help." 

"Why does everyone want me to take care of their offspring?" Lith's scream caused 
several bolts of lightning to light the sky. 

"I don't want to! I hate children! Live and take care of them by yourself." Lith hugged 
Protector's body, bawling his eyes out. 

"You are the first friend I ever had. You may be a magical beast, but you have always 
been like a brother to me. You always treated me as an adult, annoying me with your 
words of wisdom and trying to make me into a better person. 
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Why are you leaving me? Why?" 


"It's not that I want to." Protector's panting worsened, every breath was a struggle. 
"It's just that sometimes you can't win. Death is a part of life." 

"I'm sick and tired of life trying to snatch away what's mine!" Lith ignored Protector, 
focusing only on Invigoration and the bleeding mana core. 

"First, I wasn't old enough to protect my brother. Then, I wasn't rich and powerful 
enough to even give him the justice he deserved. After that, I was too weak to heal 
Tista, forcing me to watch her suffering for years!" 

By remembering each of the people he loved, the hatred he felt towards everyone 
else increased without limit. His body started to reshape itself according to the 
burning wrath that was consuming him. 

Black scales replaced Lith's exposed skin up to his neck, leaving only his face 
uncovered. His fingers grew longer and were now ending in razor-sharp claws. 

Lith's eyes were now inhuman. They had no pupil, iris, or sclera, only a burning blue 
light remained. 

"Now I'm strong enough!" 

Lith used Invigoration to call upon the world energy, not using it to strengthen 
himself, but to surround Protector's mana core and stop the leak. He had just 
realized that, unlike the kid's core during the plague. Protector's had yet to turn grey. 

Its bright yellow color gave Lith hope and the strength to attempt a desperate 
gamble. After doing his best to prevent the damaged core from weakening any 
further, he started to shape an artificial core like Kalla had shown him a few hours 
before. 

Instead of crafting it out of light and darkness, he used the surrounding world energy 
and of all of Protector's mana that Lith was unable to contain. It was something 
incredibly difficult to achieve. 

He couldn't force the mana to do anything without running the risk of contaminating 
it with his own, making Protector's core reject it. Lith could only slowly and gently 
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guide it to its destination, making sure it didn't fade away by protecting it from all 
external influences. 


The world energy was naturally shapeless, like water, it assumed the signature of 
whoever managed to call forth its power. As more and more of Protector's mana 
reached the fake core, it started to mutate until the two energy signatures perfectly 
matched. 

Lith was experiencing an unbelievable amount of pain. Not only because his body 
was already battered and his mana core running on fumes, but also because he had 
to take all of the impurities the world energy contained into himself to shape the 
fake core, allowing only the purest and strongest mana to become part of his 
creation. 

Lith accepted the pain with joy, it was still nothing compared to what the void had 
done to him in the years following his brother's death. 

The last step was the most dangerous one. Lith knew that light magic wasn't enough 
to allow Protector's core and the fake one to merge. Just like during Forgemastering, 
he needed something to connect the spell with the item. 

Having nothing left, he used his own life force as a tool to achieve his goal. When 
Lith's energy rekindled Protector's soul spark, Lith was able to experience the Skoh's 
life from the moment of his birth. 

The joy of meeting his first mate and having pups together, followed by the pain of 
losing them to disease, hunger, or the hand of hunters. Lith could feel how happy 
Protector had been when he encountered Selia, how strong his desire for a new 
family was. 

Such happiness was something that Lith firmly believed he would never have, so he 
pushed forward. He consumed more and more energy despite his whole body 
screaming in pain, begging him to stop, and his core began to crack. 

Scarlett watched the whole process in awe. Part other hoped for him to succeed. 
Another part of her hoped for him to fail, to get rid of the dangerous unknown factor 
Lith represented. 

Yet all of Scarlett's being hated the world's will because once again it was just 
standing there doing nothing. 
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- "I have been through my fair share of tribulations and I have yet to understand why 
they are called so. It's not like the world puts you to the test or something, it just 
watches you while the worst sh*t happens to your life. Either you live or die, it never 
interferes, like our lives are nothing but a two-bit sideshow."- She thought. 




From her throne in the underground dungeon, Tyris felt the second tribulation 
advent. 

"That anomaly again." She thought out loud. 

"It's better if 1 go check on it, before the others start pestering me about the lack of 
information." She stood up, appearing right before Scarlett. It was easy for a 
Guardian to ignore the Scorpicore's dimensional magic seal. 

"What does this mean. Forest Lord?" She asked. 

Scarlett instinctively knelt to her, explaining to Tyris all that had happened that 
night. 

"1 see. Another Abomination hybrid, it seems. But this one isn't a man-made fake 
Abomination, more like a jigsaw made of different pieces. He's already at the second 
tribulation, 1 wouldn't worry if 1 were you." 

Tyris shrugged, preparing to leave. 

"Wait, my Lady. What do you mean?" Scarlett was shocked by her indifference. 

Unlike Kalla and Protector, she had no affection toward Lith, but he still was a child 
trying to save a precious friend. 

After witnessing so much death in a single night, she couldn't understand how the 
Guardian could leave without moving a finger. It would be easy for Tyris to save them 
both. 

"You really don't know?" Tyris turned back, raising an eyebrow in disbelief. 

"Tribulations happen constantly to beasts, humans, plants, and undead alike. Every 
single day. They happen whenever Mogar, the world we live in, thinks that someone 
can be useful for its purposes. 
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"During every tribulation, Mogar evaluates the candidate's worth through their 
actions. Success or failure depends entirely on the candidate, though. The first 
tribulation is usually about the skill the world is interested in. 

The second and usually last one, is about self-control." 

"What self-control?" Scarlett was flabbergasted. 

"The kid is killing himself, burning his own life as we speak! Shouldn't the tribulation 
be failed already?" 

"You completely misunderstood the nature of tribulations." Tyris chuckled in 
amusement. 

"A talent is worthless if someone lets it control their life, as most living beings do. My 
talent is to inspire the change, but it could be easily subverted into bringing chaos if 1 
was never content with the status quo and 1 did not give the changes the time to 
prove their worth. 

"Leegaain's talent is knowledge and preservation. Yet imagine how easy it would be 
for him to turn it into greed, hoarding everything and every life form for himself, 
turning from the keeper of the world into its warden. 

"Salaark embodies the desire to rule and lead by example, but she could just as easily 
become a tyrant obsessed with world domination. The self-control I'm talking about 
is the will to resist the urges your talent pushes you towards and do the opposite. 

"Take the kid, for example. Judging from his first two tribulations, the world seems to 
have chosen him to kill a lot of people, yet it's checking if he's just a soulless monster 
or if he has the will to choose the hard path and grant life instead. 

"We all serve the balance. There would be no need for a Guardian of destruction, the 
races do an excellent job by themselves already. That's why you don't need to worry. 
If he ever succeeds in passing all the tribulations, we'll just have another Guardian." 

"What if he fails? The prolonged exposure to the world's will has already altered him 
that much." Scarlett rebuked, pointing at Lith's scales covered body. 

"Aren't you afraid of what he could do if he manages to control that kind of power?" 


traitorAIZEN 120 I 565 



"No." Tyris shook her head. "That's just a promise of payment, barely cosmetic. As far 
as I know, you have passed all of your tribulations. Have you gotten any stronger?" 

"No. I've learned how to shapeshift, but my strength is always the same, no matter 
the form 1 take." 

"Exactly. Until he becomes a Guardian..." Tyris giggled at the idea. 

"he will just remain whatever he is. While if he fails, he will die. As simple as that. 
There is no do-over with tribulations. The number of tribulations varies from person 
to person, but most fail at the second one. Even if he succeeds, he could fail at the 
next one, or at the one after that." Tyris disappeared, leaving Scarlett more nervous 
than ever. 

"This is great. Now 1 not only have to worry about Scourge and Protector, but also 
about myself! 1 never imagined tribulations were so dangerous. Gods, 1 wish Kalla 
were here. She would know what to do." 

"She would say to move your stinger-equipped a*s and help the child. You always 
whine about the world's will being indifferent, yet you stand there doing nothing. 
What's the difference between the two of you?" A limping Kalla pointed out. 

Scarlett flinched at her appearance, but recovered quickly and did as instructed. Lith 
had already consumed several years of his lifespan to keep Protector alive and his 
core was about to crack too. 

However, he had managed to fix Protector's core enough to allow Scarlett to finish 
the job. She saved both their lives at once, before questioning the Wraith. 

"How did you survive that blast?" 

"First, as you should know, no one can be harmed by their own mana. So the only 
damage 1 took was from overloading my mana core. It was a calculated risk. My odds 
of survival were pretty good since my undead nature makes it really hard to kill me 
with both conventional and unconventional means. 

"Unlike you, 1 never trusted the men's words or underestimated a fellow 
Necromancer's madness. 1 had a contingency plan in case 1 was cornered and 
another one in the eventuality of my death." Kalla was referring to Lith's promise. 
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"Don't you mean your partial undead nature?" Scarlett corrected her friend. 


"Have 1 already mentioned all Necromancers are a bit insane?" 

Kalla used Invigoration to further her healing process, revealing to the shocked 
Scorpicore that her body held both a mana and a blood core. 
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CHAPTER 217 
AFTER THE STORM (1) 


"I don't understand. What is that thing? How did you manage to survive the 
explosion?" Scarlett was happy to see Kalla alive, even if she was heavily injured. 

Most of the shadow that usually covered her massive skeleton was gone, leaving it 
completely exposed. Only a faint mist covered the zone where her internal organs 
were supposed to be. 

One other front paws was missing and the red light that usually burned inside her 
eyes was almost gone. 

When it started blinking, Kalla collapsed on the ground. 

"Survive is a strong word. Let's just say I'm not completely dead. As for your 
questions, it's a bit complicated to explain. After my evolution, 1 have been shunned 
by humans and magical beasts alike. 

"They don't see beyond my physical appearance, that's why 1 started spending so 
much time with the various tribes of higher undead. 1 felt like 1 didn't belong in the 
forest anymore, so 1 was searching for a new family." 

"Why didn't you tell me that earlier? 1 would have taught them a lesson!" Scarlett 
roared in outrage. 

"To what end?" Kalla sneered. "Nothing would have changed. They would behave in 
front of you and keep ostracizing me as soon as you turned your back. 1 don't need 
anyone's pity nor protection." 

Her voice was feeble, but filled with determination. 

"However, greater undead always treated me with respect. After 1 adopted my 
daughter, 1 was seriously considering turning myself into a true undead instead of 
being stuck in this half baked form. 
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"So, I started researching the blood cores, experimenting on myself to see how they 
interact with a living body with an intact mana core. Worst case scenario, 1 would 
have become a real undead. Nothing would have changed for me. 

"1 would still be an Awakened one and Nok would follow me even if 1 had three 
heads. The actual result was quite underwhelming. The second core does nothing 
except take enough energy from me to sustain itself. 

"Since it didn't seem to have any side effects, 1 kept it as a study subject for my 
research on how to cure Mina. It pains me to admit that 1 hope the same cure will 
help me too. It's so frustrating always being alone." 

Kalla paused, the shadow inside her body kept getting thinner. 

"It's only thanks to my experiments that, when 1 recalled the darkness magic 
animating my undead, 1 was able to avoid the overload by splitting the energy 
between both cores. That way even if one shattered, the other would remain. 

The problem is that now that they have almost the same strength, 1 don't know 
which will prevail." 

"How can 1 help you?" Scarlett asked, wishing she could do the same thing Lith had 
done for Protector. 

"Not much. Just wait for me to come back and be my friend no matter what the result 
is. Also, 1 would greatly appreciate if you helped me find a safe place for me and Mina 
to live. Your forest doesn't suit any of us." 

Kalla finally succumbed to exhaustion, the light in her eyes went out completely. If 
not for some shreds of darkness still lingering over her, it would have been 
impossible to distinguish her from an old carcass. 

Scarlett felt a deep pain inside other. By choosing to help the humans, she had 
endangered the lives other underlings, causing the death of many of them. M'Rook 
had died fighting the Valors, leaving her without a second in command and many 
more had been gravely injured or maimed. 

As long as they were alive, she could heal them, but it would take a long time for the 
forest to recover from its wounds. In just two days, the combat prowess of her turf 
had been halved. 
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Her dear friend Kalla was now on the brink of death, Protector had almost died, and 
she couldn't help but consider it as her fault. Her arrogance had blinded her. She had 
been so confident in her strength that she almost lost everything she had. 

- "Now 1 understand why the members of the Council are so detached. The longer 
you live, the more painful it is when you lose someone. I've known M'Rook and Kalla 
since they were just cubs, and 1 raised them both like they were my own. 

"Now M'Rook is dead. Kalla will survive or turn into a true undead, either way she 
will leave the forest forever. I've been so obsessed with the Abomination threat, by 
pursuing my 'master plan' and always thinking big picture that I've disregarded the 
details. 

"Those small, precious details that make my life worth living. I've neglected both the 
lives of my subjects and their happiness. Maybe 1 have become too old to be a Lord of 
the forest. Maybe Leegaain is right, 1 should leave my turf to someone better than me 
and strive to become a Guardian. 

"By the Great Mother, 1 never thought the day 1 would get tired of living could ever 
come."- Scarlett was lost in thought when she heard a movement from her right. 

Protector was getting up and for the first time since they had known each other, he 
seemed to be out of his mind with rage. 

"Don't worry. Protector. Your friend is fine, 1 made sure of that myself." Scarlett tried 
to calm him down. 

"Fine? How dare you to call losing decades of his life being 'fine'? Why the heck 
didn't you stop him?" He pointed his muzzle to Lith's shrivelled body. He had lost so 
much of his body weight before losing consciousness that he was unrecognizable. 

Protector was still as weak as a baby, his life hanging by a thread while his core could 
never recover completely from the damage it had suffered. Yet his rage was stronger 
than all that. 

"You wanted him to die, you crazy f*cker! Did you think 1 have gone deaf? 1 heard 
your whole conversation with that pompous a*s, whoever she was. You can forget 
me helping you again in the future! If you don't want to make an enemy out of me, 
you'd better do as 1 say." 
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Scarlett nodded. Her guilt prevented her from even trying to defend her foolish 
actions. 

"As soon as Lith wakes up, you'll tell him that I'm dead." 

"What?" Scarlett didn't see that coming. 

"What he did was stupid, reckless, and immature. He may act all wise and mighty, 
but his earlier actions were those of a child throwing a tantrum." By sharing their life 
forces. Protector had been able to see Lith's life just like Lith had seen his. 

He still couldn't believe his friend was actually older than himself and an alien from a 
gods forsaken world at that. Yet the revelation hadn't changed the feelings Protector 
harbored toward Lith. 

Quite to the contrary, it made them even deeper. 

"He has gone through a lot of pain, maybe too much, but that's not justification 
enough to put an end to his own life in a mad attempt to save me. If Lith learns about 
my survival, he will not hesitate to repeat the same mistake. 

1 would have died, leaving my mate alone, but so what? He didn't stop for a second to 
think about what he was throwing away. All he cared about was keeping life and 
death in his own hands, like it was all a game and he refused to accept defeat. 

His obsession with control will sooner or later kill him. He needs to experience the 
pain of loss again to appreciate what he has. His family, his friends, the little female, 
and you. Solus." Protector said to the ring at Lith's finger, leaving Solus shocked. 

"Solus?" Scarlett asked. 

"The female that inhabits the ring. That's her name." 

Scarlett pondered for a while. The name didn't ring any bells. She had no idea it was 
something Lith had come up with years ago, so all other knowledge was useless in 
solving the mystery behind her existence. 

"You too must keep my survival secret from him, otherwise he'll never change. So far, 
he has lived pushing everyone away, never letting people come close to him and 
making up one excuse after another to justify his actions. 


traitorAIZEN 126 I 565 



He has lost years before appreciating even his own family. If he keeps acting like this, 
he will understand how much he cares for those around him only after he has lost 
them for good and then he will turn into another Balkor. Is this what you want for 
him, Solus? 

A life of self-inflicted isolation followed by killing sprees with no care for the 
consequences?" 

Even if Scarlett had allowed her to respond via a mind link. Solus didn't know what 
to say. Earlier she had tried to stop Lith, but she was too exhausted to push through 
the barrier the world's will had put him into to prevent her from interfering. 

"Please Solus, listen to me." Protector continued. 

"This is the only way to help him. By telling him of his success, you would be 
enabling his obsession. It would only be a matter of time before he does it again. He 
will suffer for my loss, yes, but it should act as a wake up call. 

"He needs to stop indulging in his obsession. We exist to pass down our hopes and 
dreams for the future through our actions. Our lives are like rivers that cross paths, 
sometimes briefly, sometimes for a long time creating a bond. 

Those bonds are what allows us to leave a part of ourselves behind. 

"Our legacy is not limited to our offspring. Every person we meet changes us, as we 
change them. 1 know he will suffer for my loss, but it's not the end of the world. 

Either he learns to open himself up to others, instead of trapping himself into plans 
and preparations for what may or may not happen, or he will end up cutting his ties 
with everyone to avoid getting hurt. 

Whatever he decides, at least he will find his way in life. What we are going to offer 
him, is a chance to understand every day is precious and it should not be wasted on 
revenge and recrimination." 

Solus didn't say a word, crying the whole time. 

"Solus, these are my last words, so please find a way to pass them to Lith. Hate is a 
double edged sword. It can give you the strength to face your enemies and protect 
those you love. Yet if it becomes your reason for living instead of just a tool for 
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survival, it will turn into a venom that will consume you. 


Even if we met late in my life, even we aren't even of the same race, know this. I've 
always loved him as a son and 1 always will." 

Solus was still hesitant, lying to Lith was something she had never thought about 
before. She didn't even know if she was capable of doing it. 

"How many people has he ever called a friend?" Protector's voice resounded in her 
mind. 

"Just you and me." She replied. 

"Then you know that I'm right. Scarlett, send me back to Lutia. I'll move away with 
my mate to not let him discover the truth." 

Scarlett dispelled the dimensional seal, sending Lith to the field hospital through a 
Warp Steps before opening another one for Protector. She decided that, if she 
managed to survive the third and final night, as soon as her forest was restored, she 
would hunt Balkor down like the monster he was. 




Just as Balkor had predicted, the anniversary of the day his family died was the worst 
day that everyone in the four remaining academies had ever lived. The Professors 
spent the morning treating the injured, counting the dead, and notifying the families 
of the victims. 

After the events of the last night, the survivors felt hopeless. Several Professors, 
including Trasque, had died, others, like Nalear, were so badly injured that they were 
not able to take part in the final stand. 

The White Griffon academy had suffered the fewest casualties during the first day, 
but now its occupants felt like they had got the short end of the stick. Their academy 
was the only one to have lost all of its evolved monsters except the Lord of the forest. 

Without Kalla, there would be no protective arrays to weaken the enemy or her 
undead army to take the brunt of the damage. Without Protector running like 
lightning through the battlefield, any delay in sending reinforcements could prove to 
be lethal. 
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Lith, Phloria, and Yurial were hospitalized and kept away from the battle. Phloria 
woke up around noon. Aside from crippling exhaustion, she felt fine. She had no idea 
what had happened after she had been struck by the lightning. 

When she saw Lith laying in a bed nearby her own, her heart skipped a beat. He was 
deadly pale and he looked like a sixty year old man, his hair had become completely 
grey and some spots of his head were bald. With skin pulled tight over his bones, he 
appeared skeletal. His entire body burned with fever, drenching the bed with sweat. 
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CHAPTER 218 
AFTER THE STORM (2) 


"What happened to Lith?" Phloria needed to lean against the walls or the beds to 
avoid falling on the ground. Every step she took towards his bed felt like she was 
trying to uproot a tree, making her sweat bullets. Yet she didn't stop until someone 
finally noticed her struggle. 

"Good grief, you shouldn't strain yourself anymore, young lady. You are lucky to still 
be alive." Professor Vastor rushed to her aid, taking out a chair from his dimensional 
amulet to make her rest. 

"Please Professor, tell me what happened." Phloria was on the verge of passing out 
again, but her tone was determined enough to not leave room for doubts. Vastor 
could only tell her the truth or sedate her, there was no other way to calm her down. 

It was likely to be the last day all of them had to live. Vastor decided that forcing such 
a young girl to spend it unconscious in a bed would be too cruel. There was a reason 
why they couldn't just send the students back home. 

They were still Balkor's target. 

After the Earth and Crystal Griffon academies fell, their students had been Warped to 
the Royal palace to keep them out of harm's way. Some of the old noble families had 
decided to bring them home, only to be attacked during the second night by Balkor's 
Crawlers. 

Only those that had timely fled to a different region or remained in the palace had 
been spared from the onslaught. The number of casualties was already in the 
hundreds and counting. Without the protection of the arrays, a noble house was as 
safe as a commoner one. 

"1 don't know, 1 really don't." He replied seeing the concern growing in her eyes. 

"You and Lord Deirus were tainted by a Valor, but Lith somehow managed to prevent 
you from turning into undead. Then a friend of his called Lith on his deathbed. From 
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what I heard, Lith freaked out. 


Then, all that 1 know is that he arrived here like that." 

"Is he going to die?" Her eyes were watery, but she was unwavering. She would not 
let Vaster get away with a vague answer. 

"It's unlikely, but possible." He finally admitted after much thought. 

"I've seen a similar condition in patients that had pushed themselves too hard using 
magic. The only thing we can do is let him rest... He should get back to normal in a 
couple of weeks." 

- "If he doesn't die tonight, either at the hand of Balkor's thralls or from going for 
broke to save your lives earlier."- Vaster inwardly added. 

"Thanks, Professor." He had expected her to cry and whine like the little girl she was, 
yet Phloria smiled. It was something that Vaster hadn't seen in days. 

"Can 1 stay here, please?" She took Lith's hand in her own, hoping he could feel her 
touch and somehow draw strength from it. 

Usually Vaster would have scolded her and sent her back to her bed, but the sincerity 
of Phloria's feelings despite her own predicament had moved even his old, shriveled 
heart. 

Vaster used magic to rearrange the beds, moving Phloria's right beside Lith's. He 
even gave her blankets large enough to cover both beds, turning them into a 
makeshift double bed. 

"Just promise me you'll keep your hands where they belong. This is a hospital, after 
all." She turned beet red while Vaster laughed at his own joke. A short while later he 
finally left them alone. 

He doubted Lith would wake up to enjoy her company, but if it that was going to be 
her last night on Mogar, Phloria had the right to spend it with someone she loved. 




Without Kalla's arrays, there was no reason to keep all the students in one place. 
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They had learned from the previous night that rounding them up like that without a 
rock solid defense was akin to wrapping them up and offering them as a present to 
the enemy. 

This time they kept the students in their own housing, preparing multiple Warping 
arrays ahead of time to scatter them all around the forest in case the last line of 
defense fell again. 

When the sun started to set, fear started to spread. When night fell, the fear turned 
into panic. Many students broke out into hysterics, forcing their roommates to knock 
them out before they hurt somebody. 

When the night was about to end, even the Professors were drenched in cold sweat. 
The stress from the prolonged wait had tired them out almost as much actual 
combat. 

"What the heck is he waiting for?" Linjos was a nervous wreck, pacing non stop 
inside the headquarters. 

"Usually Balkor keeps the worst for the precise hour his family was killed, but we are 
way past that point!" 

When daylight finally came, the whole Griffon Kingdom rejoiced. Four out of the six 
great academies were still standing and the anniversary had ended with no further 
bloodshed. 

The Headmasters contacted the Crown, who ordered them to keep waiting and not 
lower their guard. Balkor's shadow was so deeply etched in their minds that the 
Royals couldn't believe their own luck. 

It was noon before the King ordered them to send the students back home. The 
yearly god of death's threat was over, but the wounds he had left behind were deep. 
Many things had to be done before life could go back to normal. 




After Balkor's eleventh assault was over, the smoldering embers of the civil war were 
almost completely extinguished. 

During the first five years of the god of death's reign of terror, the ancient noble 
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households didn't care much for his actions. There were too many of them, hence the 
odds of being Balkor's victim were low. 

Most families would secretly pray for the god of death to get rid of their most 
dangerous competitors in their stead, so they could get hold of their lands and 
riches. 

When the god of death started targeting the Crown and the Mage Association, the 
ancient noble households rejoiced. They even started to consider Balkor as their 
benefactor. 

He had kept the Crown off their game for years, forcing them to invest more time and 
resources into defending themselves from the next attack rather than in 
investigating the nobles' schemes and illegal trafficking. 

Balkor was the reason why the Crown had been weakened for so long, allowing 
Lukart to pursue his dream of becoming the next King. Balkor's anniversary had 
been a red-letter day for organized crime during the past five years. 

However, when the god of death announced in his own twisted way that he would go 
after the academies, everything changed. The old noble families didn't need the 
Crown or the Mage Association to thrive, but without their most talented offspring, 
they were as good as dead. 

Most of the students of the six great academies came from their ranks. They were the 
future family leaders and the only ones that could ensure their prosperity in a world 
where magic was the cornerstone for all lucrative business. 

The ancient households' magical legacies amounted to nothing without heirs 
talented enough to wield them. The eleventh attack had proved to them how weak 
they actually were. 

They were completely at the mercy of a madman, capable of destroying years worth 
of efforts nurturing a mage in a single night. 

The new situation required reprioritization of both their short and long-term goals. 
Any attempt to overthrown the Crown or undermine its authority was now a liability 
for them too. 

Only the Royal family and the Mage Association had managed to obtain samples from 
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Balkor's creatures over the years. Further, they had been actively researching 
countermeasures against them. 

Even the most radical among the old noble families had to be concerned with what 
Balkor would do next year. Many of them had chosen to send their heirs to the 
Crystal and Earth Griffon academies, away from the Queen's pet projects. 

Not only had those academies fallen, but also more than half their students had 
perished during the second night. It was enough to bring the old families low, forcing 
them to have their magicless offspring marry mages and have them take the family 
name, even if they were of humble origins. 

Their future had suddenly become an unknown variable. To improve their odds of 
survival, they were even willing to help the Crown with their personal funds to find 
and neutralize Balkor once and for all. 

To make things worse for the ancient households, now they were also terrified at the 
idea that other Balkors could be born by their own hand. 

Forbidding the practice of magic to commoners was impossible. 

Without them, it would take barely a generation for the Griffon Kingdom to lose its 
military prowess and be conquered by the neighboring countries. The second and 
almost as important reason was that the survivors of the eleventh attack had learned 
their lesson. 

Living together, fighting together, and dying together had overturned the noble 
youths' perspective on life. They had experienced first hand their own mortality and 
how their titles were nothing in front of true power. 

Most of the children stopped pursuing their parents' agenda and dedicated their 
time to the study of the only thing that mattered: magic. 




Ernas Mansion, the morning after the day of the anniversary 

Like all those that were aware of the events taking place at the academies, the Ernas 
were living in a state of unrelenting terror, barely able to sleep or eat. Jirni and Orion 
had stopped working for the last three days. They were off their game, always 
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worrying about the fate of their children. 


When she learned from the report of the second day that Lith had saved Phloria, she 
was walking on air to the point that she recommended preparing a betrothal gift for 
Lith to Orion. 

Orion was so moved by that little monster's care for his daughter that he almost 
agreed. 

Both of them remained deeply shocked reading about how critical his condition was 
and how it was likely to be related to his effort to save Phloria's and Yurial's lives. 

Jirni swore that if her daughters survived this hurdle, she would never meddle in 
their love lives again. They each seemed more than capable of finding a good man by 
themselves. 

Orion swore to his wife that he would make no more objections to Lith's relationship 
with Phloria, as long as he brought their little Flower back home in one piece. 

When the final report arrived and they learned that all three of their daughters were 
alive and well, the Ernas couple wept with joy for over an hour. Even as a royal 
constable, Jirni would only receive the status reports once a day after sunrise, just 
like any other royal servant. 

They were so happy that they decided to take the rest of the week off, to welcome 
their daughters back and spend as much time with them as possible. The royal 
heralds called them more than once, saying that it was impossible to grant them 
another leave. 

Every single civil servant with a child in an academy had had the same idea, either to 
spend some quality time with their families or to grieve their loss. The Ernas were 
among the most loyal subjects to the Crown, always putting duty above everything 
else during their long years of service. 

This time, Jirni and Orion replied that the Kingdom could go f *ck itself off and 
refused all the following calls. Their move greatly embarrassed the Crown, but there 
was nothing they could do about it. 

Most of the parents were ready to give their resignation rather than miss their 
children's homecoming. 
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Jirni spent the morning of the third day speaking with her daughters. While they 
were still in the forest for security reasons, the communicators were finally online 
again. She was deeply shocked to discover that Phloria was in such a pitiful state 
when she told her everything that had happened and how critical Lith's condition 
was. 

Their mother-daughter relationship had been getting better, but such news was still 
something that Jirni would expect Phloria to speak about with Orion, not her. 

Balkor's threat was over, so her concern faded away while a plan took form into her 
mind. She immediately had the servant prepare the best guest rooms of the house 
for their future occupants. 

Jirni gave precise instructions to tone down the staff's dress code. She had also 
prepared clothes that she and Orion usually wore during their vacations to their 
country cottage, where they dedicated themselves only to their hobbies and were 
away from the prying eyes and the uncaring nature of the rules and etiquette their 
usual social life required. 

It was Orion's and Phloria's happiest time of the year since the former could swear, 
get dirty and play with his children like a normal father, while the latter could avoid 
wearing dresses and act like a tomboy until their departure. 

- "Lith's family should still not know anything about what happened. 1 think it's time 
1 pay them a visit. It's better if the bearer of so much bad news is a mother who went 
through the same nightmare, rather than a royal messenger that has been forced to 
repeat the same script hundreds of times. 

First impressions count, so 1 need to play this to perfection. If 1 get his mother on my 
side, it's game, set, and match. This is a once in a lifetime opportunity."- Jirni 
thought. 


traitorAIZEN 136 I 565 



CHAPTER 219 
MEET THE PARENTS 


Phloria, Friya, and Quylla returned home in the early afternoon. Much to their 
surprise, the academy had received instructions for the trio to bring Lith along with 
them. After getting the news, Phloria was overjoyed. 

He had yet to regain his senses and his condition was still critical. He needed to 
regularly be forced to drink potions to sustain his life. Solus had been constantly 
using Invigoration to stabilize his mana core and mend the countless internal 
wounds that overexerting his body had caused. 

- "The worst should be over. Lith now needs to rest." Solus would perform a full 
check up every hour. 

"What worries me is his mind. He has yet to learn about Protector's alleged death, 
but 1 can feel his heart withering away. It's like he has never stopped grieving, even 
in his unconscious state."- 

- "1 take back most of the bad things I've thought about mom over the years. Not only 
did she bring Lith home with us, but she also assigned the best guest room to him."- 

Phloria lay him on his bed before wiping off the sweat from his face with a wet cloth. 
She had learned how to feed him and keep him clean from the medical staff during 
the third day. 

Phloria wouldn't let anyone else take care of him. She didn't want Lith to be alone 
when he woke up. 




For a regular person incapable of using magic, reaching the village of Lutia would 
prove to be a long and boring journey. The village was in the middle of nowhere and 
the nearest branch of the Mage Association with a Warp Steps was hundreds of 
kilometers away. 
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Jirni Ernas wasn't regular and according to many, barely a person. To accomplish her 
goal, she contacted Captain Locrias, the leader of the Queen's corps unit in charge of 
protecting Lith's family, and had him open a Warp Steps for her. 

Jirni was officially on leave, but her reputation as royal constable preceded her. 
Captain Locrias was aware of her amazing yet gruesome track record. 

- "It's much better to be on the good side of such a person, rather than on her black 
list."- 

Captain Locrias knew that he was likely to be forced to pay for the long range 
portable Gates out of his own pocket, but if it meant Jirni Ernas owed him a favor, it 
was worth the price. 

Even with her plainest clothes, only someone deaf, dumb, and blind could mistake 
Jirni for a commoner. She was aware of this so, before knocking at the door, she had 
already handpicked the most suitable words to introduce herself. 

"Good evening, my Lady. Are you lost?" Raaz recognized the woman in front of him as 
a noble at first sight. He hid his left hand behind his back, alerting Elina to pick a 
weapon and Tista to ready a spell. 

"Good evening, good sir." Jirni brought out her best smile, creeping Raaz out. Despite 
her small size, he had an eerie feeling just by looking her in the eyes. 

"My name is Jirni Ernas. Tm the mother of Phloria, Lith's girlfriend." In her 
experience, it was better to sandwich the bad news between good news, to lessen 
the impact. 

Raaz looked at her like she was insane. Lith had no girlfriend, he was certain of that. 
The women of the family kept complaining that even if his thirteenth birthday was 
just around the corner, Lith had yet to date or even show interest in any girl. 

On Mogar, the new world, teenagers' bodies would fully develop around their 
thirteenth year of age, but they wouldn't be considered adults until they turned 
sixteen. 

The marrying age for both men and women ranged from sixteen to the twenty-five 
years of age. After that, it was considered a late marriage and it would be much 
harder to find a spouse unless of course, the betrothal gift was juicy enough to make 
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the age gap irrelevant. 


Raaz was about to rudely send her off when Tista pushed him away, inviting Jirni to 
come in. 

"Lady Ernas, it's such a pleasure to finally meet you. Lith always talks fondly about 
you." Tista lied through her teeth, just like her brother had taught her over the years. 

She had never heard Jirni's name before, but Lith had often talked with her about 
Phloria Ernas. She knew they were dating for a while and didn't want Raaz to ruin 
things for him. 

Jirni recognized the lie, but appreciated the talent and the effort behind it. 

"Thanks, dear Tista. It's better if you all sit down. We have a serious matter to 
discuss." The whole family turned as pale as a ghost. A mother visiting a young man's 
family talking about a serious matter could only mean one thing: pregnancy. 

Raaz couldn't believe his ears, staring at Tista as though she had poisoned him. 

"Wait, you knew about the two of them?" 

"Yes." Tista nodded, feeling the need to sit down. Suddenly she had weak knees at the 
idea of having a nephew from her little brother. 

"Why didn't you tell us about it?" Elina was happy and scared at the same time. 
Happy because her cherished son had finally found someone to love. Scared because 
there was no way out of that situation but marriage. 

Becoming a father would turn his life upside down, not to mention becoming part of 
the wife's family to preserve their honor and avoid the scandal. 

"Because he told me not to! Lith said you would make a big deal out of this and he 
didn't want you to pester him about it." Tista was regretting keeping his secret for so 
long. 

The truth was that Lith was worried about Tista. She kept idolizing him and 
disdaining the company of other boys. So, he had decided to help her grow out other 
brother complex by telling her about his 'girlfriend' and exaggerating things a bit. 
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Now his plan was backfiring. Her parents could read Tista like a book, her panic 
spread like wildfire during a summer day. Elina tried to prepare some tea for their 
guest, but her hands trembled so much that she was unable to hold the small pot. 

Jirni had purposely created the misunderstanding to have them all dancing in her 
palm. 

"Don't worry, dear Elina. Let me take care of it." Jirni made them sit while she 
prepared the hot beverage. She spiked it with a powerful tranquilizer she always 
carried inside her dimensional ring. 

- "Poor souls. After 1 tell them the truth, they will regret that my visit wasn't about 
our grandchild."- 

After they took several sips of tea, the tranquilizer kicked in soothing their nerves. 
Only then did she explain Balkor's existence and what their son had gone through 
over the last few days. It took them a few minutes and a lot of spiked tea to recover 
from the shock. 

"Why didn't he tell us anything? We thought he was taking the academy's third test." 
Elina broke into tears. Even knowing that her son was alive and well couldn't stop 
her from fearing for his fate and feeling hurt by his lies. 

Jirni took Elina's hand between hers, trying to console her. 

"He did it to protect you. There was nothing you could do for him, believe me. 1 spent 
the last three days crying and worrying I'd never see my little girls again. 1 had him 
moved to my house to make sure he receives the best treatments available. 

"House Ernas has a private Warp Steps. It allows the finest healers of the Kingdom to 
reach the estate within a few seconds. 1 couldn't leave the man who saved my 
daughter's life in the hands of strangers. 

Lith and Phloria have been dating for over a month and after all that has happened, 
we are basically family." 

While Jirni's tone was full of sympathy and her voice almost broken with emotion, 
she was actually inwardly congratulating herself for her sob performance. By 
reading the mood in the living room, she decided it was time to land the final blow. 
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"Lith has yet to regain his senses, but I'm sure that when he does, he'll need his 
family to recover from the terrible experience he went through. I have already 
arranged our transportation. You will be my honored guests for all the time you 
need." 

"Thank you, thank you so much." Elina clenched Jirni's hand like it was a lifeline, 

"Lith is so lucky to have a friend like you. We'll never forget your generosity." She 
said while crying her eyes out. 

- "One down, two more to go."- Jirni thought. 




When Jirni arrived back home it was almost sundown. Winter was coming and the 
days were getting shorter. Even with the help of the tranquilizer, Lith's family had 
required some time before being able to move. 

After informing Rena, she had insisted on accompanying them. 

Jirni was pleasantly surprised to discover that Phloria was still at Lith's bedside, 
washing his chest and arms with a wet cloth to clean him from the sweat. She knew 
that Phloria was capable of doing it with magic. 

It meant that, even if Phloria herself had yet to realize it, her daughter's affection for 
him was rooted deeply enough to feel reassured by the physical contact. 

Jirni smiled, another piece of the puzzle had fallen into place by itself. 

- "I love it when a plan comes together."- Jirni inwardly rejoiced. 

"Phloria my dear, you need to rest." She said. 

- "Those bags under your eyes and your dedication will surely win over your mother 
in law."- She actually thought. 

"Thanks, mom. I was thinking about taking a nap as soon as I finish here." Phloria's 
smile was tired, yet she appreciated her mother's concern instead other usual 
nagging. Since her visit to the academy, her mother had become as thoughtful as 
Orion. 
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"I'll immediately have a warm bath prepared, and fresh sheets placed on your bed. 
You deserve a good night's sleep." Phloria tensed up, just like Jirni had hoped. 


"Thanks, but I think I will remain here." Phloria's voice lacked the earlier kindness 
and was now filled with the stubborn determination that Jirni had learned to love 
and hate over the years. 

"It's not proper for a lady to sleep in the same room with a young man, even if he is 
unconscious." 

Jirni faked her disapproval while keeping an ear on the approaching steps. According 
to her estimations, to take advantage of those unexpected circumstances, she needed 
to buy a few more seconds and poke Phloria once or twice. 

"You have gone through a lot, yet you never left his side for almost two days." Jirni 
seemed to be genuinely worried, even making her eyes watery at will. 

"You need to take better care of yourself. Let the medical staff replace you for a few 
hours, you need some rest. Lith is still going to be here when you wake up." 

"I don't give a damn if it's proper or not!" Phloria yelled loud enough that even 
Captain Locrias back in Lutia could almost hear her. 

"I'm not going out of here until he wakes up or his family arrives! I don't want him to 
wake up in a strange place surrounded by strangers! 

I know it's just a superstition, but if there's even one chance in a million that having 
someone close that cares for him may help him recover. I'm willing to stay here as 
long as it takes!" 

Phloria had yet to give her mother a piece other mind, but Elina's sudden arrival 
stopped her in her tracks. 

"My little Flower, I only meant that you should at least ask for his family's approval 
first." Jirni said with an apologetic tone like it was all a misunderstanding. 

When a second later Lith's father and sisters entered the room, Phloria realized her 
mother had played her like a fiddle. She turned pale, emphasizing her bloodshot eyes 
and the dark bags below them. 
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Elina reached the bed, remaining horrified by her son's condition. His body looked 
like a dried up corpse, his hair had turned grey, and wrinkles had appeared on his 
face and hands. He seemed to have aged decades from the last time she had seen 
him. 

His breathing was ragged, but regular. After Tista triple checked him, reassuring the 
rest of the family that Lith's life wasn't in danger despite his appearance, Elina 
turned to Phloria and took her hands between hers, kissing them non stop. 

"Thank you so much for being by my son's side all this time. You have no idea how 
scared 1 was of him being alone in a moment like this. He is really a lucky boy to have 
found such a wonderful and beautiful girlfriend." 

Then, Elina embraced her, soon followed by the whole family in a long group hug. 
Phloria had become beet red, not only was she embarassed to death by what she had 
said in front of Lith's family, but also because she couldn't help but compare herself 
with his sisters. 

Aside from her height, they ran circles around her in every regard. Looks, curves, and 
even their natural scent were leagues above hers. Tista was the one that crushed her 
self esteem the most. 

Having received Lith's treatments since she was very young, Tista had flawless skin, 
soft curves in all the right places, and was even almost as tall as Phloria. 

Phloria was moved by their gratitude and kind words, but the insecure teenage girl 
inside her kept nagging at her, quoting Professor Manohar in calling her "a flat 
beanpole". 
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CHAPTER 220 
AWAKENING 


Griffon Kingdom, Tyris's underground dungeon. 

"Please, tell me that you found the time to go and check on the anomaly this time." 
Leegaain was burning with curiosity. 

"Yes, 1 did." Tyris nodded without moving her eyes from the archives' records of the 
last ten years. She was investigating those who had access to the remains of Arthan's 
Madness, hoping to find a clue about the mastermind behind the Abomination 
threat. 

"It was nothing special. It was a male human Abomination hybrid, just as we sensed 
the first time. The only odd thing about it is that he underwent a tribulation similar 
to our own. The second test was about self control, like for evolved beasts." 

"What happened then?" Leegaain was eager to hear the whole story. 

"1 don't know." She shrugged. "1 left while he was in the middle of an elaborate 
suicide attempt. He chose to trade his life to rescue someone from death. 1 don't have 
time to waste with the small stuff. He has failed the tribulation or he managed to 
save his friend, either way he is dead now." 

"What?" Leegaain jumped in surprise, the combined impact of his four claws on the 
ground sent a small tremor through the Gorgon Empire's castle. Its inhabitants went 
into a panic, since floating castles weren't supposed to be affected by quakes. 

"Tyris, old friend, after hearing your words I'm almost tempted to rule a country for 
the first time in my long life. It seems that between civil wars, plagues, gods of death, 
and the internal strife between the nobles and the Crown your life must be really 
exciting. 

"Otherwise, how the heck could you brush off the existence of a new life form that 
has already undergone two tribulations within such a short time frame? What if he 
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survived? What if he isn't Guardian material, but something else entirely? 


"Very few beings manage to pass the second tribulation. Getting a hold on your own 
desires is one of the hardest things to do. We could likely have a being that could side 
with the Abominations and upset the balance permanently on our hands. 

"If the anomaly is still alive, we must absolutely keep watch on his next tribulations 
to understand what the heck is going on. A human Guardian would already be a 
shocking enough piece of news, let alone a hybrid!" 

Tyris froze for a second. Aside from his stupid jokes, Leegaain's words always held 
great significance. 

"Maybe you are right." She replied trying to cover her blunder. 

"1 seem to remember he wore a White Griffon academy uniform. I'll send someone to 
keep an eye on him so, in case your fears come true, we can take him out before he 
becomes too dangerous." 




During the following days, life was hectic for most of the Griffon Kingdom's upper 
echelons. Countless scouts were sent to the Blood Desert to search for Balkor's 
whereabouts. Killing him was the safest way to prevent the next attack from 
happening. 

The Alchemists of the Mage Association were having a hard time studying the toxins 
extracted from the undead. With each passing year, the god of death would make 
them more complex and harder to cleanse. If they didn't keep up with him, their 
antidotes would become useless. 

This time, the Healers had collected a great number of tissue samples from the 
captured undead. It had allowed them to discover the Abomination fragments mixed 
with the flesh, causing an uproar in the field of research. Until that moment. 
Abominations had simply been considered another species of monsters, a twisted 
evolution of magical beasts. 

However, thanks to Balkor's effort to stabilize them and the ten year long experience 
of the royal Healers in preserving the samples, the human scientists managed to gain 
a deeper understanding of their nature. 
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Researching Abominations became the top priority. It would help the Wardens to 
create new defensive arrays capable of weakening, if not killing, Balkor's thralls. 

The remaining four of the six great academies were in desperate need of staff. 
Between the injured, the dead, and those who had resigned to look for a less 
dangerous job, like hunting dragons or defusing explosive arrays, there were many 
classes left unattended. 

Balkor's shadow made serving as Professor in an academy less of a prestigious 
position and more like a death sentence. 

Among the Headmasters, Linjos had gotten the short end of the stick again. Not only 
did he have to find trustworthy mages to replace the Professors he lost during the 
attack, but he was constantly bothered by the other Headmasters. 

His plan had saved their academies, their careers, and most importantly their lives. 

They no longer saw him as a young, arrogant brat that had become the youngest 
Headmaster ever only because he was the Queen's new pet project. They finally 
recognized his worth and the brilliance of his mind. 

They were willing to set aside their pride along with the old ways, often asking 
Linjos for advice about who to hire and how to change their academies for the better. 

He was really flattered by all their attentions, but he was forced to spend half his 
time taking care of their academies instead of his own. Yet Linjos could only grin and 
bear with it, he knew it was a once in a lifetime opportunity. 

If he managed to obtain their trust and cooperation, the academy system could 
finally be changed for good. Once the Council of the Headmasters made a decision, 
the nobles could only comply. 

It would solve one of the most pressing matters that had plagued the Kingdom for 
years. Sure, it would still take decades to iron out all the details and to win over 
enough of the old noble families to prevent other sabotages from happening, but it 
would still be a great start. 




House Ernas, five days after the attack 
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Lith's condition was getting better with each day. The fever was gone and thanks to 
the constant care he received from both families and Solus, his shriveled body was 
slowly returning to normal. 

Yet he still looked like an old man and gave no sign he would wake up any time soon. 
Jirni proved to be an amazing host, providing Lith's family with the best rooms and 
with everything they could need. 

She had taken her time, showing them around the house little by little and telling 
them about its history. 

Phloria spent a lot of time with Rena and Tista, since they would either help her to 
take care of Lith, or force her to take a break and rest while Elina and Friya would 
relieve her. 

When Lith regained his senses in the afternoon, he already knew about his failure. 
His last memory before fainting was of Protector's still cracked core. Even burning 
his life force had not been enough to repair such extensive damage, not with his own 
core already running on fumes and his body on the verge of collapse. 

Yet he had to ask. 

- "Solus, is Protector..." 

"Yes, he is gone." She replied, carefully avoiding to lying to him. "I'm so sorry for your 
loss." She wept remembering Protector's parting words. She had to find a way to 
pass them to Lith. 

"1 knew it. No matter how hard 1 work, no matter how much 1 try, 1 always fail when 
it really matters."- Tears ran along his cheeks, they were the first sign of life in more 
than five days. 

"Lith, are you awake?" Normally, he would be surprised hearing Phloria's voice, but 
now he was too tired to care. His mind kept replaying Protector's last moments of 
life. The grief overwhelmed him again, making him feel like his heart was getting 
squeezed in a vice. 

"Yes." Lith was unable to recognize his own voice. It was hoarse and feeble, like a 
hiss. He tried to get up, but his arms were too weak for the task. The attempt almost 
made him pass out from overexertion. 
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Lith took a deep breath, yet even that was too much for his current condition. He felt 
his lungs burn and he coughed uncontrollably. He heard the footsteps of someone 
running away and felt someone helping him lie down comfortably. 

Lith recognized Tista's scent as soon as she got close. 

"Don't push yourself, lil brother. Your condition is getting better every day, but you 
need to rest. Dad is going to be here soon." 

Lith was too sad to ask why Phloria was in their home, or what had happened to him. 
The only thing he could think about was finding a way to make the pain stop. Ever 
since his rebirth, he had made sure to keep everyone and everything under his 
control. 

He knew he wouldn't be able to endure what had happened to Carl again. His 
unquenchable hunger for power had started as a way to escape from the madness 
his death and rebirth cycle represented. 

Over time, the love he had developed for his family had changed it into a way to 
create a small ecosystem where he was god and all those he cared about were bound 
to be safe. 

First, he had taken care of the hunger, then he had cured Tista, and got rid of every 
single threat the new world posed to his family. Magical beasts, wanted felons. 
Abominations, he had taken care of them all, permanently. 

With every success, Lith had grown more confident of his plan until he had managed 
to reassure himself that, as long as he followed that pattern, everything would be 
alright. 

Protector's death had crushed that illusion, shattering the beliefs on which he had 
based his whole existence up until that point. 

He kept weeping, not only for Protector, but also for himself. 

- "If someone as strong as Ryman died so easily, there's no way 1 can keep my family 
safe. They are all so weak. It's only a matter of time before 1 lose them all. What's the 
point of trying so hard if I'm destined to fail? No matter what 1 do, 1 can only delay 
the inevitable."- 
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His constant weeping and sobbing were only interrupted by the cough. 


Raaz arrived at his bedside, holding him to his chest to calm him down. 

"Does it hurt so bad? Do you want some pain medication? Please, speak to me. Tell 
me what's wrong." 

He was holding back his tears. Raaz had never seen Lith so weak, both physically and 
mentally. He was afraid that his condition could be even more severe than it 
appeared, but he didn't know what to do. 

It was the first time that his son needed his help, yet Raaz felt completely useless. 

The only thing he could do was to stay strong in front of him. He didn't want to add 
himself to the list of Lith's worries. 

"It's not my body that hurts, dad. It's the loss. My only true friend died today." 

Phloria felt hurt by those words, but she kept silent. Lith's relationship with the 
evolved monster seemed to be deep and he was clearly confused, believing it was 
still the second day of the attack. 

Before his brain could realize what he was doing, Lith let everything out. Telling Raaz 
about how he and Protector had fought when he was still four, how they had become 
friends when he was eight after he killed Gerda, and how from that moment onward 
they had spent more and more time together. 

He told him about how Protector had taught him to be a better hunter, about all the 
creatures that they had fought together to keep the Trawn woods and their families 
safe until Lith had joined the academy. 

Even if he managed to leave Solus and the Awakened ones out of his story, every 
memory he shared worsened the pain. Lith second guessed everything he had done 
to and with Protector. 

"When we met, 1 just thought of turning him into warm fur for the winter. After he 
attempted to befriend me, 1 belittled him, only considering him as a means for an 
end. 1 exploited his kindness to bring food to our table and keep our family safe. 

"When 1 understood he was much more than a tool, 1 never told him how important 
he was to me. How precious it was to have someone 1 could share my burden with. 
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someone who I could talk about all the things 1 had to keep secret from you and mom 
to keep you from worrying. 

"Now it's too late. 1 failed him the only time he needed me and now he is dead. It's all 
my fault. He wouldn't have left the Trawn woods if 1 didn't tell him about the 
academy. 

"He wouldn't have died if 1 wasn't too weak to save him. He will never know how 
sorry 1 am for all the bad things 1 thought about him nor how meeting him has 
changed my life. All of it happened because of my weakness and cowardice. 

1 should be the one who died." 

Lith was incapable of accepting that some things were inevitable, that life wasn't a 
game where he could save and load until he obtained the desired outcome. He 
needed someone to blame and his first choice was himself. 

All those in the room were shocked to the bone. The events that Lith considered as 
fond memories were a parent's worst nightmare. He had candidly confessed how he 
had put his life at risk time and time again, revealing that his family's wealth was 
built on a pile of lies and bones. 
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CHAPTER 221 
TRUTH HURTS 


Raaz was mad at the idea of his son's double life outside of his family, doing things 
that no child should ever even attempt to do. What angered him the most weren't all 
the lies Lith had told him, Raaz was already way beyond that point, but how he spoke 
about fighting to the death as if it was perfectly normal. 

He took deep breathes to control himself from time to time. His son needed to vent 
the pain that was eating at him from the inside. Raaz could always scold him later. 
Alas, Tista wasn't as strong as her father. 

She started weeping together with Lith, needing Phloria's help to be able to stand. 
"Why did you do all those things?" She blurted out. 

"1 would have rather starved than allow you to take so many risks. A few meals and 
some extra coins will never be worth your life. What if something happened to you?" 

Tista only spoke out of concern, the revelation had been too shocking for her to 
accept it quietly. Yet to Lith's ears, her words sounded ungrateful like she was 
spitting on all the sacrifices he had made and the help Protector had given to him. 

"Why do you ask?" He was already used to the cough, he kept his voice low and 
hissing so it didn't interrupt him again. Not now that he found someone else to 
blame. 

"Have you already forgotten about the cold? About how sickly you were and how 
drafty our house was during winter? We were all so hungry that Orpal and Trion 
would steal eggs from the henhouse and milk from the stable whenever they could. 

"Rena only took from the pantry what she needed to avoid fainting from hunger. Our 
parents knew it and they could only pretend everything was all right, but it was not! 
Why do you think Orpal was always picking on us? 

"Someone had to do something, it just happened to be me! If it wasn't for Protector, 
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all of us wouldn't even be here. How dare you whine in hindsight, now that you are 
healthy and well fed? You should be thanking me and grieving him! 

"Stop being a baby and grow up, dammit! Everything in life comes at a price. The 
only reason you can allow yourself to be so naive and carefree is because others have 
always paid it in your stead. If 1 died back then, there would have been more food left 
for the rest of you. It was a win-win situation." 

Lith was so angry that he managed to stand up and open his eyes, staring at Tista 
with hatred. Phloria had to hold her tight to keep her calm. Tista had never seen Lith 
angry at her, nor had she ever witnessed the mad beast glare he used on others. 

She had always been her brother's princess. The way he was speaking and acting 
towards her were ripping Tista's heart to shreds. 

Raaz poked his forehead gently enough that Lith barely noticed the hit. 

"Consider yourself slapped, young man." He said with a sad but firm tone. 

"Tm sorry for all you went through. 1 must have been a horrible father to make you 
feel the need to sacrifice your childhood to give us a better life. I'll never be able to 
forgive myself for that. It's a father's duty to take care of his children, not the other 
way around." 

He wiped off a silent tear off his own cheek, poking Lith's forehead again. 

"However, what you just said to your sister was just cruel. The gods only know if she 
would still be alive without all the care you gave her. There is no one in the family 
that has ever overlooked your efforts, especially Tista. 

You have always been her hero. What she was trying to say, is that you can't ask us to 
accept you risking your life like that. Yes, our life was harsh, but at least we had each 
other. You didn't have to push yourself so far, it wasn't worth it." 

"1 had no choice." Lith rebuked. "Someone had to do something." 

"No, you had a choice." Another poke. 

"You could have just followed your siblings' lead, helping with the farm. It was our 
duty as parents to find a solution, not yours. You chose to play god instead. 1 don't 
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know if you did it because you are incredibly smart or arrogant, but lying to your 
family and taking so many risks was the wrong decision. 

Even if you did it for the right reasons, it doesn't change anything. Gods, I'm so 
stupid." 

Raaz pinched his own nose, closing his eyes to hold back the guilt that was ravaging 
his heart. 

"When we saw that huge Byk pelt at Count Lark's mansion, we understood you were 
hiding many things from us. We choose to keep our eyes shut because we were so 
proud of your achievements that we feared our interference could ruin your future. 

If you want to blame someone, blame me." 

Seeing his father despair and his sister crying was too much for Lith. Even grief- 
stricken, he knew that Raaz was right. They had never asked anything of him aside 
from being a happy and healthy child. 

It had been his decision to go hunting, just as it had been his decision to protect his 
family on his own. He knew the risks and had chosen to ignore them time and time 
again. Until Protector's death, his magic had made him overconfident. 

There was no one to blame but himself. Lith suddenly felt like a child throwing a 
tantrum. His rage disappeared and with it the strength he had left. His head 
collapsed on the cushions with his eyes closed again. 

"You are right, sorry." Was the only thing that he managed to say. 

Raaz recovered quickly, poking him again. 

"Don't you dare start blaming yourself, young man." Raaz held his hand, letting Lith 
notice for the first time how shriveled it was. 

"It's not your fault if Protector died. From what you told me, he was a brave and 
smart beast. He wasn't your toy or your puppet. No one forced him to do anything. 

He knew the risks and he decided to help your academy anyway because he cared for 
you. 

He sacrificed himself to let you and all the other kids survive. If there is someone 
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whining in hindsight here, it's you. Lith, you have every right to cry and mourn, but 
don't try to inflict pain on those close to you just to relieve your frustration." 

Lith felt deeply ashamed of his outburst. Taking it out on Tista and exposing his 
shared past with Protector had been childish. Yet, he felt better for it. Now he wasn't 
the only one who knew of Protector's gentle soul and valor. 




The last few days had helped Quylla to sort out her feelings. Unlike Phloria, she 
found herself too scared to spend so much time together with Lith's family. His 
mother and sisters were so beautiful that even the thought of being compared to 
them made her wish to disappear. 

Also, while her heart was gripped by fear for Lith's condition, Quylla couldn't stand 
to see him in such a poor state. After he had woken up, things had gotten even worse. 
It wasn't only his body that had been hurt, but his spirit too. 

Quylla had never seen Lith cry or mope before. Until that moment she had 
considered him unshakable, always confident, capable of going against any odds and 
coming out victorious. Now he was reduced to a shadow of himself, waiting for his 
death. 

She felt mean and shallow for thinking such things, but she couldn't help herself. 
Quylla realized that because other indecisiveness, their relationship had never 
become something more than a simple friendship. 

Lith had no reason to let her into his life and she had always been too afraid of 
rejection to approach him. After Phloria had asked him out, they had grown even 
more distant. Quylla knew that her feelings for him were withering by the day. 

In a way, she felt relieved. She and Phloria were sisters now, it would be terrible to 
force the rest of the family to pick a side between the two of them because of what 
she now understood had always been puppy love. 

Yurial wasn't doing well either. After returning home, he had hoped the joy of his 
survival would have been sufficient to convince his father to change the plans for his 
future. 

"Please, dad. Let's call the marriage with Libea off. She is indeed a beautiful young 
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woman, but aside from that, we have nothing in common. She despises commoners, 
has no interest in magic, and cares more about looking pretty than about the 
prosperity of our lands. 

1 can't spend the rest of my life with such a shallow person." 

Velan Deirus sighed, he understood his son's situation all too well. It was the same 
one he had found himself almost twenty-five years ago. 

"Yurial, 1 know that, after what you have gone through, you feel the need to make 
changes in your life, but 1 need you to face reality. This marriage was arranged over 
ten years ago. You gave your approval and renewed your vow before departing. 

"To cancel the agreement would mean losing a lot of face for our family. Who would 
trust someone that doesn't keep their word on such important matters? Not to 
mention that it would delay our plans for expansion by at least a generation. 

"Magic doesn't allow us to perform miracles, we still need men and funds to improve 
our lands. Your marriage will open our way in the old system, making everything 
faster and easier. Why do you think 1 married your mother?" 

Now it was Yurial's turn to sigh. There was little if no love between his parents. From 
the moment he had shown his magical potential, his mother had disappeared from 
his life. She had no role in raising Yurial, Velan was the only parent he ever had. 

Considering that he had to share his father with Velan's magical research and his 
duties as a Grand Duke, it didn't amount to much. That was one of the reasons he had 
fought so hard to become the heir. He desperately wanted Velan's recognition and 
love. 

His mother was at least able to manage the finances of the Grand Duchy, but the only 
reason she cared about magic was to flaunt her husband's skills and achievements in 
front of the other noble families. 

"It's painful to hear it from your father, but remember that once you give the family 
an heir, you'll be free to have any woman or man that you want. Just be discreet 
about it and don't get caught. Being discovered or having a bastard would be a 
disgrace to our house." 

Yurial nodded. Despite his young age, he had already had several lovers, but reality 
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was proving to be a cruel mistress. The only thing he could do to fight the feeling of 
desperation gushing from his heart was to take a gulp of tranquilizer. 


After killing a man during the second exam, Yurial had used several kinds of potions 
to keep his mind in check and had almost become addicted to them. It had taken him 
time and effort to progressively stop taking his medications, but after almost dying 
twice during the god of death's assaults he couldn't avoid a relapse. 

He had yet to find the courage to check Lith's condition in person. Yurial felt 
responsible for what had happened to him and didn't know how to face his friend's 
family. 

The Deirus household had done its best to help his savior recover, but when even 
Manohar had thrown in the towel, saying they could only wait and see, there wasn't 
much anyone could do. 

Also, because Lith was currently living at house Ernas, Yurial could only talk to the 
girls via the communication amulet. That left him with nowhere to go and no one to 
turn to for help. He was trapped inside his own house, surrounded by servants but 
without a single friend. 

- "Gods, why are you doing this to me? 1 spent my whole life preparing to become the 
Lord of these lands. 1 worked hard every day to make my dream come true, only for 
it to turn into my worst nightmare. 

"1 have only two choices in front of me. 1 can accept my fate, sacrificing my happiness 
to build a better future for my family, my subjects, and the Kingdom. Or 1 can leave 
everything behind, throwing away years of planning and study to become a vagrant 
mage. 

"Whatever 1 decide, life as 1 know it will be over. 1 wish 1 had been born a commoner. 
Maybe 1 wouldn't have been able to enroll in an academy, but at least my destiny 
would be in my own hands. 

"There are too many lives on the line, dad has no time to find a new heir. If 1 fold now, 
house Deirus will probably disappear the moment my father dies." 

Cursing his fate, Yurial took several sips from the potion, until the intoxicating feeling 
of relaxation wiped away all of his worries. 
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CHAPTER 222 
DEATH VISIONS 


After Raaz's speech made Lith realize how self centered he had been, fatigue 
overcame him, making Lith fall asleep again. 

When he woke up, only his mother stood beside him. 

"Mom, what happened to me? Can 1 have a mirror?" Lith asked. 

"That's something you should tell us, baby." Elina was happy to see him awake again 
so soon. The fever was finally gone. 

"Your Professors say you were alright when they left you at Protector's deathbed, but 
when they found you, you were already in a terrible state. You have recovered greatly 
in the last five days, but 1 wouldn't look in the mirror if 1 were you." 

"Please, 1 want to see the price of my foolishness with my own eyes." Lith squeezed 
her hand. 

When Elina conjured a water mirror in front of him, Lith didn't even flinch. 

Despite all the potions and the treatments he had received, he was still severely 
underweight. He had no more bald spots, his hair was regrowing fine, but it was still 
grey. Only his eyes were unchanged, cold and uncaring. 

- "Solus, can 1 use Invigoration?" 

"1 don't know." She replied. "Your core is perfectly fine, but your body worries me. 
After burning so much of your life force, most of your healthy tissues are still 
recovering. You were left with mostly impurities. I'm afraid that by recovering so fast 
you may trigger a breakthrough."- 

Lith mind nodded. Healing overnight would be impossible to explain, releasing so 
many impurities in front of witnesses even more so. 
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"I guess I'm finally as ugly on the outside as I am on the inside." He cruelly laughed at 
himself. 


"Do you mind telling me what happened?" Elina changed the subject. In the past, she 
had experienced the pain of loss and how hard it could be for someone so young to 
face it. 

- "Between his best friend's death and his current condition, there is no telling how 
he must be feeling. It's better for him to share whatever is burdening him. It should 
help him recover."- She thought. 

For once, Lith was honest with her and told her how he had attempted to save 
Protector, giving it all he had and more. 

"There's no need to scold me. Now I know that what I did was stupid and useless, 
just like me." 

"No, you are wrong again." Elina lay on the bed beside him, hugging him tightly. 

"Stupid? Yes. Reckless? Sure, but it wasn't useless. You did it out of love because you 
cared for him. I would do the same thing for any of my children if I had the 
opportunity. No parent should outlive their children, it's a pain too great to bear." 

Lith nodded. Carl had been more like a son than a brother to him, his death still 
haunted him. He conjured another water mirror to look closely at himself. Maybe it 
was the aftermath of his failed spell, maybe it was because of the grieving, but for the 
first time, Lith felt his age weighing on him. 

He felt old and tired. Too tired to keep fighting a losing battle. He thought about 
leaving the academy. Being there every day would remind him of Protector, also he 
didn't know how Linjos would punish him for his behavior. 

He also thought about abandoning his family for good. It would mean no more 
chains, no more ties, no more weakness. He was already tall enough to pass for an 
adult and with his magic talent, money wouldn't be an issue. 

Solus was deeply scared of his mental condition. She could sense his mind swinging 
back and forth from desperation to anger, Lith's calm was only an appearance. She 
had spent the last days pondering what to do. 
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Telling him the truth would lift his spirit, but what about the long term? What if one 
of his relatives suddenly died or they were beyond saving? Despite all of his power, 
despite his strength that grew by the day, Lith was far from invincible. 

Solus had noticed right after he had been hospitalized that his body was rebuilding 
itself stronger than before, the problem was his mind. It was shattered once again, 
now another deep scar was engraved in his soul, but it also represented the 
opportunity for him to change. 

Solus didn't want him to become a saint or a hero, nor to forget about his past. She 
just wanted him to live his life without letting Carl's death affect every important 
choice he made. 

- "He needs to learn that loving someone means knowing when to let them go. 

1 don't know what 1 feel for him anymore. It could be love or the childish desire of a 
little daughter who wants her father all to herself. 1 know nothing about human 
relationships outside of what he has taught me. 

Maybe Tm just scared at the idea we may grow apart once he has a real girlfriend 
instead of a high school sweetheart. Even if it's love, and even if he returned those 
feelings, 1 have nothing to offer him. 1 could have cried and begged him not to be with 
Phloria, but it would have been just cruel and egotistical. 

She can give him everything 1 can't. A shoulder to cry on, the warmth of a real 
embrace, maybe some love. 1 don't care what he chooses to do, as long as he doesn't 
punish himself out of fear of being hurt."- She thought. 

- "Life sure has a twisted sense of irony. It's only thanks to Balkor's past that my 
family is so heavily protected, yet it's also because of him that Protector died. 1 must 
remember to thank him before killing everyone and everything he holds dear in 
front of his eyes."- Lith thought. 

From that day, Lith could finally start eating real food instead of being forced to drink 
potions while he was asleep. It took him less than two days to be able to walk again, 
even if he needed help to do it. 

Lith would have liked a walking stick, but there was always someone offering their 
arm to him, to not leave him alone for even one second. 
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Even if his body was quickly recovering, his psychological trauma was only getting 
worse. Ever since he had regained his consciousness, his eyes kept acting weird. If he 
looked at someone long enough, Lith would start to see odd things. 

The first time, it happened with Phloria, since she was the one spending the most 
time with him. She was telling him about what had happened to the academy and the 
Griffon Kingdom while he was unconscious when he saw an invisible hand cut her 
throat. 

Blood spilled everywhere, leaving Lith incapable of moving from the shock. The 
moment he blinked, Phloria was alright again, like nothing had happened. Then, he 
watched her aging decades with each passing second. 

Phloria turned into a nice looking woman, then into a mature lady, and into an old 
woman with a kind smile. Lith felt like he was living in a nightmare, but it became 
even worse when she turned into a corpse, her old body started to rot while fleas 
and maggots feasted on her flesh until only a skeleton remained. 

Tears streamed down his face. 

"What's wrong? Are you in pain? Is there something wrong with your body?" Phloria 
asked. 

Blinking returned everything to normal again. 

- "Solus, what the heck is happening?" He was too shocked to answer Phloria's 
worried questions. He needed to know if what he was seeing was real or if it was just 
madness seeping into his mind. 

"Nothing happened." She replied not understanding the reason for the question. - 

After checking his memories. Solus didn't have any idea what he had seen either. 
They both checked his body and brain, but aside from the after effects of his attempt 
to save Ryman there was nothing new. 

Then, Lith watched Phloria's heart getting pierced by a sword, her head cut off by an 
ax. He was forced to watch her die in a different way over and over again, and there 
was nothing he could do. 

It happened the same way with everyone, be they members of his family, of the Ernas 
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household or their staff. Soon Lith wasn't able to take it anymore and would keep his 
eyes closed most of the time, pretending to be tired. 


- "Is my mind playing tricks on me or is this some kind of new power 1 developed? 
Seeing the death of the people close to me without any indication about how to stop 
it seems more like a curse than a power though. Solus, tell me the truth. 

Am 1 losing my mind?" 

Solus was hesitant to reply, she knew how fragile his psyche was. 

"1 think your mind is slipping, yes. 1 don't know if it's all in your head or it's 
somehow related to your current condition, but 1 believe you are torturing yourself. 
In a very twisted and cruel way, you are trying to get accustomed with the thought 
that sooner or later, everyone dies. 

It's like your subconscious is showing you that some things are inevitable and there's 
nothing you can do about it."- 

Solus's words made sense. Lith was still conflicted between finding a way to hide 
everyone he loved away from the world to prevent them from getting hurt or just 
cutting his ties with his current life. If he was alone, then he had nothing to lose. 

However, the thought of spending the rest of his life alone made death look alluring. 
Power and immortality had no meaning to him by themselves, they were just a 
means to an end. Lith's end had always been to find a place where he belonged and 
live a happy, quiet life. 

He was only twelve yet had already experienced more battles to the death than most 
of Earth's professional soldiers. Lith wasn't willing to give up on life again, but he 
didn't know what he was fighting for anymore. 




After she had returned home, Friya was giving her all practicing swordsmanship. She 
had too many thoughts crossing her mind to practice magic. She decided to keep her 
promise and use that unexpected free time to get to know Orion better. 

Orion was overjoyed. It was the first time that his adoptive daughter had asked for 
his help. He knew that it was only a matter of time before Quylla joined them too. 
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Those two were inseparable. 


They spent the first day going through the basic forms. Only when Orion grasped 
what her skill level was, he decided what style was more suitable for Friya. Over the 
years of his military career, he had become proficient with most weapons 

From the second day onwards, Quylla joined their practice as Orion had predicted. 

He had several of his subordinates come to his house to use them as sparring 
partners for Friya while he taught self defense to Quylla. 

"1 know you don't like fighting, little one,..." He caressed her head every time she 
learned a new move. 

"...but there's no telling when it might come in handy." 

As for Friya, her basics were solid. She had studied under a good master for years, 
after all. What she lacked was practical experience. Orion had arranged opponents of 
different genders and builds for her to help her learn how to adapt her style 
according to the situation. 

Fighting someone smaller or bigger than Friya required adjustments that she needed 
to execute in a split second, otherwise a skilled enough opponent could take 
advantage of such an opening to put her on the back foot right from the start. 

When Orion corrected Friya's mistakes during a sequence or a stance, she would 
only reply: "Thanks, dad." With a smile that almost moved him to tears. Until that 
moment, she had only called him by his first name. 

Orion was happy that Friya was starting to accept her new family. 

There were only two sore points in spending quality time with his two new 
daughters. The first was that Phloria wasn't willing to join them, spending all of her 
time taking care of Lith. 

Orion dearly missed the good old times when his little Flower would only have her 
dad in her eyes and ignored all the stuck up brats that Jirni sent her way. Back then, 
they were like minded, only thinking about magic and sword. 

Sure, he had to suffer Jirni's daily nagging every time she failed, but keeping his baby 
safe was worth the price. Now he and his wife had switched position. Jirni now 
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gloated all day and he could only prepare for the worst. 


The second one was that too many of his subordinates looked at Friya with lustful 
eyes. Orion had to admit that she was almost as beautiful as Phloria. His fatherly eyes 
still refused to accept that, while Phloria was a really cute girl, Friya was a true 
beauty. 

The tiny droplets of sweats during the exercises would make Friya's visage sparkle 
under the sunlight. 

Her long black hair framed her face, bringing out her fair skin and light chestnut 
eyes. Coupled with the grace and elegance other movements, she was truly a sight to 
behold. 

Most of the times it was enough for Orion to clear his throat to remind those idiots of 
his presence. Sometimes, he was forced to take Friya's place to show her what she 
was doing wrong and wipe the floor with their as*es. 

He only did it for educational purposes, of course. Friya needed to learn her forms 
while the others their own place in the world. 
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CHAPTER 223 
MOVING ON (1) 


After the training session was over, Friya, Quylla, and Orion spent some more time 
together in the park nearby. House Ernas had two training areas. One indoors, to 
practice during bad weather or run fighting simulations in different scenarios. 

The walls and the ceiling were enchanted, allowing them to shapeshift to recreate 
caves, narrow corridors, or small rooms. 

The other one was located behind the house. It was a large clearing, with no 
vegetation or furnishing outside training dummies. It was the perfect place to 
practice magic and sword techniques in the open under different weather 
conditions, with complete freedom of movement. 

"Dad, there's something 1 need to talk to you about." Friya sat on the ground in front 
of him with a sad expression on her face. Orion could tell there was something 
haunting her. 

"During the last day of the attack, 1 killed a few undead. 1 wouldn't even mention it, if 
not for the fact that they were people 1 knew." She told him about what had 
happened while she was looking for a Healer to save Phloria and Yurial. 

"When 1 killed that woman, during the second exam, 1 felt terrible. Some days, 1 can 
still see her terrified expression the moment before 1 executed her. This time 1 didn't 
feel anything. 1 know they had become monsters, but they were still my classmates. 

"1 should feel remorse, some pain for their deaths, something. Does this make me a 
bad person? Am 1 turning into a cold blooded killer?" 

"No to both your questions." Orion shook his head without hesitation. 

"It just means that you have got your priorities straight. On the battlefield, remorse 
or hesitation leads to premature death. Even if your enemies are humans, mercy is a 
luxury you can't afford. 
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"You killed the first woman in cold blood, you killed the others in self defense while 
trying to save the people you love.The two events are worlds apart. Also, they 
weren't your classmates. At least not anymore. They were just reanimated corpses, 
there's no reason to feel guilty. I'm proud of both of you." 

He hugged them, kissing the top of their heads. 

"Dad, 1 have something to say too." Quylla had never had a family before. She still 
found hard to believe that someone like Orion was her father now. 

Orion was brimming with joy. Quylla had finally called him dad instead of father. 

"Surviving the god of death's anniversary made me understand a few things. After so 
much death, 1 realized that 1 don't like fighting. Unlike my sisters. I'm not suited for 
the battlefield. 1 want to become a Healer and help people." 

Orion nodded. 

"It's good that you found your way so soon. Fighting is not everything. You must 
always think about your happiness and your future first." 

"About that, 1 don't want to spend the next year only studying magic." She said 
averting her eyes and fiddling with her hair. 

"There's more to life than grades and exams. Phloria is right, we have so little time 
left before our duty replaces our life. 1 want more. 1 can't just wait for good things to 
miraculously fall into my lap." 

"Yeah, me too." Friya chimed in. 

"Honestly, 1 never thought Lith's and Phloria's relationship would last this long, nor 
that it would become so special." 

"No one did." They both blushed in embarrassment. They had secretly bet against it. 
Quylla had given them a week before breaking up, while Friya's wager was that their 
first date would also be the last. 

"While we were at the mining town, 1 was so envious of them that more than once 1 
daydreamed about being in Phloria's place. So there's one thing 1 have to ask you." 
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Friya looked resolute, making Orion worries go through the roof. 


"So do 1." Quylla became beet red. He could now only fear for the worst. 

"Can you please bring us to social events during the weekends?" Friya said. 

"1 don't want to marry yet, but 1 want at least to start dating. Please dad, can you help 
us?" 

Despite only just getting to know them, Orion felt like he was already losing them. 
Inwardly cursing his bad luck, he could only agree. 




'It's time to hasten my recovery. To use Accumulation or Invigoration 1 need to be 
alone though. 1 cannot risk a breakthrough occurring in front of witnesses, it would 
raise too many questions. Loneliness is a luxury at the moment, but luckily, 1 know a 
heavy sleeper.' 

Lith had noticed that his natural recovery had made most of his impurities nearly 
reach his core. Even if he did nothing, it was just a matter of time before a 
breakthrough happened. He decided to avoid relying on luck and take the matter in 
his own hands. 

That evening, after a particularly large meal, Lith made his move. 

"Mom, Lady Ernas, I'm really thankful for everything you have done for me so far. 1 
think now 1 have recovered enough. It should be safe leaving me alone for a good 
night's sleep." 

"1 don't think that's true, young man. You could still have a relapse. It's better if 
someone keeps you company, so if anything bad happens, help will come 
immediately." Lady Ernas shook her head. 

She was spending a lot of time with Elina these days. Which meant she also spent a 
lot of time with Lith and his sisters 

He could clearly see what Jirni's goal was and he didn't like it one bit. Yet she was the 
reason why he had been able to improve so quickly while his family managed to 
remain so calm despite his situation. 
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Lith knew he was indebted to her and that she was going to use it as leverage to ask 
him for something in return at the right moment. It was exactly what he would have 
done in her shoes. 

"Then what if only Phloria stays with me tonight? We have much to talk about, yet 
we never managed to get a little alone time." The cough was long gone, his voice back 
to normal too. 

Yet Lith pretended to cough a couple of times, using that horrible raspy, hissing voice 
that had tormented him after he woke up to appear as harmless as possible. 

Phloria and Elina turned beet reed, while Tista and Rena giggled like crazy. They 
whispered things among themselves that Lith had hoped his sisters would never 
think about him. 

"When I say 'talk', I mean it." He coughed again, looking at them sourly. 

"I'm still recovering. Not to mention that I look like a monster." Lith's hair had yet to 
regain their color. He didn't look like an old man anymore, but he had still a few 
wrinkles on his face and hands. 

Because of the massive weight loss, Lith also had deep set eyes, like he had been 
recently resurrected from the grave. The only problem with his claims was that 
despite his visage being still quite unsettling, the rest of his body told a different 
story. 

He had lost almost all of his body fat, so his physique was almost purely muscle. Lith 
was quite thin, but exactly because of that, he had a six pack for the first time in his 
life. 

"If you call this being a monster, lil bro, you should have seen how yourself when you 
first arrived here. Yet your girlfriend never left you until we forced her to. You should 
really find a way to thank her properly." Tista giggled. 

"Tista, what are you saying in front of our host?" Elina was embarrassed by her 
daughter's words and so was Jirni, at least apparently. Lady Ernas saw through his lie 
and inwardly nodded at Tista's words. 

"Well, Elina, your son may be a little too bold, but he is right. We both know there are 
some things that a young couple shouldn't discuss in front of their parents, right?" 
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Jirni whispered in Elina's ear. 


When Lith and Phloria were left alone, Lith started wracking his brain about 
something to say. Also, he needed her to quickly fall asleep, since he had no idea how 
long he could last before fatigue overwhelmed him. 

If he fell asleep first, he wouldn't wake up until the next morning, increasing the 
risks of a breakthrough. Both of them remained silent for a while until Lith found his 
answer. 

"Why don't you come closer? Back at the mining town, you had no problem sleeping 
beside me. Or was 1 just some kind of teddy bear to you?" He said with his best smile. 
Lith knew from experience that Phloria was weak to cuddles. 

They made her sleep like a baby. 

Phloria swallowed a lump of saliva, taking only her shoes off before going under the 
blankets with him. She wrapped her arms around Lith, making him flinch. 

The unexpected warm embrace soothed his restless spirit for the first time since he 
had regained his senses. Lith couldn't stop looking at her while she rubbed her body 
against his, making him feel pleasure and embarrassment at the same time. 

"To think that you mocked me so badly for using my uniform as pajamas and now 
you do the same." He tried to stop her by caressing her hair and kissing her gently, 
but it only made things worse. 

He heard her emit a soft moan while she shivered under his touch. 

"You are right. It's a little hypocritical of me." Phloria's head disappeared under the 
sheets. Lith heard a rustling sound before seeing her naked arm throwing away the 
shirt first and the pants later. 

"Is it better now?" She asked pressing her body against his again. Lith only wore light 
pajamas, there was little he couldn't feel through the fabric and the same could be 
said for her... 

"1 should have done this much earlier." She said giving him a gentle kiss, unsure how 
much he could take. In her eyes, Lith was like a cracked vase. Also, she had no idea 
what she was doing. 
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"I was so scared. I thought I had lost you for good." She started sobbing, clinging to 
him for comfort. Lith was moved by her boldness and at the same time frozen in 
surprise. 

No matter how long he looked at her, nothing happened. Lith could see Phloria's 
body only down to her shoulders, the rest was covered by the sheets, but she was the 
picture of health and stayed that way. 

He was so relieved that his hands wrapped her back, caressing it along the spine and 
enjoying her soft skin. He sensed her shivering again, but this time he was able to 
notice that it wasn't because of pleasure, she was wound up like a drum. 

"Lith, 1 have to tell you before it's too late: 11..." Lith placed his hand on her lips, 
stopping her before it really was too late. 

"No, you don't." He said as he never stopped caressing her head. 

"It's a little too early for you to use that word. We met months ago, but we have only 
really known each other for barely a month. You are not ready for this and neither 
am 1. You are just scared of the future, so you are rushing blindly to escape from your 
fears." 

Lith didn't know whether he was talking to her or himself. 

"1 care too much about you to let you make this mistake. It would scar both of us and 
likely put an end to our relationship. Never make important decisions when you are 
angry or afraid. 

"Those are not the kind of emotions you want to let cloud your judgment. They will 
always make you pick the wrong path. You deserve someone better than me, 
especially now that 1 look like your grandpa." 

Phloria managed to chuckle even if she was still sobbing a little. 

"The Phloria 1 know is bold, but not reckless. I'm not going to die anytime soon, so 
there's no reason to force yourself." He kissed her back gently, needing his sheer 
willpower to keep his hands on her head. 

"All 1 want is for you to be happy. When you have calmed down, if you still think 1 can 
make you happy, we'll resume this conversation. 1 beg of you, remember that 1 am a 
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broken person and that I have been broken once again. 


You deserve someone normal and sane, while 1 could shatter anytime and hurt you." 

Phloria never stopped sobbing, but he could sense her relaxing under his touch. 

"There is only one thing that 1 must ask of you before the night ends." He said, wiping 
away her tears with his hands. 

"Anything." She replied blushing violently. 

"Please, put your clothes on, or when our mothers will enter this room tomorrow 
morning, they'll start arranging our wedding." 

'Also, even in this debilitated state, 1 don't know how much longer 1 can hold myself 
back.' 

Lith inwardly added. He knew that, between being emotionally vulnerable and the 
self-inflicted prolonged isolation from all kinds of human contact, he was really 
susceptible to temptations from the only girl that he had allowed to become close to 
him, both physically and emotionally. 

There was only so much he could take before his pubescent body took the wheel. 
Phloria was well aware of this since she could feel something hard pressing against 
her abdomen from the moment she had taken off her clothes. 

She turned off the lights before getting out of the bed. Luckily, she hadn't thrown her 
uniform far and it was designed to easily come on and off. Lith instantly started 
regretting what he had done and the fact that none of his abilities allowed him to see 
in the dark. 
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CHAPTER 224 
MOVING ON (2) 


As soon as Phloria fell asleep, Lith got out of the bed and used Accumulation. This 
was the second time that a battle to the death had pushed him on the verge of a 
breakthrough. If not for his debilitated state, it would have already happened. 

The process was even more painful than the last time. Not only his bones, but also 
his flesh kept being destroyed and regenerated almost at the same time to force the 
impurities out of his body. 

Lith had enveloped himself inside the Hush spell, to prevent anyone from hearing his 
screams, but not before checking the room for listening or recording magical devices. 

He had the feeling that there was very little Jirni Ernas wouldn't do to reach her 
goals. After finding none, Lith could afford to relax. He tasked Solus to get rid of the 
impurities as soon as they appeared, in case he didn't make it back to bed. 

Leaving any kind of proof behind wasn't an option. 

The process was slow and excruciating, but it brought him one step closer to the blue 
core. Lith didn't know if it was due to exhaustion or because of Phloria embracing 
him even in her sleep, however that night he finally felt at peace with himself. 




The next morning, the awkward relationship Raaz and Orion had developed turned 
even more awkward. Unlike Jirni, who was able to talk about any topic, the two men 
had nothing in common outside of being both parents. 

Yet their wives were spending a lot of time together and were pressing them to do 
the same. The only thing they could talk about was their children, their experiences 
in raising them, and their expectations about their future. 

So, when they entered the room and found Lith and Phloria laying on the same bed, 
Raaz was really happy to see that she had slept above the sheets while Lith was 
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under them. There was a throbbing vein on Orion's neck that didn't bode well. 


"1 swear to the gods, if it wasn't for the fact that he is my guest and he is already 
injured, 1 would be tempted to kill your son. How do you manage to be so calm 
despite having two daughters?" Orion asked. 

"The gods seem to love me." Raaz scratched his head nervously. 

"Rena didn't start dating until she became an adult while Tista doesn't seem 
interested in dating anyone. She has set her standards too high. She compares 
everyone to her brother. How can a country boy measure up to a magician?" 

"Maybe I've failed as a father." Orion sighed. "She is still so young and yet so reckless. 
What did 1 do wrong?" 

Raaz would have liked to reply that Phloria was already past fifteen years old. On 
Mogar, the new world, most girls that age would already be at their second or third 
relationship. 

Being the father of the culprit and being Orion a head taller than him, Raaz preferred 
to remain silent. He knew what he would have done if their situations were reversed. 

"Time to wake up, my little Flower. Breakfast is ready." 

"Thanks, dad." Phloria was a bit embarrassed, making her cheeks turn red. Not about 
her father finding her on the bed, but at the thought of what had almost happened. 

"How do you feel, son?" Raaz caressed Lith's grey hair. The refining process had 
boosted Lith's magical and physical abilities, but it had left him even more exhausted 
than the day before. 

"Much better, thanks." Raaz didn't believe him, Lith was barely able to remain 
conscious. Yet he wasn't lying, his mental condition had greatly improved. 

'What almost happened last night made me understand that dad is right. Protector's 
death isn't anyone's fault. 1 would have done anything to save Carl's life, even if it 
meant losing my own. 1 can't stop others from fighting for those they love. 

'It would be as cruel as hypocritical of me. He sacrificed himself doing what he 
believed right, just like 1 almost did. Protecting someone is much harder than killing. 


traitorAIZEN 173 I 565 



too many things can go wrong. That's why I need power, much more than I already 
have!' 

Lith smiled softly to his father, his mind was at peace. His body was a mess though. 
Right after a breakthrough, until the body naturally recovered its strength, 
Invigoration was useless. 

In another couple of days, Lith was able to walk without help. His hair was returning 
to its natural color and most of the wrinkles were gone. 

"Remarkable, simply outstanding." Manohar was enthusiast of his progress. 

"Your recovery speed is unheard of. 1 had patients in a condition far less severe than 
yours and it took them weeks to get where you are now." He had become Lith's 
personal healer since the first day he had been bedridden. 

Manohar was very fond of Lith, considering him one of the few people with enough 
brain it was worth talking to. Also, he was too scared of Lady Ernas to refuse her 
request. 

She had even befriended his mother, the second person Manohar feared the most in 
the three great countries, right after Queen Sylpha. Unless he decided to disappear 
again, Jirni would always know where to find him. 

Yet if he did, the Queen had promised him that she would make sure it be the last. 
She had already prepared the official document ordering his execution, it would only 
take a signature to make it effective. 

Lith and Jirni spent quite some time together. She would often accompany him 
during his walks, discussing with him about many different topics. Thanks to 
Soluspedia, he rarely found himself at loss for words. 

'1 don't know if by meeting her expectations I'm improving our relationship or I'm 
digging my own grave.' Lith thought. 

He continued to experience visions of the death of whoever he watched for too long. 
It required a lot of willpower to stop the phenomenon, leading him to believe it was 
all in his head. 

He couldn't care for maids or butlers, but every time he saw a member of his family 
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or Phloria die horribly, his heart would cringe. Even if he knew it was just an illusion, 
it didn't make it any less painful. 

It was a mild form of torture that put his mind under serious stress while his body 
kept getting better by the day. A few days after the breakthrough, Lith had regained 
his old appearance, even getting a little taller. 

'There are only two possibilities. This Death Vision thingy is caused by my mental 
trauma or it's a consequence of my attempt to save Protector. Either way, 1 can't wait 
for it to be gone.' 

Lith had just seen Jirni die by poison, her face was blue and swollen in his eyes, 
bleeding from all her orifices. Talking to living corpses was too much even for 
someone as cynical as him. 

"I'm pleased to see how knowledgeable you are." Jirni sat down on a wicker chair 
near a small table, prompting him to do the same. They had been walking in the park 
surrounding the mansion until they found a dining area. 

"That's not enough though. I'm sorry for being so blunt while you are still recovering, 
but 1 couldn't help but notice how much my daughter cares for you. 1 want only the 
best for her and 1 need to know that we are on the same page about it. 

"What are your intentions towards her? 1 know you are still young, but she is not. 1 
have no problem if what's going between you it's just a fling. Phloria is completely 
inexperience about love. She has to start somewhere and sooner is better than later. 

"However, 1 want you to be completely honest with me and of course with her too. If 
you are not serious about this relationship, she has the right to know it." Lith 
recognized how Jirni was looking at him. 

It was the same way he did at everyone he met. She was trying to determine if he 
was someone valuable or just a disposable tool. Despite her tone was calm and her 
manners impeccable, Lith had never felt so pressured before. 

Not even when Marchioness Distar had taken him prisoner in her house until he had 
cured her daughter. Lith pinched his nose, he needed to think without being haunted 
by ghastly visions. 

"1 really like your daughter. Lady Ernas. Both as a friend and as an invaluable 
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companion. Yet I can't promise you or her anything. I have planned my future way 
ahead of time and I can tell you that marriage it's not part of the plan. 

"Once 1 become an adult, I'll join the army. It will only be the beginning of my 
journey. There are things that 1 must do before settling down and 1 have no idea how 
long it will take. 1 can't ask Phloria, or anyone for that matters, to wait for me." 

Jirni nodded, pleased by his honesty. 

'At his age, most teenagers confuse daydreaming with planning, but if he's like me, 
then he is dead serious. 1 can't force him into marriage, it would mean making an 
enemy out of him and most importantly, it would make Phloria miserable. 

'However, it is not over yet. There's no telling how their feelings can evolve, 
especially since they have yet to experience real intimacy.' 

"Just make sure she is well aware of your intentions. The rest is up to her, Phloria is 
her own woman. Here, this is a token of my goodwill, in case you should change your 
mind." Jirni took out other dimensional amulet a white hardcovered book, handing it 
to Lith with both her hands. 

There was no title nor illustration on the front cover, making Lith curious about its 
nature. He only needed to open it to a random page to realize it was the new world 
equivalent of the Kamasutra for beginners. 

"Well, well, well." Lady Ernas said with a surprised tone. 

"You didn't become beet red nor 1 can see any sign of arousal after you watched at 
those pictures. This means that you are not a virgin or at least you are devoid of 
emotions. Remember my words: if you make my little Flower suffer and 1 will return 
everything in kind." 

'Now I'm sure of it. I'm definitely digging my own grave.' Lith thought. 




Another week passed, Lith had completely recovered from his condition. The only 
traces left of his trauma were the grey streaks between his hair and the Death Vision 
still plaguing every moment of his life he shared with others. 
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He seemed to have finally hit his growth spurt. His hunger was through the roof and 
he could feel his muscles and joints aching. 


The White Griffon academy had reopened, allowing the students to go back for the 
last month of the last trimester. It had been a long year, no one was really in the 
mood for more studying, not even Lith. 

Yet he was happy to be finally out of house Ernas. Lith was tired of Phloria's parents 
constantly staring at him, even though with completely different mindsets. Jirni had 
worked hard to give them some alone time whenever it was possible, while Orion 
had put as much effort to foil his wife's plans. 

Also, he was eager to go back to his all-nighters to work on the boxes remaining in 
his pocket dimension. There was something scratching at the back of his head, telling 
him that something was wrong. He hadn't experienced any more visions, but it 
meant nothing. 

'It could mean that 1 have succeeded in avoiding that future or that it's still pending. 
Whatever it is, 1 need to find out the truth and fast!' 

Since his recovery, Lith had used all the alone time he had, including the bathroom 
breaks, to study with Invigoration the shotel Orion had borrowed to him. His heart 
bled when he had been forced to separate himself from that masterpiece, but he had 
no choice. 

The sword had been specifically designed to counter Balkor's undead and Orion had 
no reason to gift him something so precious. He had managed to gather enough data 
about the pseudo cores and the magic crystals embedded in an item to be confident 
about opening the sealed boxes. 

The first person he met on the fourth year floor was Yurial. Lith was so shocked by 
his appearance that he had to blink several times to make sure Death Vision wasn't 
responsible for what he was seeing. 

Yurial had lost several kilograms, his eyes were bloodshot and dilated. 

"Yurial, what the heck happened to you?" Lith asked. 

"Nice to meet you too, old friend." Yurial hugged him, leaving Lith flabbergasted. 
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"Are you high or something?" 


"Or something. Please, come to my room. I really need someone to talk to." 

Lith had recognized the symptoms of drug abuse, so he followed him without asking 
any more questions. 

Yurial told to Lith everything that had happened to him since his return home, from 
his efforts to change his father's mind to his tranquilizer addiction. His story was 
highlighted by many attempts to take a sip from a vial which Lith foiled every time. 

"This is different from the second exam. Back then, 1 just had to get over my trauma 
and 1 had my father by my side. You have no idea how much it meant to me that for 
once he took some time to take care of me instead of give me lectures. 

"Not to mention 1 had the girls to keep me company, 1 was never alone." Yurial half 
laughed and half cried the whole time. 

"1 can't get over my future. Tm scared shitless of it, 1 feel trapped like a mouse. I'm so 
sorry for never visiting you, but 1 didn't know what to say. 1 was too afraid you would 
have blamed me for your friend's death." 

"Sadly, 1 would have probably done it." Lith sighed. 

"1 spent my first day awake trying to find a scapegoat. I'm still having a hard time 
accepting what happened." Lith shared with him the details about his Death Vision 
and how it was driving him insane. 

"You see dead people?" Yurial offered Lith his potion. 

"No. 1 don't see ghosts. 1 see how people may die according to my paranoia. In the 
last few minutes, 1 watched you die by poisoning, decapitation and an odd illness 
that covered your corpse with moss." Lith refused the tranquilizer. 

If it actually worked, they would share the same addiction. 
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CHAPTER 225 
BODY SWAP 


"Does Phloria know about this Death Vision thingy?" Yurial asked. 

"No, she has spent too much time worrying about me night and day. I'm going to give 
her a little respite before breaking the news to her. She deserves it." 

"Man, that's exactly what I am talking about." Yurial sighed. 

"Before Balkor, everything was so easy for me. I had my future set in stone. I thought 
I had my whole life in front of me. That my sh*tty wife would give me a few heirs 
before I started searching for happiness somewhere else. 

"I didn't give a damn about love. All that I cared about was to take my father's place 
as the head of the family and make my Grand Duchy a better place for everyone to 
live in. 

"Now I feel completely lost. I can't stop thinking about all the things that I will miss 
because of my role and my marriage. To make things worse, if something happened 
to me tomorrow, nobody would care. 

"My mother barely remembers my name, while my father is always so busy that I 
rarely see him. Is it wrong for me to want to go away and have a life? To forget about 
duty and think only about myself for more than five minutes? 

"I want to have something similar to what you have with Phloria, even once, before 
duty hog-ties me like a prime roast. What do you think I should do?" 

"I'm sorry Yurial, but this is something only you can decide." Lith shook his head. 

"There are only a few things I can tell you. First, give yourself some time to recover. 
Maybe you need to re-evaluate your life's long term priorities or maybe this is just 
your anxiety talking. We both need some quiet to get things straight, right now we 
are a mess. 
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"Second, you can't go to class in that state. Unless our Professors and colleagues have 
gone blind, they'll notice how high you are. You could get in serious trouble, maybe 
even get suspended." 

Yurial sighed before using a few healing spells on himself. Cleansing his system was 
the easy part, in just a few minutes his appearance became that of someone that just 
had skipped too many meals and a few nights of sleep. 

The problem was that now he could only resort to sheer willpower to keep his inner 
demons at bay. When they met the rest of the group in the compulsory courses' class 
for the Necromancy lessons, their mood only got worse. 

While most of the class was moping in silence, the girls were smiling and laughing, 
like they had no care in the world. Yurial was so envious of house Ernas that he was 
about to pop a vein. 

Phloria's older brother was already married, ensuring the future of the family and 
relieving his sibling from any kind of pressure. 

Based on what Quylla had told him, she was walking on air. Orion was the father she 
had always wished for, and once she got used to Jirni's attempts to manipulate her, 
Quylla couldn't get angry with her. 

Not after what she had heard from Friya and Yurial about their respective biological 
mothers. Yurial couldn't agree more with her. 

'Lady Ernas may be nuttier than a fruitcake, but whatever she does to her daughters, 
she only does it because she thinks it's for their sake, not for her own.' Yurial 
thought. 

Also, while Yurial's trauma was only getting worse over time, Friya was slowly 
overcoming her own. Losing her family after her mother's escape had been the 
lowest point of her life, but she was now certain that being adopted by the Ernas 
couple was the best thing that could happen to her. 

She had finally a place where she belonged, loving relatives, and no more worries 
outside graduating from the academy. Since the fall of house Solivar, her arranged 
marriage had been called off. She was now free to do as she liked. 

The boys faked a smile and sat in their chairs, waiting for the second gong to sound. 
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Professor Zeneff entered the room, giving a sad smile to the class. The students were 
so used to her cheerfulness that the change of attiude drawn on her drew even the 
gazes of those that usually wouldn't pay attention until the start of the lesson. 

She had lost several kilograms too fast, making her appear much older than she 
actually was. Professor Zeneff seemed to be dreadfully tired, her movements were 
unsteady. 

"Good morning, dear students. 1 know 1 look terrible, just like 1 know that after all 
you went through, you probably don't want to study Necromancy one more minute 
than absolutely necessary. 

"Luckily, we are on the same page. The Black Griffon academy has suffered many 
casualties. 1 have lost many dear friends and assistants that were like family to me. 

So I'm eager to get over our lessons as much as you do and go back home. 

"Today I'll teach you how to possess the body of one of your undead and use it as it 
was your own. This is the last thing you need to learn to complete this subject. 1 told 
you at the beginning that my course would be quick and easy. 1 kept my word." 

Her voice lacked the enthusiasm they had become used to. The gloomy atmosphere 
of the class became even worse. 

"The principle behind it is relatively simple." She made appear a rat skeleton, turning 
it into an undead, and imprinting it with her mark in a few seconds. 

Death Vision made Lith see the undead's eyes turn off once the spell had lost its 
effectiveness and then after its body was crushed under something heavy. 

'What the heck? Do 1 care for undead too or is this some kind of curse?' Lith thought. 

"When 1 taught you how to move them and impart them simple commands, 1 
explained to you how to perceive the mana that you have transferred within the 
corpse and move it with your will. 

"Even if detached from your body, it's still a part of you." 

Professor Zeneff placed her hand on the undead. Its eyes turned blue and it 
continued the explanation using Zeneff's voice. 
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"The last step requires for you to transfer your consciousness along with the mana. 
You have to find that sliver of your essence and establish a connection with it. 1 
always suggest imagining it like creating a tunnel between the sliver and your 
consciousness. 

"Then, imagine opening a door that leads outside your body and into the tunnel. 

Push your will through that door not to enforce a single thought, but your whole 
being. It can be done at any moment after creating an undead. 

It will allow you to see, hear, and speak as if you were there. 

"The process doesn't consume your mana, but the longer you use this technique and 
the farther you get from your real body, the greater is the focus required. Always 
remember that as long as you possess an undead, you can't use any magic and your 
own body is helpless. 

"Also, if the corpse gets destroyed while you are still inhabiting hit, your mind could 
experience mild damage. Not enough to suffer from long lasting consequences, but 
enough to knock you out for a few minutes. 

"In the event of danger, the best course of action is always to get out of the undead, 
animate a new one and take a different route." 

Professor Zeneff returned to her body. Then, with a clap other hands, she made a rat 
skeleton appear on each student's desk and a small metal bucket at their side. While 
some like Lith had no idea what the purpose of the bucket was, many others soon 
had a dire need of it. 

Even if the rats and Balkor's creations were worlds apart in all respects, the feeling 
that the darkness magic animating them gave off was similar. Most of the students 
still had nightmares about those three days. 

Darkness magic made them remember the fear of death they had experienced and 
the comrades they had lost. A series of dry heaving was quickly followed by puking 
sounds. 

"I'm really sorry guys, but if you don't complete the task. I'll have to fail you." 
Professor Zeneff sniffed, empathizing with their feelings. 

"Be strong and consider this lesson as shock therapy. If you manage to succeed today. 
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you will not be forced to raise another undead until you graduate from the academy. 
There are no Necromancy lessons during the fifth year, you have my word for it." 

The desire to get rid of the undead once and for all was motivation enough for most 
students to overcome their fear and start practicing. 

Lith was already used to control multiple lesser undead at will, also he had decided 
to stop holding back. Merging with the undead's blood core wasn't much different 
from entering the mind space he shared with Solus. 

Once he identified the part of him residing inside the creature, all he had to do was to 
force the sliver of his life force to take over the entire blood core. 

Lith could feel his creation weakly rejecting him. Even with the mark forcing it into 
submission, the creature instinctively resisted the possession. The gap in willpower 
was abysmal, so it took him only a few seconds to complete the process. 

The sensation he experienced though the rat's corpse was terrible. The world 
around him had turned black and white, all colors had disappeared. He couldn't 
smell anything and all of his new body was insensitive. 

Either Lith touched the wooden desk or his originals' body hand, he couldn't feel any 
difference between the two. Even moving was awkward. Not only was Lith not used 
to moving on all four with such a different center of gravity, but also he could feel the 
body trying to expel him. 

Even a mindless creature like an undead rat had enough hatred for the living to 
reject its creator's mind. It took Lith only a few minutes to get accustomed to the 
new body, but he could feel the resistance the creature offered increasing over time. 

It was like keeping a spring compressed and preventing it to return to its natural 
shape. 

The Lith rat jumped down from his desk, landing with the grace of a rock. Luckily, he 
felt no pain from the impact. 

'If this is what it feels like being an undead, then it's simply appalling. The only 
bright side is that 1 don't have Death Vision in this form.' He thought. 

"Professor Zeneff, is this enough for a passing grade?" Lith approached the teacher's 
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desk, while Zeneff and a few students clapped at his performance. 


"No, but it's a great result. Do it again another nine times and you will pass the basic 
Necromancy course with flying colors." 

Abandoning the corpse turned out to be easy. As soon Lith let his concentration slip, 
he found himself back in his own body. He waited for a few seconds before trying 
again, hoping to be finally free from Death Vision. 

Yet when he saw some invisible beast bite Professor Zeneff's head off, Lith 
understood that things weren't so simple. He repeated the process ten times without 
a hitch, obtaining a round of applause from the whole class and thirty points from 
Professor Zeneff. 

Lith spent the rest of the lesson helping the Professor in teaching to his classmates, 
giving them hints and tips. Soon everyone became able to possess the undead, but 
despite all the support provided to them, some weren't able to keep the creatures 
under control for more than a few seconds. 

The shock from the past fight against the undead was still strong enough for their 
minds to reject the corpse as strongly as it rejected them. Yurial was among them 
and even by the end of the lesson he hadn't been able to achieve a single success. 

Things went smoothly during the following dimensional magic lesson instead. Lith, 
Phloria, and Yurial were already capable of successfully perform Switch, however 
they would still fail from time to time. 

Succeeding eight times out of ten was a great result, but if it happened during a real 
battle it could prove to be fatal, so they kept striving for perfection under Professor 
Rudd's strict supervision. 

He seemed to have changed too, albeit not physically. He gave them actual pointers 
instead of sarcastic remarks or riddles. Rudd would also explain to them what their 
recurring mistakes were and how to fix them. 

With his help, they estimated that in another couple of lessons they would 
completely master the Switch spell and obtain more free time along with Friya and 
Quylla. 

After dinner, Lith made up an excuse and went straight to his room. Seeing Phloria so 
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happy had made him change his mind. 

'I'll tell her about Death Vision another time. She's finally getting along with her 
sisters. I don't want to spoil Phloria's happiness with my problems. Her smile means 
too much to me.' 

Thanks to Invigoration, he quickly returned to his peak condition and then started to 
work on the boxes. 

Now that he was finally aware that multiple pseudo cores could exist within the 
same magical item and knew how they would interact with magic crystals, Lith was 
certain he would succeed opening at least one. 
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CHAPTER 226 
MYSTERY BOX 


Back in his room, Lith used Invigoration on one of the few boxes he had left, carefully 
studying its pseudo cores, mana pathways, and the mana crystals that sealed it. 

He had taken notes on everything he learned so far about them, and thanks to 
Soluspedia he could remember everything with but a thought. 

He started simultaneously attacking the mana pathways and the mana crystals, 
letting the energy they contained leak at the same rate. While both were draining, 
Lith also had to prevent the three pseudo cores desynchronizing. 

The last time he attempted opening the boxes, he failed because he had never 
wielded a crystal embedded item. Therefore he didn't know that the only way to 
prevent the prevent destructive desynchronization was to imitate the mana 
signature of the crystals and inject mana in the pseudo cores every time they would 
go out of phase. 

The process was long and required surgical precision. Lith had already learned that 
if he damaged the mana pathways too much, making the energy leak happen too fast, 
the box would just explode. 

He had to bide his time, slowly eroding the pathways and corrupting the crystal with 
darkness magic while using spirit magic to keep the pseudo cores stable. 

'Damn, how can normal Forgemasters open these frigging things without 
Invigoration? 1 already consumed thrice my whole mana reserve and 1 have a lot of 
it.' Lith thought. 

When the box was finally opened, Lith was drenched in sweat. 

'Don't push yourself so hard! You have yet to recover completely. Remember there's 
only so much Invigoration can do until you are back to your peak condition.' Solus 
was still worried about him. 
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After the breakthrough, Lith's body had quickly returned to its old appearance, 
except for the grey streaks in his hair. She had no idea how having lost so much life 
force would affect him in the long term, but Solus was certain there would be a price 
to pay. 

At the moment, Lith was around 80% of his full strength and was getting better by 
the day. Yet because of his injuries, using his full focus would make Lith tire faster 
than usual and Invigoration could only restore his mana up to his current limit. 

Lith nodded. He couldn't wait to take a hot bath and relax. A long time had passed 
since he had a vision of the future, he had yet to understand if the boxes still held any 
significance. 

He pressed the blue crystal in the center of the briefcase-looking box and watched it 
unfold. The box grew bigger and bigger until it became the size and shape of a huge 
wardrobe. When Lith opened it, he remained flabbergasted. 

Inside there was the closest thing to an Earth portable chemical lab he had ever seen. 
To make things even weirder, it seemed to be completely automated. Mechanical 
hands opened and mixed the content of several glass containers. 

There were even a few Bunsen burners that the hands would light with a flintstone 
and use them to briefly warm up some of the liquids. In a few minutes the process 
was complete and one of the hands placed a small flask containing a transparent 
liquid at the center of the cabinet. 

Chemistry and Alchemy were too different for Lith to understand what he had just 
seen. Also, most of the ingredients were magical in nature and had no counterpart on 
Earth. 

'Solus, you are the one following the Alchemy lessons. Any idea of what has just 
happened?' Lith asked. 

'Beats me. 1 only have fourth year knowledge.' She mentally shrugged. '1 can prepare 
fire seeds, low tier potions, and some basic wands but that's all. This stuff is 
advanced Alchemy, to the point where 1 have seen this machine perform at least five 
reactions that Professor Ryner told us were impossible. 

In theory, everything should have been blown up to pieces. Whoever did this is a true 
genius!' 
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Lith took the flask, examining it with Invigoration while it was still sealed with a 
stopper. Whatever it was, it didn't seem to be magical in nature. With no other 
option, Lith conjured a small but strong barrier around the flask, fearing it would 
explode. 

Then, he opened it from a distance with spirit magic. Once again, nothing happened. 

'Damn, I hate riddles. Couldn't they add a warning label or an instruction manual? 
There is only one way to understand what the heck this is.' 

Lith removed the stopper, taking a single droplet of the silver liquid it contained with 
water magic and put it on his own tongue. It was tasteless and odorless too, making 
it impossible to understand its nature with an external examination. 

Lith was forced to swallow it and keep an eye on it with Invigoration. Everything that 
followed didn't make sense to him. 

The droplet didn't disperse nor did it mix with his saliva. It went straight for his 
stomach, remaining unaffected by the acids, then it entered the bloodstream via his 
intestine and then spread out evenly through all of his body. 

Lith didn't feel any better or worse for it, but he wasn't willing to ingest another 
droplet blindly. He used Invigoration to cleanse it from his system, instantly 
recognizing the unpleasant feeling that followed. 

The liquid was resisting his efforts, nullifying part of the mana he employed as soon 
as they made contact. Yet he had cleansed so much of that toxin that the procedure 
was second nature to him, easily purging it out of his body. 

'F*ck me sideways! This is the anti magic parasite toxin! In an even more powerful 
and effective form at that. Why the heck did they send it to the White Griffon 
academy? Poisoning someone with this thing makes no sense. 

'As soon as a mage loses their powers, the scheme would be revealed. Killing 
someone with this stuff takes weeks. Also, why send all this terrible contraption? 
Why didn't they just give their accomplices the flask?' 

Lith received the answer to his question a few minutes later, while he was still 
remembering the details about his vision. Both the droplet he had extracted from his 
body and the liquid in the flask became cloudy before turning into a fine dust. 
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'That's some first rate paranoia!' Solus blurted out. 


'That's why. Once the stopper is removed, the toxin must be used quickly or it self 
destructs, leaving no proof behind. Still, it doesn't make sense. You, Marth, Manohar, 
there are a lot of people in the White Griffon that would immediately recognize it. 

What's the point of making the students or the Professor lose their powers?' 

'Maybe they were planning to use the toxin to make them helpless during an 
assault?' Lith realized how idiotic the idea was as soon as he thought it out loud. 

Even without their magic, the Professors could still rely on the arrays. Fueled by the 
power core, they were the academy's greatest weapon and defense at the same time. 
Also, even if completely powerless, Linjos could still use the communication amulet 
and the Warp Gate in his office to call for help. 

Lith searched the rest of the cabinet for clues. Aside from the magical ingredients, all 
heavily protected by thick enchanted glass, there was just a single drawer. Inside, 

Lith found three envelopes. 

Each one contained a different item and several pills of unknown purpose. The 
quality of the items varied greatly. One was a plain ring, identical to the magical ones 
students would exchange points for. 

Another was a precious necklace with several diamonds embedded and the last one 
looked like a cheap bracelet, something that only someone of humble origins would 
wear. No matter if their design was elaborate or plain, they all had the same 
enchantment. 

When he used Invigoration for the first time on one of them, he was amazed by the 
complexity of the forgemastered spell matrix. It held five pseudo cores that required 
so many mana pathways that there was not an inch of the item that wasn't filled with 
runes. 

He also discovered several small magic crystals embedded in each one of them, 
crafted so masterfully to be almost invisible unless one knew where to look. 

Lith had no idea what could require such a complex enchantment, so he imprinted 
the ring with his mana and then he wore it. After several attempts, Lith realized that, 
whatever was its purpose, it wasn't something as simple as point and shoot. 
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After taking the ring off, Lith opened two more boxes. Each one contained the 
portable lab and had its own drawer with a different set of accessories. No two were 
alike. Each magical item was accompanied by several pills. It was the only thing they 
had in common aside from the enchantment. 

All this time and effort and I've just moved from square one to square two. 1 need to 
understand the reason they smuggled the toxin inside the academy and what the 
heck these things are. 

'1 wish 1 could ask the Marchioness or Lady Ernas for help, but 1 have no way to 
explain to them why 1 have more boxes nor how 1 managed to open them. Damn, 1 
could really use a vision right now. 

Useless dryads and their half baked gifts.' 

After a long hot bath, Lith went to sleep. He was exhausted, only rest could help him 
recover from the damage his body had sustained. It took him some time to fall 
asleep. It wasn't just that he couldn't stop thinking about the boxes, but he also really 
missed Phloria. 

He had got so used to her presence that, ever since he left house Ernas, he had 
trouble sleeping. His rest would be disturbed by nightmares about Protector's death 
and by the recurring visions of his loved ones dying over and over again. 

'From tomorrow onward. I'll train myself to stop Death Vision whenever my focus is 
not required for something important. I'm starting to get tired of this sh*t. 1 still have 
too many things to do before 1 can allow myself to waste time on self pity. 

'No matter what the future holds. As long as my strength keeps increasing, the 
number of threats to whoever 1 hold dear will become less and less. We're in this 
together, right Solus?' Lith thought. 

'Always.' She replied, giving him hope. 




The next morning, the first lesson was the Magic Crystals class. However, the 
Professor that entered the room after the second gong wasn't Nalear. The students 
were curious and worried at the same time. 
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No one had seen Professor Nalear since the attack, so they were naturally concerned 
something may have happened to her. On the other hand, there was something 
majestic in the newcomer's appearance that piqued everyone's curiosity. 

The new Professor was a woman, around thirty years old with chin length red hair. 
She was very tall, almost 1.8 meter high with a muscular build that was more 

suited to a front line soldier than a Professor. 

There was something noble about the grace other movements. Each one of them 
seemed to be full of strength yet incredibly delicate. She exuded an aura of power 
that Lith had never experienced before, completely different from the killing intent 
he usually employed. 

He felt like he was staring to a natural born leader, someone that people would 
gladly give their life for, even if they had only known her for a few hours. They were 
polar opposites, if she was the sun then he was the moon. 

"Good morning, students. I'm Professor Amyla Farg. 1 will replace Professor Nalear 
until she makes a full recovery. During the three days of siege, she was tainted by a 
Valor's life force while attempting to protect you. 

"She didn't receive proper care until the undead was disposed of, so she fell into a 
coma and has yet to recover." Many students became pale while remembering that 
night, Lith included. 

"Don't worry, the worst is over. Her condition is stable and slowly improving. If she 
has managed to survive until now, I'm sure she will overcome the hurdle and awaken 
soon. Very few among those tainted managed to survive, she is one of the lucky 
ones." 

She looked for a moment at Lith's group and many students did the same. Yurial's 
and Phloria's miraculous survival was a well known fact, so they couldn't help but 
wonder how they managed to come out unscathed. 

Farg tried not to stare for too long at Lith. Professor Farg was actually a member of 
the Queen's Corpse, the secret unit of Awakened ones at the service of the Crown. 

Tyris had sent her to keep an eye on the hybrid and make sure he wasn't a threat. 

Her orders were clear: "Observe him without interfering and kill him at the first sign 
of danger." 
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"Today's lesson is a little special. It's something that you were supposed to learn 
during your trip to the mines, but 1 doubt any of you want to go back to the mining 
town again. Hence, the Headmaster was kind enough to reinforce the protections of 
the classroom and transport high tier crystals here." 

She clapped her hands, making a mana blade required for crystalsmithing and a 
deep blue crystal the size of a coconut appear on each student's desk. 

"Before we start, 1 want to warn each one of you of the risks this exercise involves. 
The array surrounding the class will keep you perfectly safe, but the same cannot be 
said for your academic career." 
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CHAPTER 227 
MANA BREATH 


"Even if they are just deep blue crystals, they are still very expensive. If you fail the 
following procedure, the gemstone will be destroyed and you will receive another 
one. There are only three crystals for each one of you. 

"Destroying them all will mark the end of the lesson, of the need of attend this 
subject as well as of any chance of becoming a Crystalsmith." 

"Since you have come so far, you will still get a passing grade, but no Master 
Crystalsmith will take an apprentice incapable of handling a blue crystal after three 
months of practice." Professor Farg explained. 

"What's required from you it's the same thing you have already done countless 
times, but with a major difference. When you'll use the Crystalsmith spell Scope on 
the gemstone, you'll notice there are no lines inside. 

You will only see a dot moving at a speed that will change from time to time. That's 
because, unlike the mid tier crystals, high tier ones are able to replenish their mana 
quickly. This property gives them a unique mana flow that is called Mana Breath. 

A true Crystalsmith must be able to perceive the Breath clearly enough to follow its 
movements and cut the gemstone accordingly. Remember, the density of the mana 
blade must be kept constant. 

If you focus too much on the Breath, the blade will damage the crystal. If the crystal 
receives too much damage, it will explode. Like everything in life, the key is to find 
balance in what you do. Good luck to everyone." 

The Magic Crystal course was the reason why Lith's mana sensibility had improved 
so much during the last months. 

Scope was a spell that relied entirely on the caster's perception and he had always 
used it instead of Invigoration during the exercises. It was the first opportunity he 
had to train his mana sensibility without endangering anyone. 
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Unlike healing magic, there was no life on the line, wasting a crystal scrap meant 
nothing to him. Also, it was much simpler than dimensional magic, since he didn't 
have to feel and manipulate multiple flows at a time, but only a static one. 

Lith cast Scope, becoming able to see the dot Farg talked about. It moved with an 
irregular pattern and speed. Lith studied it for a while before understanding that the 
Breath had no fixed route. He was forced to rotate the crystal from time to time to 
follow its movements. 

'Let's see what Invigoration reveals.' He thought. 

Lith discovered that even the size of the dot changed with time, but most 
importantly, he was now able to see the circulatory system of the breath. It was like a 
maze, the branches of which crossed over several times. 

It was still a chaotic mess that allowed the Breath to change direction most of the 
time, but Invigoration would still give him a great edge compared to the Scope spell. 
With Invigoration, Lith would know when the Breath could change direction and 
when it would be forced to move in a straight line instead. 

'My mana sensibility still needs some work. I'll use Scope on the first two crystals 
and save Invigoration for the last. 1 don't aim to become a Crystalsmith, so 1 better 
use this opportunity to practice at the academy's expense rather than mine.' 

No matter how much pain or grief Lith was going through, he was still stingy beyond 
belief. 

After conjuring Scope once again, Lith began cutting the crystal. The more progress 
he made, the more the gemstone shrunk, increasing in power and quality. The 
problem was that the smaller it became, the more sudden the turns the Breath 
would take. 

It was like an Earth roguelike game. At each new level, the difficulty would go up and 
what he learned from the previous run was useless. It was all a matter of focus and 
precision, never letting the mana blade stray too much from the dot. 

Lith almost managed to refine the first crystal, but one error too many made it 
crumble and he had to start over. At the second attempt, his efforts were rewarded 
with success. He took a short break to relax, discovering that even Quylla had failed 
once. 
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"I got too cocky and paid for it." She explained while shrugging. Lith used Scope on 
the third Crystal too. He had already passed the exercise, but he needed all the 
training he could get to sharpen his senses. 

By the end of the lesson, Lith's group had successfully cut all of their crystals. Only 
Lith and Quylla had lost one. 

The second lesson of the day was the Healer specialization. The group performed the 
house calls under Professor Ironhelm's escort. Professor Trasque was dead and 
Ironhelm had been assigned to replace him. 

Lukart had long fled the Griffon Kingdom thanks to the traitor's help, so no one was 
making attempts on Yurial's life anymore. Their rounds were peaceful, traveling from 
town to town and seeing many different cities bustling with the daily activities 
helped them to relax. 

It also gave Yurial an idea that he shared with the others during dinner back at the 
academy. 

"Why don't you all come to my house after we graduate from the fourth year? In my 
Duchy, the weather is nice even during winter. We could travel together and 1 would 
show you the best places my lands have to offer. 

"If 1 go back home alone. I'll be forced to spend all the winter break before the fifth 
year studying magic and so would you. 1 say we deserve a couple of weeks of 
vacation." 

The girls unanimously agreed. When Orion was home with them, he was a great 
father, but also a strict teacher. He left them little time for slacking off. When he was 
away for work, Jirni would turn everything into a competition. 

She wouldn't force them to do anything, but she always seemed to know which 
buttons to push to make them dance in her hands. Compared to her, the academy 
was a relaxing environment. 

Lith was the only one still on the fence. Two weeks was a lot of time for him. He had 
yet to inform Selia of her loss and had no idea how to give her the bad news. In his 
experience, no matter what he said, it would break her heart. 

With the baby coming, she would need all the help she could get. Even if Lith had 
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never agreed with Protector's request, he was determined to fulfill his friend's last 
wish. 


No matter what the others said to convince him, the best they could get was a 
hollow: 

"I'll think about it." 

Later, after much thinking, he went to Phloria's room. 

When she opened the door, her hair was arranged in a strange updo, held in place by 
hairpins and curlers Lith had never seen before. 

"Nice hair." He said, failing to suppress a chuckle. "What's that stuff?" 

"Something you were never supposed to see. Having long hair is a hassle. Or did you 
think they are naturally that wavy?" She replied with an annoyed tone. 

"1 never saw you using them at the mining town or when 1 was a guest in your 
home." 

"Well, duh! 1 had more important things to care about at the moment. In fact, 1 was 
always a mess." 

"So you say, 1 never noticed any mess." His words turned Phloria's mood upside 
down, making her smile from ear to ear. 

"Well, come in. Sorry for the mess, 1 have just finished bathing. Your visit caught me 
by surprise." She let him inside her room, but aside from a bathrobe on the bed and 
more curlers on the nightstand, there was nothing out of place. 

"Yeah, sorry. We need to talk." Phloria froze in place. In her mind, those words still 
meant: "We have to break up." 

"Please, it's better for you to sit down. Some of the things 1 have to say aren't exactly 
good news." 

Phloria did as requested, followed by Lith that sat right next to her. 

'This should be a good sign. If he was going to dump me, he would keep his distance. 
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Or so my brother says at least.' She thought. 


Lith took a deep breath to calm down and then told her about everything that was 
troubling him. He explained to her how Death Vision was torturing him, how 
nightmares still haunted him, and how his body was still recovering. 

"1 didn't tell you any of this before because 1 wanted to leave you some space. You 
deserved a break from the drama that is my life. If you want..." 

Lith was going to say that he would understand if she wanted to take a break from 
their relationship or find someone less complicated when he realized that, after he 
had spoken of his nightmares, she had stopped listening to him. 

She had stars in her eyes and a big smile on her face. 

"Let me get this straight." She said once she noticed he wasn't talking anymore. 

"Death Vision stops when you are with me, like right now?" 

"Yes." Lith had noticed that if they were close enough. Death Vision's effects 
disappeared. That was the reason he sat close to her. He lacked the willpower to 
dump her and hold Death Vision back at the same time. 

"Also, you have no bad dreams when 1 sleep beside you." 

"Correct again." Phloria closed in, her face was now centimeters from his own. 

"Doesn't that mean that Tm special to you? As in really special?" 

"You are, but that's not the point. You..." He tried to make her listen to reason, but 
she put her index finger on his mouth, stopping him. 

"Just answer one question. Do you like me? Even with this contraption on my head?" 
"That's two questions, but yes to both." 

"That's all that matters to me." She gave him a deep kiss, making all his fears and 
worries fade away like a dense fog in front of the rising sun. Her warmth and her 
gentle touch over his skin were all Lith could think about. 
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"One more thing." He said as soon as she gave him a second to breathe. 


"I can't take you out on a date during the weekend. I plan to go back to the mining 
town and visit Protector's grave. I can't keep being chained to the failures of my past. 
1 need to face them and have my closure. That's the only way 1 can move on." 

"Great idea. When do we leave?" Lith's surprised expression made her giggle. 

"Did you really think 1 would let you go there alone? Then you are crazier than you 
think." She kissed him again, this time just a peck, before accompanying him to the 
door. 

"Sorry, but you can't stay. Let me know when you decide about the trip. We could ask 
the others to come with us. They need some closure too, especially Yurial." 

After another goodnight kiss, Phloria closed the door behind her. Now that she was 
alone, she couldn't stop to giggling and smiling like a little girl. 

'1 still can't believe Lith told me I'm special to him, nor that I'm the only one that 
makes Death Vision stop.' 

Lith returned to his room. When he opened the door, his mind was still arguing with 
his body about lost chances. He spent half the night using Accumulation, to further 
refine his mana core and improve his abilities. 

The other half he slept to help his body recover. Even alone, he managed to sleep 
peacefully. 




The rest of the week passed quickly. Aside from home calls during the morning, Lith 
only had the Magic Crystal and Forgemaster classes to attend. 

He had already completed the Necromancy and Dimensional magic courses. It left 
him with a lot of free time that he used to practice Forgemastering under 
Wanemyre's supervision, rest, and use Accumulation. 

He was now also able to keep Death Vision in check with minimum effort unless 
something unexpected broke his concentration. The only side effect was that he 
always had a serious expression on his face, since he couldn't allow himself to relax. 
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The others would mock him to no end for this, saying that he had his glare back. Lith 
was so annoyed by their childish behavior that he ended up explaining to them about 
Death Vision and his plans for the weekend. 

Yurial followed his lead, sharing with the others his worries about the future and the 
relapse in his addiction, against which he was currently struggling. The mood in the 
room turned gloomy for the first time since they had returned to the academy, but 
Yurial and Lith both felt better for not having to hide their burden anymore. 

"Mind if 1 join you? My fiancee is coming to my house for a visit and 1 have no desire 
to waste my time with her." Yurial kept playing with a tranquilizer vial, taking the 
stopper on and off, fighting the temptation of taking a sip. 

"Helping a friend is a much better excuse than remaining at the academy to cram. 
Also, it may help me with my problems too. If 1 manage to beat Balkor's shadow out 
of my head, tolerating Libea will be child's play in comparison." 

Lith had never meant for the trip to be romantic, but before answering he looked at 
Phloria. Albeit their relationship was mostly platonic, he couldn't ignore her feelings 
since they had planned the trip together. 

"Sure, you can come with us." Phloria nodded. "1 have prepared two dimensional 
tents anyway. You can share Lith's." 

"Tents?" Lith furrowed his brown. 

"What for? I'm not planning on spending the night there. It would be creepy and 
depressing." 

'Yeah, especially now that you know you would have to spend it alone' Solus mocked 
him. She was happy seeing the old cranky Lith back in action. 

"Me neither." Phloria shrugged. "The forest is a magical place though. With 
everything that has happened this year, we never managed to have the trip to the 
forest we had planned after the mock exam. 

1 thought we may as well spend the whole weekend there. At our level, magical 
beasts are not a threat." 

"It sounds like a plan." Quylla nodded. "We all need some rest and relaxation." 
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"Yeah, it will also be the first time we are all together outside the academy without 
something or someone trying to kill us." Friya said. 
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CHAPTER 228 
FIELD TRIP 


The clerk at the academy's entrance looked at Lith's group like they were a bunch of 
lunatics. 

"Normally, a group of five would be perfect, but the academy advises against going 
into the forest. We lack staff, so in case anything happens rescue teams might come 
late, as in very late. 

"Also, a lot of magical beasts have been hurt or died, so they may hold a grudge 
against humans. Are you sure you aren't willing to reconsider? Remember that you 
can't open Warp Steps in the academy's proximity without a special pass." 

The group nodded in unison. Even if they couldn't get inside the academy, they could 
still escape from whatever danger they met. They paid the required merit points and 
left through the front gate. 

"Do we walk or fly?" Lith asked. The trip was already different from what he had 
planned, so he had no haste. 

"Walk. The mining town is only twenty kilometers from the academy." Phloria 
replied after checking on a map. 

"It should take us only five or six hours to get there. We can use that time to enjoy 
the scenery while we search for magical plants or natural treasures. Nothing 
prevents us from flying in case we get tired of walking." 

Phloria took the lead of the group and Lith asked her to teach him how to read a 
map. He was still a city man. He wasn't able to understand where he was without 
looking at the sun. Over the years, he had explored the Trawn woods until he knew it 
like the back of his hand. 

The forest surrounding the academy had denser vegetation, making it hard to walk 
in a straight line. Having packed provisions from the canteen, they had no need to 
hunt, yet Lith would use Life Vision from time to time to check his surroundings. 
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The more they got deep in the forest, the more his hunter instinct told him there was 
something wrong. There was little wildlife around, too little considering that during 
the attack, Balkor's undead had no reason to bother normal animals. 

Even if some of them had run away from their dens, after so much time they were 
supposed to have returned. Unless something had happened. 

Despite Lith's group was very conscious of their surroundings, they didn't find any 
magical treasure during the first two hours. On the other hand, they would often get 
lost forcing someone to fly and take note of the respective positions of the sun and 
the academy. 

Phloria knew how to read a map, at least in theory. It was her first time putting her 
knowledge to use, hence she was prone to mistakes. 

"1 still can't use dimensional magic." Lith informed the rest of the group after another 
failed attempt. 

"You can." Quylla lectured him, taking something out other dimensional amulet. 

"It's just that the academy arrays prevent any kind of long range spell aside from the 
flying ones. We can still Blink or Switch, but any dimensional corridor that stretches 
for more than ten meters gets disrupted." 

"How do you know so much about the academy?" Lith checked the books in 
Soluspedia and there was only vague information about the nature of the arrays. 

Also, unlike him, Quylla hadn't performed experiments along the way. 

It was hard to miss someone chanting. 

"Td like to tell you that 1 discovered it while we were walking, but the truth is that 
after 1 completed dimensional magic and Necromancy both. I've got too much free 
time on my hands. 

"So, when you guys have your specialization classes 1 spend a lot of time in the 
library. Professor Rudd is often there and he loves talking about dimensional magic. 
He taught me a lot during our conversations. 

He isn't so bad once you know him better." 
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Lith nodded. He actually had his reservations about the Professor, but he didn't have 
the time or will to talk about him. His instincts kept telling him that something was 
wrong, but neither Life Vision nor mana sense perceived a threat. 

Unbeknownst to the group. Professor Farg had been following them ever since they 
had left the academy. She kept her distance, using an artifact to not lose their traces. 

'According to Lady Tyris, the target is an Awakened one. If 1 get too close, he'll spot 
me with Life Vision.' She thought. 

'1 don't know what their goal is, but their behavior is definitely suspicious. The group 
keeps moving erratically, if it wasn't for the artifact 1 would have lost them already. 
The girl leading them is a master of misdirection, worthy of her mother.' 

"You have no idea where we are, am 1 right?" Friya asked. 

"No, you are not." Phloria flew above the trees, returning a few seconds later. 

"I'm getting the hang of this, don't worry." 

"Stay on your toes, guys." Lith warned them, sniffing the air and recognizing a 
familiar smell. 

"Clackers incoming." They were now close enough to allow him to distinguish their 
pseudo chirping from the real birds sounds. 

Everyone readied their weapon, but no one was worried. They all had improved by 
leaps and bounds since the mock exam and Clackers were a threat only if they 
managed to catch their victim by surprise. 

When the monsters swarmed them from all directions, including from above, they 
didn't fell so confident anymore. What made them worry wasn't their numbers, but 
their size. 

Clackers were spider type magical beasts, they had black bodies covered in long 
bristles that served as sensory organs, with red dots all over. They were supposed to 
be as big as a Labrador tops, but the ones attacking them were the size of a human 
being. 

Yurial would have liked to curse at their bad luck, but he was too busy casting a 
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barrier to deflect the acidic spit he was sure their enemies would employ. 


Yet instead of using their webs and long range attacks, the Clackers on the trees cut 
their threads, falling through the air barrier while even bigger specimens were 
charging head on. 

Phloria and Friya had already activated Full Guard, a Mage Knight spell that gave 
them complete combat awareness of their surroundings in a radius of 1.5 metres [5 
feet}. Phloria quickly reached Yurial, while Friya did the same for Quylla. 

The two quickly killed all the spiders that had landed close to their friends. Their 
swords could easily cut through the enemies, while their flaming shields conjured 
out of fire and earth would intercept the incoming attacks and inflict painful burns. 

The role of a Mage Knight was to buy enough time for their allies to cast their spells. 

Lith dodged a falling Clacker squashing its head with a single hand before it could 
even land. After facing a Valor, he could hardly consider those oversized arachnids a 
threat. 

Lith took out from his pocket dimension the daggers he had enchanted during his 
Forgemaster classes. 

It was a good occasion to put them to test, since their blades were short enough to 
perfectly integrate with his hand to hand techniques. Lith darted forward, 
intercepting the bigger ones that were charging at them. 

He infused his body with both air and fire magic, boosting his strength and speed. 

A single fist was enough to crush the head of a Clacker bold enough to try biting him. 
Being Lith alone against dozens, the spiders thought they would make short work of 
him, realizing their mistake only when it was too late. 

Lith moved so fast that their sensory organs could barely determine his position. 
Whenever he approached an enemy, a gaping wound would appear. Between his 
talent in locating vital spots and his weapons, every one of his strikes was crippling if 
not lethal. 

Despite the daggers' average quality, Lith's strength coupled with their 
enchantments was more than enough to pierce the monsters' exoskeleton and then 


traitorAIZEN 204 I 565 



open them up like they were made of paper. 


The weapons he was wielding were one enchanted with air magic and the other with 
fire magic. The former was enveloped by air currents enhancing its edge to the point 
it could cut through stone. 

The latter's blade was so hot that it would make its victims' blood and innards boil at 
every strike. Even if they managed to survive, the wounded Clackers were in so much 
pain they could only curl up on the ground writhing uncontrollably. 

Lith had chosen those daggers because he wanted to see if evolved arachnids would 
feel fear for their lives or compassion for their kin. Judging from their reactions to 
their fallen brethren's screams of agony the answer was yes to both. 

The Clackers in front of Lith stopped advancing, using the acid spit to keep him away 
from their wounded companions. Lith grinned, while with a twist of his fists he took 
control of the incoming attacks with water magic and sent them back to where they 
came from. 

The spiders were caught by surprise. Most of them were still spitting while their 
bodies started to suffer from the effects of their own acid. Lith then stomped his left 
foot on the ground, transmitting his mana and will, making rock spears erupt from 
the ground that impaled his enemies. 

All the Clackers around him were dead or agonizing, so he threw a glance over his 
shoulder to check the others. 

Despite their best efforts, his four companions were already surrounded. 

"Rings!" Yurial shouted, releasing the spells he had stored to repel the waves of 
Clackers without wasting time to chant. The girls followed his lead, using the barrage 
of spells to break free from the encirclement and turn their enemies into mincemeat. 

Lith rushed back to help them, only to discover his teammates had the situation 
under control. 

Quylla was using quick tier three spells to kill the Clackers above their heads while 
Yurial used a mix of first magic and tier one spells to block all kind of long ranged 
attacks directed against the four of them. 
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Each one of his spells was too weak to harm the enemies, but he could cast them fast 
enough to deflect the acidic spits and burn the webs the Clackers were throwing at 
them before they could do any damage. 

Friya and Phloria were swinging their swords non stop, cutting apart those that 
came too close. Unlike Lith's daggers, their swords would penetrate deeply into the 
enemy and then release a dark magic pulse that made their organs collapse. 

Mage Knights' specialty was the ability to summon an elemental tower shield that 
would float in the air according to their will, always leaving them a free hand to use 
potions or cast Mage Knight spells. 

The one they were using at the moment was called Phantom Blade. Their weapons 
were engulfed in mystical energies that using their blades as a template, could 
temporarily extend them tripling their attack range. 

Phantom Blades were made of light, hence they were weightless, giving the Mage 
Knight complete freedom of movement. The downside was that extending the blade 
would require focus and mana 

They couldn't keep it always active, but only use it in short bursts whenever the 
situation allowed for it. Even if the spell's effects only lasted for the duration of a 
single slash, it was enough for them to mow down small groups of enemies at once, 
making their numerical advantage useless. 

It was only a matter of time before all the Clackers were killed, yet they refused to 
retreat. 

'It's amazing how much we have all progressed in these few months. During the 
mock exam, a much smaller group of Clackers almost wiped out my team. It was 
more balanced in term of talents, but there was no teamwork or coordination. 

No matter how many spiders come at them, they will not break through. Time to 
finish this!' Lith thought. 

He put the daggers away in the pocket dimension, to have his hands free to cast his 
strongest air spell. Ever since the last breakthrough, his attunement with the world 
energy had greatly increased, but some Clackers were still too close to his 
companions for comfort. 
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Manipulating a spell with his mind alone was too risky. Lith's hands glowed with a 
yellow energy, that he used to draw several circles that floated in the air while he 
was mouthing gibberish in case someone was watching him. 

Then, he joined his palms before moving them toward the battlefield. From each 
circle erupted a bolt of lightning aimed at the nearest enemy. The spiders from the 
trees screeched to warn their companions on the ground about the impending 
danger. 

The lightning bolts moved in a zig zag pattern, slower than normal ones, but they 
were still very fast. Most thunderbolts struck their target, leaving behind a pungent 
smell of ozone and burnt flesh. 

Some Clackers managed to dodge them at the last second, yet the result remained 
the same. The thunderbolts simply chased after them, moving on the next target as 
soon as the first one was no more. 

Farg and Lith's companions alike remained amazed noticing that each lightning 
resembled a snake in both motions and appearance. Lith had conjured ten of them, 
controlling one with each finger, as he had learned during the necromancy classes. 

Be them undead or energy masses, they were all puppets dancing in his hand. He 
never stopped advancing during the assault, to have a better view of his allies and 
enemies alike. 

His legs never left the ground, he simply slid one foot in front of the other, using his 
whole body to control the mana flow of the spell with surgical precision until only 
the five youths were left standing. 
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CHAPTER 229 
EYES 


From her vantage point above the trees, Professor Farg was burning with envy. 

'How the heck can someone so young already be an Awakened one? I dedicated my 
whole life to the Crown before 1 was chosen to be turned into a member of the 
Corpse. Still, 1 don't understand why Lady Tyris is so worried about him. 

He is just a stupid kid with more power than brain.' 

Lith's companions didn't share her outlook. On the contrary, they were amazed. 
"That was Chasing Lightning!" Yurial couldn't believe his own eyes. 

"It's a War Mage spell! Where the heck did you learn it?" 

"From the library." During the past months, Lith had studied many different spells 
from the various specializations, searching for those that were the easiest for him to 
imitate. 

He didn't have the time to understand the fake magic principles underlying each 
magic class, so he had focused on the spells that had something in common with his 
personal ones. 

Chasing Lighting was simply the tier four air magic version of his Checkmate Spears 
spell. The real War Mage's spell allowed one to mark their targets during the casting 
of the spell, something that Lith hadn't been able to do reproduce. 

However, being a true mage and making use of his heightened reflexes, he was able 
to alter the course of each thunderbolt at will. 

"Dude, how did you find the time to learn another specialization? Self taught at that? 
You are crushing my self esteem!" Yurial was only half joking. 

Sometimes being so close to someone two years younger than him who was 
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stronger, apparently more talented, and had a bottomless supply of suprises made 
him feel quite insecure. 

"Less yapping and more spellcasting." Phloria scolded them both. 

"You know the saying: 'where there is a Clacker, expect to find a hundred more.' We 
need to recharge our rings before they return." 

Lith had not used any of his rings, so he just pretended to recharge them. 

He used that time to think about the spiders' behavior. 

"You are right. This doesn't make sense. While fighting against me, 1 noticed they 
were able to think for themselves. They should have understood their strategy was 
pointless. Unless they were just buying time!" Lith said. 

"Damn me and this stupid walk!" Phloria cursed at their bad luck. 

"Let's fly out of here." She had yet to finish talking when the ground below them 
turned into quicksand and tendrils made of earth wrapped around their limbs, 
pulling them into the ground. 

The five reacted in unison. Blinking out of the quicksand. The tendrils were bisected 
as they passed through the remnants of the dimensional spells. The detached 
tendrils turned back into mud as the spell animating them failed. 

"Keep your distance!" Phloria ordered. 

"If we group up before finding the enemy position, we will only offer them an easier 
target. Get ready to Blink again." 

Lith activated Life Vision, turning his head around, above, and below before finding 
their answer. While the group was fighting the wave of small Clackers, a few fully 
developed monsters the size of bulls had burrowed underground their feet and 
turned the clearing into a death trap. 

The Hatchlings' strength lied only in numbers, but Soldier Clackers were fully 
developed magical beasts and could use water and earth magic. Not only were they 
physically much stronger than a Hatchling, but they were also smart enough to not 
underestimate such dangerous enemies. 
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They had forced their underlings to act as cannon fodder while they prepared the 
field to ensure their victory. Even if reluctant to throw away their lives, the 
Hatchlings had no choice but to obey. 

The Soldiers had received their authority from the Brood Mother and she was an 
absolute being to them. Defying her will meant becoming their brethren's dinner 
along with the intruders 

"It's a trap!" Lith was unaware of the Soldiers' plan, but he could see them moving 
right below their feet. 

"They are hiding underground. We need to get out of here!" Before Lith could finish 
warning his companions, new tendrils of earth erupted from the ground and seized 
him, Yurial, and Phloria. At the same time, Quylla and Friya fell into holes that 
opened up right below them. 

Quylla screamed in surprise, but Friya had learned her lesson after the failed attempt 
on Yurial's life. She kept her cool. Blinking to Quylla's rescue and bringing her to 
safety on a nearby tree. 

'There are four Clackers capable of using magic below the ground' Solus warned Lith 
that was still struggling to free his hands to Blink away. 

'Their mana cores are only bright green, but their physical strength is on par with 
Protector when he was still a Ry. They only need one hit to kill a normal human.' 

Lith nodded, using brute strength to break free from the constraints. He used water 
magic to freeze the tendrils restricting his companions. The spell wasn't powerful 
enough to completely block them, Lith couldn't risk freezing his allies to death in the 
process. 

Yet he managed to slow the tendrils enough for Phloria to cut them down, freeing 
herself and Yurial, allowing them to Blink away. Lith followed their lead, but the trees 
they had taken cover on started to tilt. 

Two Soldiers were uprooting them with earth magic, while the other two generated 
a hail of ice shards as thick and long as an arm to prevent their prey from running 
away. 

The group Blinked again to safety, but their mana was about to run out. They had 
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gone all out during the previous fight and Blink was a very mana expensive spell. 


"Damn! If we try to fly away the shards will skewer us, but if we keep hiding behind 
the trees, they'll just uproot them again. How the heck can they see us from below 
the ground and how do you manage to do the same?" 

Quylla was racking her brain to find a solution to their predicament, but there wasn't 
much they could do while the enemy remained hidden. She used an earth spell, 
opening a hole in the ground and partially revealing one of the Clackers. 

"On my mark attack my position with everything you have." Lith yelled jumping 
down the tree, near the now visible Soldier. His companions immediately 
understood his intentions and would have liked to curse at his madness or at least 
try to stop him. 

However, their situation was desperate enough to force them to save their breath for 
chanting their spells. 

"Mark!" Lith used Switch as soon as he touched the ground and was replaced by a 
stupefied Clacker. 

The Soldier was still trying to make heads or tails of its situation when two lightning 
bolts struck it. Thanks to his natural affinity with earth magic, the creature had 
instinctively protected itself by using fusion magic, so it wasn't fatally wounded. 

Yet the shock had been strong enough to debilitate it, leaving the Soldier paralyzed. 
Phloria and Friya exploited the opening to jump on its back swords first, piercing the 
Clacker's head and body with their blades until the hilts bounced on its keratinous 
exoskeleton. 

The Soldier fell on its side, its long legs scratched the air in agony until the creature 
stilled. 

Meanwhile underground, Lith could see thee nearest Soldier's eyes glow in the dark, 
all eight of them. 

'It's channeling earth magic, so it must have achieved some kind of Earth Vision. 
Maybe they can track their prey by following the vibrations produced when they 
move along the ground.' Solus pondered. 
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'I don't know and don't care!' Lith replied. He could finally go all out, making Solus 
turn into her glove form. Her stone claws boosted by fusion magic allowed him to 
easily pierce through the Soldiers' magically hardened bodies. 

The Clacker barely had the time to notice its companion's disappearance when it 
spotted a small figure bolting at it in the darkness. His eyes were glowing with the 
yellow energy characteristic of air magic, all seven of them. 

Lith's head had become a black slate with seven eyes burning with rage and mana. 
Two new pairs of eyes had appeared, one above and the other below were humans' 
eyes were supposed to be. 

The seventh was a vertical slit opened in the middle of his forehead. 

The Clacker was forced to change the target of its spell. It had been conjuring a stone 
pillar to uproot the tree its prey was hiding behind, but now he used it to try and 
stop its attacker. Lith sneered in the dark. He could see the spell's mana flow and 
only needed a side step to avoid it. 

The stone pillar crashed into the ceiling of the cave, filling the air with dust. 

The Clacker was shocked, but it kept the presence of mind to avoid casting another 
spell, Lith was already too close. It spat acid in front of itself instead. The enemy was 
too close to dodge it, so the Soldier charged forward infusing itself with earth magic 
to exploit the opening that was about to be created. 

However, Lith had seen that trick countless times and was ready for it. He froze the 
acid while it was still in mid air, making it harmless before slapping it aside. Lith 
shoved his right hand into the Clacker's still opened maw, releasing a fireball. 

The explosion emitted only a muffled sound. The Soldier's exoskeleton buffed by 
earth magic was strong enough to withstand the hit. Alas, its internal organs were 
not. 

The creature collapsed without making a sound, leaving the last two Soldiers 
standing almost scared witless. One decided to run away to alert the rest of the 
Brood of the impending menace, while the other stood its ground, to buy as much 
time as it could against the incoming monstrosity. 

It decided to make use of the confined space combined with its superior physical 
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prowess to charge at the enemy with its own body hardened to the extreme, giving 
him no space to dodge. 


Lith did the same, leaving spells aside and willing to test his body against a magical 
beast. The two clashed at full speed, Lith's arms against the Soldier's frontal legs. The 
spider was bigger and heavier, but Lith was empowered by more than one element. 

The Clacker found itself sliding backward, using the remaining six legs to hold on the 
ground to avoid tumbling while the frontal ones cracked. Its exoskeleton shattered in 
multiple points. 

Lith was forced to stop and his arms cracked too, but they started to heal the same 
moment they were damaged. He gritted his teeth and ignored the pain, charging 
again with renewed fury. 

Lith grabbed the injured frontal legs, ripping them off and driving the creature 
insane with pain. Its head was now exposed, so the Clacker used earth magic to 
conjure tendrils of earth to protect itself. 

Before they were fully formed, Lith had already grabbed the Soldier's head with both 
hands, flooding it with darkness magic that weakened it until it popped like a 
balloon. Lith threw the carcass aside, chasing after the last enemy. 

Once outside, he saw that the Soldier hadn't gone far. Even if they were running of 
fumes, his companions knew that if the magical beast managed to escape it was 
likely to come back with reinforcements. 

They had surrounded the Clacker and were slowly wearing it down with their 
teamwork. None of their attacks were strong enough to kill it, but they prevented it 
from escaping or focusing on a single target. 

Whenever the Soldier attempted to attack, those at its back and sides would strike it 
with spells or swords, interrupting its spellcasting or making it stumble. The 
creature was already mad with fury. Its retreat was cut off and all of its attacks were 
mercilessly foiled one after the other. 

When the Clacker perceived Lith closing in via Earth Vision, desperation forced its 
hand. The Soldier infused itself with earth magic to the brim and charged forward 
disregarding its safety. 
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Phloria chopped off one of its legs, Friya opened a gaping wound on its back, while 
Yurial released all the spells left in his rings blowing away two of its legs and making 
the Clacker lose momentum. 

Only thanks to the combined assault did Quylla manage to avoid being pierced 
through her heart and instead took a front leg through her shoulder. The Clacker was 
mortally wounded, but it refused to surrender. 

It threw away Quylla's body and tried to recover its balance to continue escaping. A 
bestial roar resounded, shaking the forest. 

"Not another one!" Phloria cursed. "Is our bad luck never going to end?" 

She turned towards the source of the sound, discovering that there was no new 
enemy incoming, only a blur that she managed to identify as Lith thanks to her 
training. 

The sight of blood, seeing one of his companions apparently mortally injured had 
brought him back to the night Protector had died. The sun was still high, so the 
shadows surrounding his body were reduced to a thin fog. 

Lith was surrounded by a red glow, like there was a fire inside him ready to set 
everything ablaze. Despite his killing intent wasn't aimed at his companions, it was 
strong enough to make them feel a cold shiver running down their spines. 

Yurial and Friya ignored the feeling, rushing to Quylla's side. The former checked she 
wasn't poisoned while the latter treated the wound. 

Phloria realized that despite having fought side by side several times, this was her 
first time witnessing a truly enraged Lith. During the second exam or the ambush, he 
had always remained calm and collected. 

Between the fog, the red glow and his eyes brimming with unknown power, Lith 
looked scarier than anything she had ever fought. 
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CHAPTER 230 
YOU AGAIN? 


The Soldier could feel the shadow of death from the moment most of its body had 
been cut apart or blown away. When Lith reached its back, grabbing it by its legs, the 
last Clacker could only hope that its dying screech would manage to reach its brood. 

Lith used the Float spell to make his enemy weightless before throwing it up in the 
air and immediately conjuring another spell. Away from its natural elements, water 
and earth, the Clacker was a sitting duck. 

Six fireballs appeared at the same time around the Soldier, one above, one below and 
the others in a square shape. It was Lith's tier four personal spell. Burning Prison. 
The fireballs exploded simultaneously, each reinforcing the effect of the others 

Their combined shockwaves ripped the Clacker to shreds while the extreme heat 
turned it into ashes. 

After making sure there were no more threats lurking around them, Lith could allow 
himself to use Life Vision on Quylla. The wound was already closed. She was a bit 
pale because of exhaustion, but aside from that, she seemed fine. 

Professor Farg had witnessed the whole fight. Thanks to the artifact Tyris had given 
to her, she had been able to follow the one that took place above and the one below 
at the same time. 

'Now 1 understand why Lady Tyris sent me here. Whatever that thing is, it's no kid. 
I've seen my share of weird stuff, but nothing like that. His shapeshifting abilities 
make no sense. His strength didn't improve at all.' She thought. 

'Damn! 1 can use Invigoration to restore myself, but if 1 do that, 1 could blow my 
cover. Yet if 1 don't and another enemy appears, I'm as good as dead. I'll choose the 
lesser evil.' 

Lith was panting and wheezing like everyone else, but soon his breathing became 
steady. To avoid making things too weird, he recovered only about half his strength. 
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Enough to defend in case something happened and at the same time leaving himself 
tired enough to not arouse too much suspicion. 

Maybe. 

Then, he checked Quylla's condition with Invigoration before doing the same with 
everyone else. Lith had seen enough poisons, toxins, and undead to last three 
lifetimes. 

'Better safe than sorry.' He thought. 

Aside from small injuries and fatigue, his companions were as healthy as horses. 
"Okay, this road trip ends now." Lith said. 

"Take Quylla and go back to the academy. I'll go on alone, it's much safer that way." 

"Are you insane?" Phloria was still mulling over what she had just seen, refusing to 
believe her own eyes. Yet when she heard Lith's words all her worries disappeared, 
replaced by outrage. 

"First of all, we are all exhausted. There are too many dangers lurking in this forest 
aside from those ticking Clackers. If they attack us on our way back, we are basically 
a free meal." 

"Use the academy's emergency button. They'll send someone here in a half an hour 
tops." Lith suggested. 

"Second, and 1 speak for myself. I'm not letting you walk into this nightmare alone 
again!" She ignored his words, as she vented her frustration. 

"Why are you acting like that? Have you already forgotten your father's words? You 
are no god! You could die out here." Lith's reckless indifference for his own life made 
Phloria seethe with anger, to the point she wanted to strangle him on the spot. 

Therefore, she followed Raaz's lead and flicked her middle finger against his 
forehead. 

"Consider yourself slapped, young man." 
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Lith didn't find it funny at all. 


'I'm not a god indeed, but compared to you 1 might as well be. If only 1 could trust 
them enough to tell them the whole truth...' Lith gritted his teeth to hold his tongue. 

'That's just mean!' Solus scolded him. 'Being weaker than you is not a sin. Phloria 
simply worries about you. Do you remember your big lesson? Do not ask others to 
do what you wouldn't ?' 

"You don't understand, it's too dangerous!" Lith tried to make her listen to reason. 
"That's my line, you idiot!" 

"Oh, my. You humans sure are funny. Screaming like you are the only ones in the 
world." 

The unknown voice made Phloria turn around in a split second, her estoc ready in 
her hand. Lith recognized the intruder and weaved a couple of spells, just to be safe. 
It was the dryad he had rescued from a Puppeteer Abomination months before, Lyta. 

Yet he had no idea of what a Puppeteer was or how she was called. 

"Yet 1 can understand why this ugly female is so worked up." She looked at Lith, 
licking her scarlet lips seductively. 

"1 usually don't like humans, especially after one really bad experience, but power is 
the most powerful aphrodisiac known to both women and dryads alike. Do you want 
to have some fun, handsome?" 

Phloria hated the dryad for her cruel words and shameful act. Yet she had to admit 
she was the most gorgeous woman she had ever seen. Lyta had big red eyes that 
sparkled under the sunlight like rubies. 

Her visage was simply stunning, from her delicate features to her full lips. 

She had feet length red hair, the same color of maple leaves during autumn. 
Everything about her exuded a wild and unrestrained allure that made even Phloria 
ponder whether to kick her a*s or ask her out. 

The dryad wore what on Earth would have been considered a skin tight cocktail 
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dress made of vines and leaves. It exposed her shoulders, her arms, and her long legs 
up to the thigh. 


The only thing that betrayed her non-human nature was the light green skin. 

"You again?" Was Lith's only reply. After their last encounter, he had read all he could 
find about dryads. They were a shady bunch that sometimes would mate with 
humans simply to have some fun. 

Most of the times they would just rob them blind. Dryads loved precious things, 
especially jewels. 

"So she's the dryad you saved?" Much to everyone surprise, Yurial was looking at her 
with indifference. Yurial himself was amazed. It was the first time he managed to be 
aloof in front of such a beauty. 

'Maybe it's because she is green, or maybe Tm finally starting to think with the right 
head.' He thought. 

Lyta was deeply offended by their reaction. It was only the second time in her life 
that humans didn't throw themselves at her feet while swearing their eternal love for 
her. Suddenly, Yurial's word rung some bells. 

"He saved me?" The dryad stopped looking at Lith's mana flow, focusing on his eyes 
and smell instead. Lith had grown more than five centimeters since their last 
encounter and his smell had changed after his breakthrough in Kalla's cave. 

Yet Lyta couldn't forget that cold gaze devoid of mercy, nor the inhuman smell he 
exuded. 

"You!" She suddenly lost all her self confidence. She ran back to the nearest tree, 
ready to flee in case something went wrong. 

"Yeah, me. Since you have already bothered us, the least you could do is answer a few 
questions. Why are there Clackers here? This isn't their turf." 

The dryad didn't like being ignored. An ugly short lived human being indifferent to 
her beauty was unacceptable. She would have never wasted her time if the two 
males were alone. They seemed to have a few loose screws. The reason why she 
chose to remain was that the females were just perfect. 
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They were staring at her with the perfect mix of envy, self pity, and desire that made 
Lyta feel alive. 


"The Brood Mother's turf goes as far as she can get. She's exploiting the academy's 
and the forest's current weakened state to lay as many eggs as she can. Also, the Lord 
of the forest is absent for a while. It's the perfect opportunity for her." 

She laid on a tree branch high enough to give her room for escape if the battle crazed 
maniac attempted something funny, but low enough to let the girls 'enjoy' her full 
figure. Lyta used a soft, languid tone like she was having pillow talk with her lover. 

"We are going to the mining town. Is it safe there?" Lith had just noticed that Phloria 
was staring at them. She hated the dryad's guts for looking at him like a slab of meat, 
seductively playing with her dress and hair. 

Yet the coldness in Lith's tone warmed her heart. 

"Gods, no. It's full of corpses there, 1 wouldn't be surprised if she has turned it into 
her new nest. Even if 1 doubt it with all the protections and the alarms set in that 
place, 1 doubt it. Humans would run to protect their precious mine and slaughter her 
colony." 

"What does she need the corpses for?" Lith was shocked by her words. He had an 
idea about what was happening, but he had to be sure. 

"How do you think she managed to expand her territory so much? With all those 
corpses of powerful beasts and humans, the Brood Mother has greatly improved the 
quality other underlings. 

"That's the reason why they wanted to capture you five alive so badly. Each of you 
can become the breeding ground for a small legion of Soldiers. Corpses are second 
rate hosts, but they still provide a lot of nutrients. Especially those belonging to 
powerful beings like Kalla or M'Rook." 

"When did Kalla die?" Lith had met her only twice, yet he cared for her. Not to 
mention he had to keep his promise to her too. 

"A long time ago." Lyta laughed cruelly, losing most other glamour. 

"Kalla died the day she became a Wraith. Undead should stay away from the living." 
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"That's not what I meant! What happened to her? What about Protector's corpse?" 


"Beats me." She shrugged, going higher on the tree, just to be safe. 

"I've never been there and I don't plan to. I don't get involved in humans' squabbles. 
As long the Clackers stay out of my turf, it's none of my business. Thanks for getting 
rid of them for me. I'd say we are even now." 

Lyta had enough of his rude behavior. She disappeared in the tree bark while Lith 
could only watch her dart away through the forest with Life Vision. 

"Did you hear her? You guys have to go back." Lith now felt even more motivated to 
continue his mission. He had to find out what had happened to Kalla and prevent the 
Clackers from defiling Protector's corpse. 

"We all have to go back! The Headmaster and the Professors can take care of the 
Clackers by themselves." Phloria said. 

"She is right. This isn't a place for students anymore. We have to retreat to fight 
another day." Yurial patted his shoulder. He knew how deep the scar in Lith's heart 
was and how the decision he had to make would only worsen it. 

"Heck, no!" Lith angrily pushed Yurial's hand away. 

"I don't plan to fight, only to recover my friend's body. I can make it as long as I avoid 
direct confrontation. I don't have the luxury of time. It could already be too late. If 
you were Linjos, what priority would you give to retrieving a corpse? 

Would you really risk the members of the staff you have left just to humor a grieving 
student?" 

No one could deny those words. An awkward silence fell between them. 

"Let's calm down and rest first." Yurial said. 

"We can't remain here, it's not safe. There could be more Clackers around." 

The group used darkness magic to destroy the corpses and erase all traces of their 
passage. They moved in a random direction, picking the first clearing they found to 
rest. 
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Yurial used what mana he had left to cast the best defensive arrays in his arsenal 
before entering the dimensional tent Phloria had arranged for them. On the outside, 
it closely resembled a pup tent. 

On the inside, it looked like a three star hotel room. There was a fully furnished 
bedroom with three king sized beds, a liquor cabinet, and a single door leading to a 
bathroom. 

It had no running water since any mage could easily conjure as much as they wanted, 
but there were a pot and a bathtub. Lith went straight for the liquor cabinet, 
removing stoppers until he found a familiar smell. 

"Do you drink?" Yurial was surprised. 

"Usually no." Lith poured himself a glass of something he hoped would taste like 
whiskey. 

"Right now 1 really need one though. Do you want to join me?" 

His father had never allowed him to drink alcohol. The ban had become especially 
severe ever since he had developed his nerve problems. So it was natural for Yurial 
to accept. 

"Take small sips and watch out for the burn." Lith warned him after handing Yurial 
his glass. Back on Earth, Lith would have finished his drink in two gulps. Now, 
instead, he was forced to follow his own advice. 

The taste was terrible but at least it was alcohol. Lith embraced the familiar warm 
sensation spreading from his stomach. It was only after the second glass that they 
talked. 

"Are you sure you want to do it?" Yurial asked. 

"1 mean, risking your life for Protector's dead body is beyond stupid. No offense." 
"None taken." Lith replied emptying his glass. 

"He died to save us all, the only way we have to honor his sacrifice is to live our lives 
to the fullest, don't you think?" Yurial was surprised by Lith's meek attitude and by 
how at peace he was feeling after drinking the amber colored liquid. 
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"I agree with you. That's why I'm going to do it." 
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CHAPTER 231 
GATEKEEPER 


Lith took the bottle away and locked the cabinet. He didn't want to risk for Yurial to 
go from one addiction to another. 

"At this point, you should have realized the meaning of what 1 told you after the 
second exam. Life is like a crucible. It pushes us until we break apart and then it 
melts the pieces to forge something new. 

"The mold is always the same, but the person that comes out it's not. Our beliefs and 
our convictions are put to the test every day. Some we keep, others we discard. When 
it happens, a part of us dies, never to return. 

"You are not the same person you were when the academy started, just like you are 
not even the same person you were after passing the second exam. It's the same for 
everyone. 

"My only choice is to embrace the change or keep mourning my past self as much as 1 
mourn Protector. 1 need my closure. If 1 back away without even trying, 1 will regret it 
my whole life and sooner or later that weight is going to kill me." 

"1 understand." Yurial replied. 

"I'm the same. 1 know that things can't go back to the way they were, but 1 can't 
accept my current situation either. Unlike you, 1 have yet to find an answer. 1 won't 
try to stop you anymore. Is there anything 1 can do to help you?" 

"Actually, there are two things you can do. The first is to stay the heck away from the 
liquor cabinet, the second is to not tell the girls that Tm gone." Lith was back to his 
peak condition and had made up his mind. 

'1 can't risk their lives for something like this. 1 don't want to lose anyone else.' He 
thought. 

Lith was about to leave when Yurial stopped him by standing in front of the door. 
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"I know that you could knock me down with a single punch, just like 1 know that you 
believe you are doing the right thing, but you are not. This isn't protecting us. This is 
casting us aside because you think of us as a weakness. 

"Tm aware our friendship isn't that deep, we started talking for real only recently, 
but your relationship with Phloria should matter something to you. If you run away 
behind her back, you'll betray her trust. At least have the guts to tell her the truth." 

Lith sighed, Yurial was right. 

"Man, bad habits die hard. 1 was about to make the same mistake 1 always do. 
Treating people like they are too weak or stupid for their will to matter. Please, come 
with me outside. Otherwise Phloria will kill me." 

Lith let Yurial out of the dimensional tent first. As he expected, Phloria was waiting 
for him outside. When she saw the door opening, she was about to give Lith a piece 
other mind. Yet Yurial came out of it instead, leaving her surprised and relieved at 
the same time. 

"You know me well, don't you?" Lith said. 

"Let me guess. You were about to sneak out and leave us in the dark. Just like you did 
to your family for all those years." Phloria's calm didn't last long. Not when she saw 
the determined look on his face. 

"Yes, 1 was. Yurial already talked me out of it. There is no need to scold me again." 

"Are you saying you are going back to the academy with us?" Phloria couldn't believe 
her ears. 

"No. I'm sending you guys back, but only after explaining the situation to you. Please, 
come inside. Yurial, please, leave us alone." 

Back into the boys' tent, Lith cast the Hush spell. He had no idea how the magic 
distorting the tent's space worked. Lith wanted to be sure what he was about to say 
would remain between the two of them. 

"Spit it out, let me hear your excuse." Phloria refused to sit, leaning against the wall 
with her arms folded. 
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Lith saw her die many times in a short period of time. Her face melted after being 
splashed by Clacker's poison, her head was bitten off by something, and lastly, her 
chest was pierced in multiple points while blood drenched her clothes. 

All those visions didn't make him waver, they only strengthened his conviction. 

"No excuses, only the truth. You have heard the dryad. The mining town has probably 
been taken over by the Clackers. Even remaining here it's too dangerous for you 
guys. Use the emergency device and go back to the academy. You'll be safe there." 

"Why should it be any different for you? Why don't you come back with us? There's 
no reason to risk your life for a corpse. If the dryad is right, the Clackers have 
probably feasted on it already." 

Lith felt his rage seethe at the thought, but he managed to suppress it. 

"It's different because 1 am different from you guys. You have seen me in action. 1 am 
faster and stronger than any of you. While 1 was underground, 1 killed two of those 
giant Clackers, while you only took care of the one 1 served you on a silver platter." 

"Since when is this a contest?" Phloria retorted. She was determined to not back 
down. 

"It's not. I'm only saying that it's much easier for me to go in and out of the mining 
town alone. 1 promise you I'm not going to risk my life meaninglessly. If the place is 
infested with Clackers and the situation turns out to be too dangerous. I'll run away. 

"1 have to at least try. 1 need to see Protector one last time, even if it's just an empty 
grave or an egg infested corpse. He is... was my best friend, my mentor, my partner. 
When he died, 1 was so conceited and self absorbed 1 never got to tell him goodbye. 1 
owe him that much." 

Phloria saw Lith blink too often for it to be normal. She knew he had still a hard time 
fighting off Death Vision and how painful it was for him seeing his loved ones dying 
again and again. 

'1 don't want him to go, 1 want him to be safe. Yet maybe going there can help Lith 
overcoming his trauma. 1 can't live with the thought of being even partially 
responsible for his continuous suffering. 1 hope that Raaz is right and letting him go 
is the right thing to do.' 
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"Fine, but I can't let you leave just like this." She took out a bastard sword from her 
dimensional amulet. 


It resembled a longsword with a blade 110 centimeters [3,6 feet} long, but the hilt 
was longer, allowing the wielder to use it with one hand or both according to the 
circumstances. 

It had four blue magical crystals embedded, one on each side of the blade and the 
other two on each side of the hilt. 

"This was supposed to be your birthday present. 1 asked my father to forge 
something for you as a thank you gift for saving my life time and time again. You 
should have seen his face back then." She chuckled. 

"He reacted like 1 was asking him to cut his own right hand. After 1 told him all that 
happened during Balkor's attack and when my mom and sisters backed me, he gave 
in. 

"1 explained to him that you are not very skilled yet incredibly strong, so he made 
this sword. It's the first and for now the only piece of his Gatekeeper series of blades. 

"Not only it can shrink, just like mine, allowing the wielder to fight in enclosed 
spaces, but it also can enhance the strength of all elements channeled into the sword. 
Each element produces a different effect." She handed it to Lith, who immediately 
imprinted it with his mana while performing a few practice swings. 

'Does it mean this weapon has fusion magic too?' Lith was amazed by how light the 
sword was. It was the first time for him to see a weapon made by Orion with a 
double edge instead of a single one. 

"Since you refuse to listen to reason. I'll borrow it to you. You have to give it back, 
though. It's not yours until your thirteenth birthday, am 1 clear?" 

Lith nodded, putting the sword away. 

"Look at the bright side." He smiled softly, caressing her cheek. 

"I'll return to the academy in less than an hour. After that, since we are not going to 
stay in this stinking forest one minute longer, 1 can take you out to a proper date." 
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Lith flew out of the door and into the sky, without waiting for her reply. Once he was 
high enough, he didn't need the map to find the way. Yet he didn't rush forward. He 
took his time to conjure and manipulate a low altitude cloud to hide his approach. 

'This Brood Mother is likely to be an Awakened one. Otherwise it shouldn't be able to 
order around Clackers capable of using magic. If she keeps an eye at the sky with Life 
Vision or something similar, my disguise is useless. Luckily, there's more than one 
way to kill a spider.' Lith thought. 

He hoped that no Clacker would mind a small cloud two kilometers high in the sky 
that moved along the wind. 

When he was right above the mining town, he looked below with Life Vision. Lith 
discovered that all the houses had lost their enchantments, whatever the 
Headmaster had done to them, was only temporary. 

There were multiple life forms, but judging from their numbers and strength there 
was nothing that could worry him much. He kept moving the cloud until he arrived 
at a point where, if he moved fast enough, he could descend to the ground without 
being noticed. 

Lith plunged down like a meteor, using the slipstream effect to accelerate his 
movements and a thin layer of darkness magic to hide his presence. Before leaving 
the academy, he had asked to Linjos what had happened to the corpses of the fallen 
beasts. 

Contrary to his expectations, instead of punishing or reprimanding him for his 
behavior while they were at Protector's deathbed, the Headmaster simply informed 
him that Scarlett had buried them in a mass grave near the forest. 

Linjos never intended to punish Lith for his words. He too had lost many friends that 
day, so he could understand Lith's feelings. Also, when Linjos saw his condition after 
the failed attempt to save Protector's life, he considered the case closed. 

In Linjos's eyes, losing a dear friend and almost his own life on the same day was the 
worse punishment someone could ever deserve. 

Lith stopped his fall just a few meters from the ground. Then, he moved while 
floating mid air, to not make any noise. Thanks to air and darkness magic, he was like 
a ghost, moving unnoticed behind the enemy lines. 
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He also made sure to always keep a house between himself and the nearest Clacker. 


'After the last time, 1 learned my lesson. These creatures do not rely much on their 
eyes as much as on their bristles. Air magic cannot hide my movements. 1 can only 
stay as far as possible from them and hope it's enough.' 

Thanks to Life Vision, he could soon make sure that only Hatchling Clackers were 
inside the mining town. He found no sign of the presence of Soldiers or of the Brood 
Mother. 

The closer he got to the mass grave, the greater the number of Clackers he met, until 
he reached a point where moving forward while remaining undetected became 
impossible. 

Lith took out the bastard sword, infusing it with darkness magic. Instead of 
butchering his way to the grave, he proceeded slowly, ambushing the nearest Clacker 
and hiding its corpse in the pocket dimension to not leave traces behind. 

Lith repeated the process until he had a clear path ahead. Before moving forward, he 
weaved several spells, preparing for the worse. Soon he was close enough to notice 
that the mass grave had been unearthed and enlarged. 

While looking at it with Life Vision, it appeared like a huge pool of life forces, too 
close and numerous to distinguish one from the other. 

'If the dryad is right and the Brood Mother turned the corpses into incubators, it's 
unlikely she has left such a precious asset unprotected.' Lith sprinted the last 
hundred meters, flying to the destination. 

He had no idea how sensitive Clackers' perception was, but he was pretty sure they 
would notice him as soon as he got too close. He was right. 

Lith was nearing the edge of the grave when he saw the front legs of two Soldier 
Clackers climbing out of the pit to check on the approaching anomaly they perceived. 

Lith was too fast for them. He managed to close in before their heads emerged 
completely and attacked them while they were still defenseless. Lith cut them down 
with a single slash each, jumping over the edge and taking by surprise the two 
remaining Soldiers. 
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The first one died before realizing what had happened. Lith cleaved its head while 
unleashing several ice spears against the last enemy. Despite the shock, the Soldier 
managed to deflect most of the spears with true magic. 

The Clacker was pierced multiple times, losing half of its legs in the process, but 
before the intruder could strike him down, it managed to sound the alarm. 

By disregarding its own safety, the creature used the last strand of mana it had to 
strike the ground in a precise sequence, to alert his goddess of the impending threat 
to the colony. 
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CHAPTER 232 
OUTMATCHED (1) 


Lith was no Clacker, but his mana perception was high enough to allow him to 
perceive the earth magic traveling under his feet. 

'Damn, I'd better be quick. 1 am sure that Clacker didn't waste its last moments of life 
to improvise dance moves. It has called for reinforcements.' Lith thought. 

The mass grave had been enlarged so that the various carcasses could be separated 
based on their quality. In the leftmost corner of the pit, there was a giant cocoon 
made out of webs and covered in eggs. 

Solus's mana sense could see that the eggs yielded an orange core, while the 
hatchlings that were taking cover inside the cocoon had already reached a yellow 
core. Tufts of flaming red hair were scattered around the floor. 

Lith gritted his teeth, realizing that his worst fears had come true. Protector's body 
was lost. 

'Damn Clackers! 1 can't resurrect the dead, but that doesn't mean I'm willing to let 
them go away with it.' Lith jumped out of the pit, releasing a stream of fire on the 
cocoons until the incubator was turned into a funeral pyre. 

The dying screeches of the hatchlings filled him with joy, so he kept pouring fire 
while watching the eggs boil from within until the pressure made them burst. 
Hatchling Clackers tried to stop him. Now that he was alone, Lith only needed a 
glance to unleash several wind blades and turn them into mincemeat. 

The Hatchlings were all the size of a basketball, like those he had faced during the 
mock exam. They were too small and afraid of the fire to be a threat. The only reason 
why they were attacking him was that they didn't dare to disobey the Brood Mother. 

'Lith, on your right!' Solus warned him. Lith turned just in time to see a huge stone 
disc crash land right beside the pit, from which descended a human like female 
figure with razor sharp claws aiming for his head. 
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The creature was incredibly fast since it could exploit the Clackers' natural speed 
and boost it with air fusion magic. 

"How dare you harm my babies?" She hissed with a voice full of hatred. 

The Brood Mother current form resembled a woman of breath-taking beauty with 
long black hair that reached the ground. She wore a black evening dress similar to 
those Lith had seen the noble dames wear during social events. 

Aside from the claws, many things revealed her inhuman nature. Four spider legs 
came out other back and she had eight eyes instead of two. Two on the forehead, 
two on her cheeks and the last two beside her chin. 

Thanks to Solus's warning, Lith managed to dodge just in the nick of time. He had 
been checking the surroundings with Life Vision, but the rocket like disc had been an 
unpleasant surprise. 

"My army!" She cried in outrage, watching all her careful plans to take over the forest 
turn into ashes. 

Lith took a few steps back, watching four gargantuan Clackers approach from the site 
of the crash. Each one of them was three meters [9'10"} tall, with legs as thick as 
young trees. 

'Beware, those four all have a deep cyan core.' Solus warned him. 

'It seems this Brood Mother has really found a way to use corpses and living prey to 
hasten her offspring growth. If it keeps like this, all the members other personal 
guard could evolve within a few months!' 

Lith didn't care much about the future, he was concerned enough about the present. 

He had never expected to face an evolved monster capable of using all elements, let 
alone that it would have so many powerful bodyguards. 

According to the dryad's words, the Brood Mother was supposed to have only 
recently evolved. He had assumed she would have at her disposal a very limited 
amount of skills. 

Otherwise, Lith would have never wasted so much time burning the eggs. Yet she 


traitorAIZEN 231 I 565 



was already able to shapeshift and nurture very powerful warriors. 


It was a fight where he had nothing to gain and very much to lose. 

'How strong is she, Solus?' 

'More than you. Her core is light cyan and very close to become deep blue. There is a 
piece of good news, though. Now that 1 look better at them, despite their cores being 
already this powerful, they have only a limited amount of mana. 

'1 think their evolution was too fast, their bodies have yet to develop enough to 
employ so much power. They will probably break if you push them strong enough.' 

The Brood Mother's body shapeshifted. The dress disappeared under her skin. Her 
lower body turned into the abdomen of a giant spider with eight long longs. The 
front legs were different from the others, shining under the sunlight like they were 
made out of obsidian. 

It was like someone had attached a human to the spider body, starting from the 
thighs. Her upper body still looked the same, but her skin had turned from pink to a 
chitinous grey and her hands had unnaturally long fingers ending in razor-sharp 
claws. 

"You owe me, human!" Her rage subsided when she looked at Lith with Life Vision. 

"Your body will do just fine! A living host is much better than maggots infested 
corpses. Surrender and 1 promise you won't suffer. Much." 

Despite her threats, the Brood Mother was reluctant to attack first. She could tell 
that the intruder was quite strong and she needed him alive to recover from the 
massive loss of the incubator chamber. 

She had two other Praetorians position behind her back and the other two on her 
sides. 

"I'm sorry, but 1 already have a girlfriend." Lith sneered. 

"You defiled my friend's body and dare to ask for compensation? Here is my offer. Let 
me go and 1 will not kill you." His tone was stone cold. He wanted nothing more than 
kill her in the slowest, more gruesome way possible, but he was outnumbered and 
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outmatched. 


Also, charging blindy was something the old Lith would have done, taking 
unnecessary risks just to quench his rage. 

'Wrath without a purpose is just acting without thinking of the consequences. 1 can 
leave the Scorpicore to deal with these vermin, there's no need to dirty my hands.' He 
tried to convince himself. 

The Brood Mother reacted by spreading her fingers and releasing a stream of 
lightning toward Lith, who Blinked out of the harm's way opening the exit point on 
her right side. Yet the Brood Mother was well aware of that. 

She had never stopped using Life Vision, even though it consumed a lot of mana. She 
knew that if her opponent was capable of using dimensional magic, he could have 
appeared behind her back and kill her in one fell swoop. 

That was the reason why she had made her Praetorians remain close to her, to block 
his line of sight. Her front legs not only were harder than steel, but they were also 
razor sharp, capable to pierce through stone. 

She lunged them towards the Blink exit she had saw appearing only to have them hit 
thin air. Lith had yet to learn true dimensional magic, but he had taken to heart 
Kalla's words. He knew how dangerous it was to Blink in front of someone capable of 
using Life Vision. 

When the Talons had ambushed him on his way to Kandria, he had managed to beat 
them because they were too reliant on the spell. Lith had learned from their mistake, 
so he had used Switch alongside Blink. 

The gate on her right was just a really mana expensive feint. His real target was one 
of the Praetorians on her back. With their position swapped Lith now had almost a 
clear strike. 

Almost. 

The Praetorian beside him moved as fast as it could to intercept the enemy lunge 
aimed at its goddess' heart. Lith was holding the sword with both hands, channelling 
fire magic through the hilt. 
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The enchantment Orion had infused the sword with amplified the strength of the 
spell, turning the yellow flames into an emerald storm that engulfed Lith's whole 
body, turning him into a human comet. 

Praetorians were bigger and stronger than Soldier Clackers, but their magic abilities 
were still limited to the water and earth elements. It unleashed the defensive spells it 
had prepared, raising a wall of frozen stone in front of Lith to block his charge. 

Lith realized that his original plan had been foiled. Crashing head on might allow him 
to destroy the makeshift barrier, but he would be blind against what was waiting for 
him behind it. So he changed his target. 

Lith ran horizontally along the wall at high speed, his sword aimed at the defenceless 
Praetorian. The creature raised its front leg like a shield, trying to infuse itself with 
earth magic. Lith was too close and too fast, when the first strands of magic started 
to harden the exoskeleton, it was already dead. 

The Praetorian was cleaved in half, both parts of its body were being devoured by 
emerald flames scorching the earth below. 

"No!" The Brood Mother screeched. Not only was the human stronger than she had 
predicted, but also losing a Praetorian was a huge blow to her army, second only to 
losing the incubator. 

Even using the corpses of powerful beasts or magicians, there was only a small 
chance for a Praetorian to be born instead of a simple Soldier. She emitted a gargling 
sound, calling all her minions to help in battle. 

Lith was amazed by how even a sword Forgemasterd with fake magic could be so 
powerful, yet he had no time to waste. He was still one against three and according 
to Solus, Hatchling Clackers were incoming from all directions. 

'Thanks to Invigoration 1 was back at my peak condition when the fight started and 
aside from Switch 1 have yet to use a strong spell. If 1 let them combine their attacks. 
I'm done for.' Lith thought. 

The Mother and here Praetorians stepped back to safety. Once the caster died, the 
frozen wall crumbled leaving a hole in their formation. 

"Curse you, human! 1 don't care anymore of taking you alive. I'll make sure you suffer 
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like the inferior being you are!" 


If it wasn't for Lith's "No speeches while fighting" policy, he would have liked to tell 
her that she had just taken the words out of his mouth. Lith Blinked again instead of 
bantering, sending the Brood Mother into a panic. 

"He's behind us!" She yelled noticing no exit point had opened in front or above 
them. The four turned around at unison, unleashing several spells that turned the 
ground in front of them into what looked like an earthquake aftermath. 

Yet aside from some Hatchlings that had managed to arrive faster than his brethren, 
the natural forces they unleashed only hit the air. Lith had actually Blinked into the 
pit. The exit point had escaped her detection thanks to the magical flames that were 
still burning the cocoons with enough strength to overwhelm the dimensional magic 
signature. 

Being generated from Lith' own mana, those flames were harmless to him. 

'She must be scared witless to keep using Life Vision like that.' Solus pointed out. 

'If you manage to keep her on her toes and prevent her from using Invigoration, she 
won't last long.' 

'Yeah, the problem is that the same goes for me. I can't Blink around too much 
without using Invigoration. Time to use my ace in the hole.' Lith thought. He hadn't 
created the small cloud just to use it as a cover. 

It was also his contingency plan in case something went horribly wrong. 

Before descending to the ground, he had separated with air magic the positive and 
the negative charges, turning it into a thundercloud. While his enemies were still 
attacking the ground, he used air magic on them. 

He charged them positively and turned them into living lightning rods. 

Real thunderbolts were much stronger than their magical counterparts, but it also 
made them much more dangerous. Lith wasn't immune to their fury, so he kept 
channelling his spell from his hiding spot. 

Suddenly, the Brood Mother noticed that her and her Praetorians were glowing like a 
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Christmas tree, yet she couldn't feel any negative effect. 


"What treachery is this?" She said looking at her palms trying to understand what 
was happening. The answer came in the form of a rumbling sound from above. 

The evolved Clackers looked up in the sky with a confused look, while their Queen 
went into a panic again. 

"No, no, no!" She screamed trying to think of a solution. 

"Infuse yourselves with earth magic and shield us with rocks! Quick, or we are all 
dead." 

Lith inwardly cursed at his bad luck. It was the first time he had attempted that trick, 
so he had no idea it would be that slow. He started weaving several earth spells, 
while helplessly watching his enemies build a makeshift fortress. 

When the first lightning bolt came down, the Clackers' protection held it at bay. The 
rock barrier had taken the brunt of the attack and most of the electricity that 
managed to reach them had been nullified by their earth fusion. 

The flash had blinded them, the thunder almost deafened them and the resulting 
shockwave had killed many Hatchlings that were still trying to reach their queen to 
protect her. Yet the Brood Mother rejoiced. 

"Yes! We will survive. Not even lightning can beat our combined spells!" 

'What do you think 1 was waiting for?' Lith inwardly replied. 

When the following thunderbolts came, he unleashed all of his spells at once, turning 
the fortress they had spent so much mana to build in a pile of dust. 
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CHAPTER 233 
OUTMATCHED (2) 


While Thunderbolts quickly rained down from the sky one after the other, a 
spellcasting speed race for survival was taking place on the ground. The evolved 
Clackers were trying to keep their defenses in place, while Lith was putting just as 
much effort to make them crumble. 

Despite Lith being alone, the fight was on equal footing. Lightning wasn't the only 
threat, there was also the shockwaves it produced. The Praetorians were now blind, 
deaf, and badly injured. 

Unlike their queen, they were unable to use light magic to heal themselves. Also, by 
following their instinct, they shielded her to the best of their abilities. Lith exploited 
the situation, focusing on one of them at the time, leaving a different enemy 
unprotected each time a bolt of lightning struck. 

The cloud Lith had conjured was small, it managed to produce only a dozen lightning 
bolts before returning to normal. Yet its effects were devastating. One of the 
Praetorians was dead, another was in agony, and the last one was severely injured. 

Exploiting their blind loyalty, Lith had also exterminated the Hatchling Clackers that 
answered their queen's call by throwing them in the eye of the storm. Once the 
lightning bolts stopped, Lith jumped out of the pit, rushing at full speed toward his 
enemies. 

His body was infused with air magic, making him appear like a blur. The magic 
crystals embedded into the bastard sword harnessed part of the spell, making a 
small vortex cracking with lightning envelope the blade. 

The Brood Mother was triggered by the noise, summoning an earth shield all around 
her. The Clackers' sensory organs were still muddled by the thunderstorm, their 
reaction was disorganized. 

When the last Praetorian still standing understood what was happening, Lith had 
already chopped off the head of his agonizing teammate, to prevent the Brood 
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Mother from rejuvenating it. 


The Praetorian screeched for help, fighting with all the strength it could muster. All 
the rocks and debris that had been created by keeping the thunderstorm at bay, flew 
against Lith following his every movement. 

Lith was starting to run out of steam. His muscles were sore from the continuous 
bursts and his mind was losing focus. Using so many high level spells at the same 
time had taken quite a toll on him. 

To make things worse, the closer he got to the Praetorian, the more accurate its 
control over the debris became, making it impossible for Lith to dodge all the 
incoming attacks. He could only deflect those aimed at his vitals and tank the others. 

He used earth fusion to limit the injuries and light fusion to start regenerating them 
as soon as they opened. 

When Lith was close enough, the Clacker interrupted the spell releasing a second 
one. Eight giant spider legs made of rock erupted from the ground, attacked him 
from all directions. Each one ended with a spike and was aimed at his heart to 
impale him. 

'Damn my stupidity! 1 should have known the previous spell was just a diversion. I've 
no time to Blink.' Lith infused himself and the sword with air magic, charging against 
the incoming spike in front of him. 

He slashed horizontally, aiming to use the force of the impact to alter his course at 
the last second and avoid being turned into a shish kebab. 

Much to his surprise, the sword didn't bounce off the spike, it cut through the stone 
like it was paper instead. The Praetorian was suddenly as scared as Lith was jubilant. 

'This isn't a sword. This is a masterpiece!' Lith rejoiced from the sudden turn of the 
events. The Clacker was defenseless. Weaving and controlling his spell with such 
precision had required all of its focus, leaving it no time for a contingency plan. 

With one last burst of speed, Lith arrived in front of the Praetorian, performing a 
series of quick slashes. The first cut off the front legs that were trying to protect the 
Praetorian's head. The second and the third split the head in two and removed it 
from the body respectively. 
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Lith kept dashing forward, putting some distance between him and the Brood 
Mother, activating Invigoration as soon as he stopped. It took only a couple of 
seconds for the Brood Mother to realize there were no more lightning bolts 
incoming, but when she lowered her barrier everything was already over. 

She used Invigoration to heal her many wounds and replenish her mana. Once she 
spotted him, the Brood Mother was ready to counter any attack the human could be 
plotting. Yet Lith remained still, his grin grew wider by the second. 

"You really are dumb." He laughed at her with a cruel voice. 

"Absorbing the world energy is a great idea. Too bad it's a game that two can play 
and I started before you." 

The Brood Mother cursed at her own stupidity, it was her first time facing an 
Awakened one. Through Life Vision, she checked that Lith had told the truth. He was 
recovering faster than she was capable of. 

The head start he got would allow Lith to attack before she was back at her peak 
condition. 

"Great idea!" He kept mocking her after noticing her glowing eyes. Words didn't 
waste mana, so they were the only attack he could perform without hindering his 
recovery. 

"Tm sure that wasting mana non stop will not slow you down even more." 

The Brood Mother was outraged by Lith's defiant attitude, but she was even more 
scared of what could happen if she stopped watching his every movement. 

Unlike him, she wasn't able to Blink. She also had noticed how the piece of metal in 
his hands could easily cut apart even her strongest minion. She only needed one 
strike to cut him down, but Lith was capable of doing the same. 

The Brood Mother rushed forward, forcing him to stop using Invigoration too and 
playing straight into his hand. Life Vision gave her only a vague idea of Lith's core 
power. After all, he had almost killed her multiple times. The Brood Mother was 
certain that he had to be at least as strong as her. 

Thanks to Solus's mana sense, Lith knew that she was stronger than him even at his 
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peak condition, something that was still lost to him. His body had yet to recover from 
the attempt to save Protector's life. 

Lith had manipulated her fears so that she would start recovering later than him and 
stop before him, forcing her to fight on equal footing. The Brood Mother was 
physically superior, but Lith was much more experienced in using all the elements. 

Her front legs clashed many times with his sword, keeping it at bay. Their strength, 
speed, and stamina were on the same level since the Brood Mother was too scared to 
stop using Life Vision. 

Yet Lith was forced to play on the defensive. While his opponent could block with the 
front legs and attack with her claws, he had only one sword. His daggers had a 
smaller range than her fingers. Also, he needed both hands to stop her heavy blows. 

They were too close to use spells. If one of them stopped even for a second, the other 
would have the time to strike at least three times. Soon Lith was covered by shallow 
wounds on the head, shoulders, and arms. 

The Brood Mother was starting to get used to his poor swordsmanship, attacking 
with her claws every time her front legs clashed with the sword. The impact would 
stun him just for a split second, but it was enough for her. 

Lith changed his strategy, infusing the bastard sword with darkness magic instead of 
air. 

The blade turned pitch black and small vortexes appeared on its surface. Lith didn't 
need to use Life Vision to know that Orion's masterpiece was sapping his enemy's 
strength by the second. 

He only needed to watch at her terrified expression. Every time the dark blade 
clashed with the Brood Mother's stone like legs, they would crack and a bit other life 
force would be transferred to Lith. 

The tables were now slowly getting turned. She knew that the longer it lasted, the 
weaker she would get. She went into a frenzy, attacking faster and faster, hoping he 
would make a mistake not being able to keep up the pace with her many limbs. 

Lith was soon forced to focus only on the defense again, the Brood Mother's attacks 
were too fast and well coordinated for his skill level. New and deeper cuts appeared 
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on his flesh, but he couldn't stop grinning. 


"Not even a monstrosity like you could laugh at his own death!" During the fight, the 
queen of the Clackers had noticed Lith's unusual smell. It was part human, part 
beast, part Abomination and completely unnatural. 

'I'm laughing at yours!' He inwardly replied before releasing all the nine spells stored 
inside his rings. Fireballs, lightning bolts. Plague Arrows, and a fully charged 
Checkmate Spears were fired against her at point blank range while she was lunging 
her left arm toward Lith's right one. 

The thunderbolts stunned her while the darkness missiles drained her lifeforce and 
the icicles ravaged her body. The explosions from the fireballs pushed her away, but 
not before her claws severed Lith's dominant arm at the shoulder. 

The Brood Mother was severely injured but not dead. Now that Lith had lost the 
sword she was certain she would get the upper hand as soon as her body started to 
move again. 

Then she saw it. Together with spurts of red blood, black tendrils came out of Lith's 
severed arm and from his shoulder, pulling it back into place. The flesh merged like 
the wound had never existed. 

Lith was shocked as much as the Brood Mother. He had already seen Balkor's Valors 
reattach their limbs in a very similar manner. Unlike them, he needed light fusion to 
close the wound and stop the bleeding. 

The arm was in place, but it was useless. The bones, nerves, and blood vessels were 
still repairing themselves. Lith had no sensibility whatsoever, his arm was no more 
than dead weight. The Brood Mother didn't know it and hope abandoned her. 

It was only then that she realized that her body was already beyond saving. The 
electricity from the lightning bolts ha temporarily stunned her, but not prevented her 
from moving. Otherwise the previous thunderstorm would have managed to kill her. 

The numbing effect had simply prevented her from noticing that several spears of ice 
had pierced both her human and spider body, puncturing her lungs and several 
organs. She started coughing blood, while her life was slowly slipping away. 

"Please, have mercy." She pleaded him, shedding tears from all her eight eyes. 
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"You are a powerful magician. You can heal me. You know how rare we Awakened 
are, we shouldn't kill each other." 

Lith clicked his tongue in disgust, moving the sword from the right to the left hand. 
The Brood Mother recognized him as someone similar to her. He didn't want allies, 
only servants. 

"If you spare my life, 1 swear to devote all my life to you. 1 can take on any form you 
want, be every day the woman of your dreams. I'll be your lover, your slave, whatever 
you want. Just don't kill me!" 

Lith plunged the sword into her head, using darkness magic to destroy the last spark 
of life force she had left. 

'1 can't believe she had the gall to ask me to spare her life. Slave my a*s, she would 
have killed me as soon as she recovered her strength.' Lith thought, storing the 
corpse in the pocket dimension. 

'What are you planning to do with her remains?' Solus asked. 

'Use them as ingredients, sell it, or reanimate it as a greater undead. 1 have yet to 
decide.' 

Professor Farg had witnessed the whole fight from the beginning. The 
resourcefulness of both sides had left her speechless more than once. 

'By the gods, even with all my equipment, 1 don't know if 1 could defeat either of 
them without reinforcements. The Brood Mother was cunning and the four 
Praetorians covered her blind spots, leaving no openings. 

'Lith's swordsmanship is amateurish at best, but he is a vicious, scheming 
opportunist. He clearly has a lot of experience using true magic, that trick with the 
thundercloud isn't something you can improvise. 

'Once again. Lady Tyris was right. Lith from Lutia isn't human. 1 must show her the 
fight, especially the part where the arm reattached itself. His existence goes beyond 
my understanding.' 

Lith used Invigoration again, checking his surrounding from time to time. The few 
Clackers that had survived were all Hatchlings and with their queen dead, they had 
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lost the will to fight. 


He collected the corpses of the Praetorians too, hoping they were still worth 
something as trophies or ingredients. Then, he returned to the pit. The flames had 
destroyed everything, leaving behind only ashes. 

Lith wasn't a believer, but he silently prayed for his lost friend. He couldn't avenge 
Protector's death nor could he bring him back to life. The feeling of helplessness 
heavily weighted on his heart. 

"Goodbye, old friend. Thank you for everything you did for me and for all you taught 
me. 1 promise 1 will take care of your family like it's my own." 

"Well, well, well. Look who's here. 1 should feel offended. 1 heard from more than one 
reliable source that you shed a lot of tears for Protector, but none for me." 

Lith turned around, welcoming Kalla with a warm smile. 
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CHAPTER 234 
WORRIES 


"Kalla, you're alive!" Lith regretted those words as soon as he pronounced them. 

Kalla looked almost the same way when they met during Balkor's attack. 

Almost. 

The shadows surrounding her were deeper, the red light in her eyes was stone cold, 
and the presence she exuded was that of an undead. 

"Not quite. 1 barely survived that night and only thanks to the experiments 1 had 
previously performed on my own body. After 1 recovered, 1 decided to push things to 
the next level. I'm currently in the process of turning myself into a true undead. 

Is that a problem for you?" 

"Not at all. What are you doing here?" He asked. 

"1 could ask you the same thing. 1 was minding my own business when 1 recognized 
your mana signature. 1 would have liked to rush here to help you, but 1 was in the 
middle of a delicate procedure. 1 arrived here just a few seconds ago. How are you 
doing. Scourge?" 

Lith told her everything he had gone through from the last time they had seen each 
other, sparing no details about Death Vision. 

"Fascinating." She replied. "Does it work on me too?" 

"No." Oddly, Kalla remained the same, no matter how long he looked at her. 

"Maybe it's because of my ongoing transformation, or maybe because you know I'm 
stronger than you. We should try asking Scarlett when she comes back." 

Kalla looked at Lith first and then to Solus's ring. She didn't agree with their decision, 
but since they knew him better, Kalla decided not to interfere. 
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"Kalla, why have you decided to turn into an undead? You have evolved only recently, 
isn't this rushing things too much?" Lith was as happy to see her as worried for her 
mental health. 

Since he had developed Death Vision, he had revised all the old conversations he had 
with his psychologist, to understand how much of a nutjob he was. 

If before Protector's death his heart felt like it had been turned to stone, since he had 
developed Death Vision he could feel a void in his chest. Like a hole through which a 
cold wind blew non stop, freezing his body. 

He was afraid that Kalla had been suffering from a similar trauma and had taken the 
easiest way out from her feelings. It was the same thing he had planned to do for a 
while, before his family's and Phloria's affection had convinced him otherwise. 

"I'm not rushing anything. 1 have been mulling over the possibility ever since 1 was 
still a Byk. Why do you think 1 was so interested in greater undead, even when we 
met for the first time?" 

"I'm sorry, but 1 don't understand. Based on what 1 read, evolved monsters have a 
very long lifespan. Can't you wait for a bit before taking such an irreversible 
decision?" 

Kalla sighed, realizing how little Scarlett trusted Lith to keep him in the dark even 
about basic knowledge. 

"I'm sorry to be forced to break it to you like this, but there is no easy way to do it. 

It's not just evolved monsters, all Awakened ones live for centuries. That means that 
you too will sooner or later face the same problem." 

"What?" Lith and Solus were both flabbergasted. 

"In your attempt of saving Protector, you have lost decades of life span. That means 
that you'll live a few hundred years less than the average Awakened ones, but you 
will still live on for centuries." 

"How... how is it possible?" 

Lith suddenly felt lightheaded, the world was spinning all around him to the point he 
had to use the bastard sword to support himself. 
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"People's lives depend on the amount of life force they possess. An Awakened one is 
capable of constantly absorbing the world energy, so instead of burning their own 
life force, they consume mostly world energy. 

"That prolongs our lives for a very long time. 1 knew it from the moment 1 evolved 
into an Awakened one that it would mean to watch everyone of my kin die. To 
witness the world as 1 know it changes until 1 would become unable to recognize it 
anymore. 

"In my Wight form, 1 could still have cubs, but what of them? They would live 
shunned by animals and humans alike, just to die of old age way before me. Know 
this, the offspring of an Awakened it's almost never an Awakened, just like having a 
mage for a parent doesn't mean having a great talent for magic. 

"That's why there are monsters roaming this world. Scarlett's offspring are 
Scorpicores capable of using all the elements, they live around three hundred years, 
but they are not Awakened ones. 

Also, your case is even more special." 

"What do you mean?" All those sudden revelations had forced Lith to sit down. He 
felt like he was going to puke. 

"You can live as long as an Awakened, but you might as well live forever. There are 
immortals in this world, creatures that can live until someone kills them and 
Abominations are among them, just like the undead." 

"This means that my family, my friends..." Lith was stuttering for the shock. 

"They will all die, in time. Even if you cage them all, even if you personally stand 
guard to them, sooner or later they will die in front of your eyes. Time is our ally as 
much as our enemy." Kalla completed the sentence for him. 

"That's why what you did for Protector was stupid and childish. He had seen so many 
of his kin age and pass away in front of him after becoming a Ry. After becoming a 
Skoll, he was bound to witness all of his pack, her new mate and even his cubs wither 
away in front of his eyes. 

"Also, your idea of undead is flawed. Greater undead not only can live forever, but 
also have all the same range of feelings that the living has. Human undead give us a 
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bad name because once they get used to killing, they stop thinking of others as living 
beings, belittling them like cattle. 

"A magical beast is different, though. We need to kill since the moment our parents 
abandon us, life is a constant struggle for survival. For me turning into an undead 
will change nothing. 

"Unlike Nok, 1 wasn't born a Byk. First, 1 was just a bear, then a Byk, and lastly a 
Wight. No matter how much my appearance changes, 1 will always be myself. Can 
you say the same?" 

"Maybe, 1 don't know." It was the first time that Lith was forced to lie to Kalla, but he 
had no way to explain to her how he had been reborn twice already and had changed 
very little so far. 

"So, the good news is that you don't have to worry about my family. 1 will take care of 
them myself. 1 free you from your promise. The bad news is, well, everything else. 
There is something you have to ask me before we part ways again?" 

Kalla rubbed her muzzle softly against Lith's cheek. Contrary to his expectations she 
was warm. Caressing her head helped him to regain his cool a bit. 

"Let me get this straight. If 1 remain just an Awakened one 1 will live for a couple of 
centuries, while if 1 turn into an undead or an Abomination, 1 would live forever?" 

"Yes." She nodded. "Beware that both conditions come at a price. Normal greater 
undead cannot use light magic freely, it only worsens their hunger. Some can't stand 
the light of the day, others get driven mad by their new instincts. 

They are all unacceptable limits that would hinder my research, that's why I'm trying 
to turn myself into a lich." 

"You what?" Lith froze. 

"Liches are one of the few exceptions. The process requires to split your core into 
two. One part remains in your body and the other needs a special vessel, to seal it 
from ah external influences, even the passing of time. 

"That way, even if your body gets destroyed and your core shattered, you can always 
regenerate a new one from the vessel. The process is long and risky. One single 
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mistake and I'll be dead for good. 


As for Abominations, they can freely use all elements, but because of their parasitic 
nature, they are constantly hunted down. They care for nothing but their own 
survival. 

"They don't even have a body unless they steal one. Even if they find a suitable one, 
their destructive energies consume it over time until they need to find a 
replacement. 

So be careful about what you choose. Remain an Awakened until you are entirely 
sure of your decision. One day I might find a cure for undeath, but I doubt there is 
one for being an Abomination." 

"What do you think I should do?" 

Lith was completely lost, he didn't want Kalla to leave him. He had never felt so alone 
in his life. The moment he had learned that he was bound to live for so long, he 
couldn't stop considering everyone he knew just a little more than walking corpses. 

"Stop living in the past." Kalla snorted. 

"Enjoy your present, because it will change soon. Stop mulling over death and worry 
about the living. You have only a few years to spend with them, make them count. 
Also, try to learn from Nok about how to face changes. 

"Do you know what's the first thing he asked me when I told him about my plans for 
the future? He said: 'Okay, mom. What have you caught for dinner?' 

"I will remain in this forest for a few years, I don't know how long will it take to 
complete my transformation nor if it will succeed. Look for me only if you are in dire 
need of help, since I will be busy. We will resume our lessons when we both have 
more free time." 

After saying goodbye to Protector's grave, Lith had found his closure. He was finally 
at peace with himself, but after hearing Kalla's words, he felt bewildered. 

"Well, this is great. I needed some good news." Lith sneered. 

"I was already considering to become an immortal, an undead, whatever. It would 


traitorAIZEN 248 I 565 



have liked for it to be my choice though, the last resort in case 1 didn't manage to find 
a way to have a proper death." He pondered. 

"Until 1 understand what the heck 1 am becoming, my life span is the last of my 
problems. Even my arm acts on its own. 1 knew 1 would outlive my parents, but now 
it seems 1 will survive my sisters and even my nephews." 

"There is no solution. Even if 1 find a way to turn them into Awakened, then what? 
Should 1 also turn Rena's husband and his family? Their children when they have 
them? 

"It would destroy their lives." 

Lith remained pensive for several minutes. The truth he had just learned was 
overturning his plans for the future. His age had become completely irrelevant. 
Judging by Scarlett's appearance he was likely to remain young looking even once he 
became a century old. 

"1 obsessed so much over controlling every aspect of my life, only to discover that 1 
have no voice in the matter. I'm bound to have a long and lonely life, unless 1 befriend 
undead like Kalla, or Awakened ones." He bitterly laughed. 

'By my maker, did you listen to a single word Kalla said? She told you to enjoy the 
present, to treasure those who you love and instead you are acting like they are 
already dead. 

'Did you hear her plan to turn Nok into an undead or an Awakened? No. She is even 
willing to find a cure for her vampire adoptive daughter, to give her a mortal life. She 
worries about them and their happiness, not about herself. 

'Think about Protector. He knew he would outlive his pack. Did he consider it reason 
enough for not evolving? No, he became a Ry first and a Skoll later. When he met 
Selia he didn't avoid her just because she is weak and short lived, he started a family! 

'Why are you so bad at following your own advice? Do you remember what you told 
Yurial? Your only choice is to embrace the changes or remain forever chained by the 
failures of your past.' 

She projected in his mind their last encounter with Protector before Lith had lost 
consciousness, quickly followed by Kalla's words. Lith had to accept that she was 
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right. 


Both of them had encouraged him to move forward without letting his fears control 
his life, yet he was there doing the opposite. 

'Damn, 1 hate you being always right. Solus. This is exactly why Protector tried to 
stop me. All this time, 1 faced this existence like an enemy to beat or a problem to 
solve. My fear of losing those precious to me made me lose focus on what is really 
important. 

'1 wasted so much time preparing for the worse that I've probably spent more time 
with my comrades during the last year than with my own family until now.' 

Solus could feel that Lith's mind was finally relaxing. After more than a decade of 
grieving and blind rage, he seemed to be able to rise beyond his limits and live his 
life to the fullest. 

It made her incredibly happy and scared at the same time. Because in the end. 
Protector had made a huge mistake. Lying to Lith to protect him had been the wrong 
thing to do. It was up to her to make things right. 
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CHAPTER 235 
INSIGHTS (1) 


The truth could hurt him, but lies had hurt him even more. 

The trauma, the grieving had never stopped until he had been forced to face his own 
mistakes through the eyes of the others. She couldn't let him start his life anew based 
on a convenient lie. 

It was time to come clean with Lith, even if that meant destroying their relationship. 
Every day she hid the truth had been torture for Solus, but she endured it because 
she cared too much for him. 

She was even willing to bear his grudge if it meant for Lith to change for the better. 
'Lith, do you trust me?' She asked. 

'I'd trust you with my life. Beside Protector, you are my only true friend. Despite 
witnessing every single and most despicable flaw of mine, you have always accepted 
me for who 1 am. 1 wouldn't be the person 1 am now without you. Solus.' He replied. 

'Then 1 hope that one day you'll forgive me.' 

'Forgive you for what?' Lith had yet to complete his question when Solus projected in 
his mind everything that had happened after he had lost consciousness. How 
Protector had survived, his last words for Lith, and his plea to Solus to keep it a 
secret. 

Lith couldn't believe his own mind. 

'How could you do this to me?' There was no trace of rage in his thoughts, only the 
deep pain coming from the breach of their trust. Until that day, Lith had always 
considered it the only certainty in his life. 

Solus was a part of him as much as he was a part other. In his eyes, she back being an 
untrustworthy piece of stone, just like the first day they met. 
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She could feel his pain and silent accusations. They both deeply hurt her, but she 
kept being honest without hiding anything from him. 

'How? I'll tell you how. 1 simply did exactly what you have done time and time again 
over the years to everyone you love and care for. 1 followed your teachings and lied to 
you to keep you safe from a truth that 1 was afraid could kill you.' 

Lith wanted to rebuke, but everything that came to his mind would sound incredibly 
hypocritical of him. He still remembered how Scarlett had accused him of corrupting 
Solus's nature, but he only now understood the meaning of her words. 

'How can 1 trust you from now on? How can you ask me to forgive you? You are the 
only one 1 never lied to, never!' 

'It's actually easy.' She replied with a firm voice, even though Lith could feel her pain 
and tears. 'Just read my mind like you always did when we first met. Dig up all my 
memories and feelings until your paranoia it's satisfied! 

'Do it right now, if it makes you feel better. 1 know that 1 made a mistake by lying to 
you, but 1 did it only out of love. Maybe you don't realize it yet, but you are my 
everything just like Carl was for you, if not even more. 

'1 was scared of losing you forever, scared of being alone again. 1 chose to keep you 
safe and sound, even if it meant losing your trust. 1 prefer a world where you hate me 
for my actions rather than to keep living without you. 

It would be worse than death, even worse than slowly starving.' 

Lith would have loved to believe her, but at that point, he believed in no one. He 
followed Solus's suggestion, fusing their minds completely for the first time in years. 
Lith could see everything that she had ever thought and felt since the day they 
bonded. 

The pain from not having a body, how her feelings for him had grown and changed 
over the years. At some point, it was impossible to understand if it was the kind of 
love a daughter had for a father or rather the one a woman felt toward a man. 

Everything she had told him was nothing but the truth, from the reasons why she 
had lied to him to all the sacrifices she had made to keep him alive until that 
moment. He learned about all the times that she had risked her life to protect him. 
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belittling herself like she wasn't even a person. 


He experienced the guilt and suffering that derived from hiding the truth from him. 
Lith was shocked by ah those revelations, even more so because fusing their minds 
meant violating her privacy, rummaging through her most private thoughts. 

'1 knew you would do it, but it hurts nevertheless.' She sobbed. 

'Please, throw me away if you must, but leave me alone.' The old pouch reappeared 
around his neck and Solus left his finger to hide inside it. Suddenly, he couldn't feel 
her presence inside his mind. 

The door between them could be opened with a simple thought, but then what? 

Lith felt lost, he couldn't think about anything that he could do to make either of 
them feel better. Everything that Solus did, was only because she followed his 
teachings. He had no one to blame but himself. 




White Griffon Academy, Yurial's apartments. 

"Girls, 1 can't believe I'm going to say it out loud, but the more 1 know Lith, the more 1 
think he isn't a human being." Yurial said. 

"1 mean let's set aside his terrible attitude when we met, since we well deserved it. 
How can he possibly be that strong? It's not natural. Also, how could he be okay 
without resting not even for one hour? It doesn't make any sense." 

"Yeah, not to mention that somehow he spotted the Clackers despite them being 
underground. Did he ever explain to you how he managed to do it?" Quyha pointed 
out. 

"No." Phloria replied. 

'There's also the issue with his beloved brother that he let slip while giving us the 
pep talk. 1 have triple checked it, his relationship with his brothers is terrible. Either 
he has a third secret brother or 1 don't know what to think. 

'Yet if they didn't notice it, I'm not going to add coal to the fire. 1 don't like where this 
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conversation is going already.' She thought. 


"Honestly, 1 never understood how any of you could overlook his ever changing 
persona. First, he was very rude to us. Then he became our mentor despite being 
three years younger than us and lastly our 'good friend'. 

"We all have seen how he kills people without remorse, how easily he lies to 
everyone, even to us. I'm grateful for everything Lith did for me, but he still creeps 
me out." Friya shrugged. 

"1 suspect Lith actually is a bastard member of the royal family." Yurial's words left 
the others speechless. 

"My father says that the Royal couple is known for having physical abilities on par 
with magical beasts. It would also explain how he is so knowledgeable and why 
Linjos keeps him in such high regard." 

"Guys, 1 can't believe I'm going to say it out loud, but the more 1 hear you talking 
about Lith like this, the more you disgust me." Phloria's gaze was filled with 
contempt. 

"1 don't know about you, but 1 approached him after the first exam, not the other way 
around. So, he definitely didn't try to exploit me for personal gain. Also, yeah he has a 
lot of secrets, but so what? 

"He could have hidden his strength and let the assassin kill you, Yurial. Just like 
during Balkor's attack or against the Clackers just a few hours ago, he could have run 
away and leave us for dead. Instead, he fought by our side, saving our lives. 

"He helped us countless times, but never asked us anything in return. Yet here you 
are, talking behind his back because he never explained how he did manage to beat 
those Clackers or cleanse us from Balkor's toxins while many others died. 

"1 don't care how he did it. What matters to me is that he cared more about our 
safety than about his own secrets. 1 don't care if he is the King's bastard son or if he 
has dragon blood in his veins." 

According to the legends, the offspring of a human and a dragon would carry a 
hidden strength that could manifest in the form of physical prowess, magic talent, or 
beauty. 
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"It would explain why the female members of his family are so pretty and why he is 
so different from the rest of us. Whatever his secret is, I'm certain he will tell us in 
time. What really matters to me, is that his actions speak loud about his character, 
just like your ungratefulness does about yours. 

"If you really think about questioning him after all the times he saved our lives, after 
all we have faced together, you don't deserve being his friends and neither mine!" 

Phloria slammed the door behind her, incapable to listen to their ramblings any 
more. 

"Do you think that her feelings for him are clouding her judgment?" 

Phloria's words struck several nerves, making Friya regret to have spoken so harshly. 
"No, I think we have let our fear of the unknown get the better of us." Yurial replied. 




It took a while to find out Balkor's whereabouts, but Scarlett discovered his location 
thanks to her communication network with all the magical beasts she had worked 
with in the past. 

The various Lords of the different regions had helper greatly in collecting the 
necessary intel. She knew that Balkor would require a constant supply of dead 
bodies to build each year such a massive army. 

Also, by examining the captured undead with her artifact, she had managed to 
identify Balkor's energy signature. At that point, all she had to do was to use her 
enchanted pince-nez as a scanner. 

She started her investigation from the locations were big battles had taken places. 
Balkor's undead required more than just bones, so he needed fresh corpses. From 
there she had interrogated the magical beasts that lived nearby. 

All that work would have been useless without her artifact, though. Balkor was 
aware of the flaws in his supply chain. Over the years he had used countless 
middlemen to store what he needed in dimensional amulets and have everything 
delivered at his doorstep. 
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The only thing he was unable to predict was the existence of an artifact capable of 
recognizing an individual's life force from a great distance. 


Scarlett had almost been on the verge of giving up before finding his trail. Like the 
countless pursuers that preceded her, the Scorpicore had remained trapped in the 
web of false leads and deception Balkor had laid. 

Too much time had passed from the attack. The trail was cold and the Forgotten 
Plume tribe was nomadic. However, one of the Lords of the oasis reported to her 
about how a small mound of rock that had decorated his fief for centuries collapsed 
right after the attacks on the academies had ended. 

The Lord had no idea what could have happened, but for Scarlett was more than 
enough. Once she reached the location the mound occupied, the artifact was able to 
detect Balkor's energy signature. 

It took Scarlett just a few hours to follow the lead to her destination. She was already 
tasting Balkor's blood and fear, when her chase came to an abrupt end. 

Salaark, the ruler of the Blood Desert blocked her way, staring at Scarlett with 
annoyance. 

"What are you doing here? This isn't your turf. You are not welcome here." 

Scarlett recognized Salaark for what she was. Her body instinctively trembled in fear. 

"Lady Salaark, I'm here to exact vengeance for all the loyal subjects and dear friends 
that the fiend hiding in that encampment killed." She said pointing at the Forgotten 
Plume tribe visible at the horizon. 

"Fiend? Do you mean llyum Balkor? If that's so, you better go home. He's one of my 
subjects now. Tell Tyris that she had her opportunity and wasted it. Now it's my 
turn." 

"What?" Scarlett was flabbergasted. "You know who he is and what he does, yet you 
let him live?" 

"Of course, 1 do. Who would be so stupid to let such a rare talent unattended? Over 
the years, Balkor has helped the Forgotten Plume tribe to prosper. He not only 
protected them from all kind of threats, but he also taught them advanced magic and 
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took care of the sick. 


"You should know that light and darkness magic go hand in hand. When people think 
of Balkor they only see the necromancer, but he is also a great healer. 1 offered him 
many times to become one of my underlings. 

"Yet he always refused, because it would mean to swear his loyalty to me and 
relinquish his foolish plans of revenge. Now that he has only a few years left to live, 
Balkor finally listened to reason and submitted to me. 

So bug off, Scorpicore. Tell your master he is under my protection." 

"1 respect Lady Tyris as 1 respect you. Lady Salaark." Scarlett roared. 

"However, 1 have no master. I'm here of my own will and 1 will not back down just 
because you say so!" 

Salaark laughed heartily at Scarlett's daring words. 

"Kid, 1 have a soft spot for arrogant youths, but that doesn't mean 1 will go easy on 
you. Take another step forward and the two of us will fight as enemies." 

"So be it!" Scarlett roar made the earth tremble and the skies cry. Despite the dry 
climate of the desert, black clouds appeared out of nowhere and covered the sun. 
Salaark's smile grew even wider. 

'A world tribulation? This sure makes things more interesting!' She thought. 

AN: Dear readers. I'm sorry to tell you that Supreme Magus will go on hiatus for 
some time. My health is slipping and 1 can't postpone things anymore. I'll be 
hospitalized for a while, but if everything goes well 1 should be back in 3-4 weeks. 
Thanks for your support and understanding. 
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CHAPTER 236 
INSIGHTS (2) 


Scarlett too recognized the signs of a world tribulation. It reminded her of Tyris's 
words, sending a cold shiver down her spine. 

'Damn my bad luck. Not only am 1 forced to face a Guardian, but 1 also have to 
undertake a tribulation at the same time. 1 don't know what the world wants from 
me, only that my odds of dying just doubled. 

Even if Salaark doesn't kill me, the world could if 1 fail. Bah, too late for hindsight!' 

Scarlett set aside her fear of death and charged forward. Her body started to swell 
and change, doubling its size. Her fur morphed into red scales as thick as a shield 
and a pair of feathered wings appeared on the Scorpicore's back. 

The muzzle became a fiery slate, only her eyes remained visible. Scarlett's mane 
turned into a raging purple flame, hot enough to turn sand into glass. 

Salaark's interest was piqued, but she wasn't impressed. The changes occurring 
during a tribulation were merely cosmetic, pointing out the nature of the potential 
guardian. Alas, the Scorpicore's strength hadn't changed. 

Scarlett weaved ten spells at once, unleashing an elemental barrage. The ground was 
upturned, the sand turned into spikes, attacking the Guardian from all sides. Huge 
hands erupted from the ground, pushing Salaark down a pit that had opened below 
her feet. 

Scarlett's only hope was for the combined spells to swallow and bury the Guardian 
long enough for her to take Balkor's life. 

A hail of lightning and ice crashed on Salaark from the skies, darkness engulfed her 
sapping her strength, while molten lava erupted from the trench beneath her. 

Salaark was unfazed. All of Scarlett's attacks were nullified by a wave of Salaark's 
hand that turned the spikes and the hands back to harmless sand, closing the pit at 
the same time. 
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White flames surrounded her body dispelling the darkness engulfing her, consuming 
the lightning bolts and sublimating ice. 

Despite Scarlett's best efforts, an ant would still remain an ant. 

Scarlett focused all the mana she had left in one final attack. Whole dunes floated 
mid-air, turning into flaming black meteors the size of a two-story house. Each one of 
them had enough destructive power to turn a medium-sized city into a crater. 

They all crushed against the Guardian, who was forced to raise both her arms to 
block them all. Salaark was astonished by the attacking prowess Scarlett possessed. 

'What a cunning opponent. If I miss or deflect even one of these darkness imbued 
meteors, I bet she will redirect it toward the Forgotten Plume tribe. I can't afford to 
play anymore, time to get serious!' 

Salaark's battle cry sounded like an eagle's screech, her white aura expanded in the 
form of spreading wings that engulfed the surrounding area with blinding light. Any 
other people would believe it to be a sign that the goddess of light had descended 
among them. 

However, the Forgotten Plume tribe knew better. They fell to their knees, their 
foreheads touching the sand while worshipping the Benefactor. 

The white flames and the black meteors fought for a long second before the light 
consumed everything in its path. 

Salaark looked at her own palms in surprise. Even under her human guise, she was 
still a phoenix and yet her arms were covered in third-degree burns, bleeding from 
several wounds. 

"You attacked me despite knowing who I am and managed to hurt me fighting fair 
and square. You have earned my respect. This time I'll let you go, but if you dare to 
attack me again, I will end you. Now scram!" Salaark opened a Warp Steps, shoving 
the exhausted Scorpicore through it. 

Scarlett had barely the strength to stand, so she offered no resistance. She found 
herself back in the forest surrounding the White Griffon academy. 

'Damn Salaark!' She inwardly cursed. 'How can Guardians be so aloof and self- 
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absorbed? Yet her power is far beyond mine, a second attempt would be suicidal. It's 
time for me to stop wasting time with humans. 

The Council is useless, the Guardians untrustworthy. If 1 want justice. I'll need the 
power to take it with my own hands!' 




When Lith returned to the academy, his world was still upside down. The anger 
stemming from Solus's lie and the bewilderment from the breach of their absolute 
bond of trust fought on equal ground inside his head. 

He didn't know what to think or what to do anymore. He had stopped grieving 
Protector from the moment he accepted his death, before leaving house Ernas. The 
trip to his grave served as a mean to deal with Lith's sense of loss and accepting his 
failure. 

Therefore, there was nothing preventing him from resenting his so-called old friend 
for his manipulation. Yet it had all been so sudden that he needed time to digest the 
revelation. 

Lith went to Phloria's room, to return the bastard sword. She remained shocked 
seeing his uniform tattered. His left sleeve seemed to have been almost turned to 
shreds, the uniform's self repairing magic barely managed to prevent it from falling 
apart. 

Phloria noticed that despite all the damage the magical cloth had sustained, Lith 
seemed to be perfectly fine. He was without a scratch and full of energy, yet his eyes 
were dead. He wasn't even looking at her but at something past her. 

His voice was flat, his mind was elsewhere, in a bad place. 

"Thank your father for me. This sword truly is a masterpiece." He handed it to her 
with both hands. 

"1 will." She nodded. "Has something happened? Do you need to talk?" 

"Many things, but none I'm willing to share, sorry. We'll have to postpone our date. 1 
need some time to think alone." 
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The following days were the worst Lith had lived since his rebirth in the new world. 
Before finding Solus, he had been knee-deep in his personal hell. 

His new family was alien to him, but he had managed to accept that he was some 
kind of monster and that he would be forced to spend his whole life pretending. His 
true identity, his past, weren't something he could share. 

He had come to accept that he was destined to be alone even when surrounded by 
people, a shadow in a world of lights. Yet finding Solus also meant finding hope. 
During the last eight years, he had never been truly alone. 

She had been a constant presence in his life, from the moment he woke up in the 
morning. She would often even take part in his own dreams. At first, he had been 
scared by her intrusions in his thoughts, by all her questions about him and why he 
acted as he did. 

However, over time their relationship had grown, becoming deeper than he could 
have ever expected. Solus was the only one to truly know him, the one he could share 
all his deepest and darkest secrets without being judged. 

Whenever Lith had been struggling, either by accepting his new family or the 
hardships in his life, she had always been his mental support. With every struggle he 
overcame, Lith's life had become easier, yet the abyss inside him would also become 
deeper and hungrier. 

In the end, everything he had achieved, he had got it through hard work, deception, 
and the occasional killing. Mogar, the new world, wasn't much different from Earth. 
'Every man for himself and 'power conquers all' were unwritten rules everyone 
abided to. 

Solus had been his moral compass, often questioning his choices and forcing him to 
ponder about the consequences of his actions, but in the end, she would always be 
on his side. 

Now they were separated, their mind link remained inactive since both of them were 
unwilling to make the first move. Solus was still consumed with remorse for her lie, 
living in constant fear to have forever destroyed their bond. 

Cutting herself out of Lith's life was her way to atone for her mistake and give him 
the time he needed to reflect on what she did without external influences. 
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As for Lith, he longed every day to hear her voice in his mind again. To feel her warm 
compassion for all the secrets and the sacrifices he was daily burdened with. Hiding 
in plain sight, lying even to his own family wasn't so bad as long she was with him. 

Solus knew the truth and supported him at every step he had taken so far. Yet he 
wasn't willing to forgive her, nor to resume their usual routine pretending that 
nothing had happened. 

The situation was tearing him apart, it was like the sun was covered by a permanent 
eclipse. It was still there, but he wasn't able to experience its warmth and light 
anymore. 

The thing that bothered him the most was being angry at Protector as much as he 
was at her. 

'Damn Protector! How could he do this to me? Or to her? Loving me like a son my 
a*s. He put us one against the other with his idiotic decision. He left me grieving like 
an idiot, second guessing everything I've done, to the point of almost revealing my 
secret to my family!' 

During that time, Lith realized how dependent he had become on Solus's influence in 
his daily activities. Without her constantly soothing his rage and filling the void he 
felt in his life, Lith became colder and detached. 

Outside the lessons, he would spend most of his time alone. 

Even his grades started to drop, albeit slowly. It wasn't just the feeling of betrayal 
putting him off his game. He was too used to brainstorming every problem with 
Solus, being forced to do everything alone only reinforced his feeling of loss. 

After failing to approach him a few times, Friya, Quylla, and Yurial decided it was 
better to give him some space. They thought he was having a hard time to accept 
what he had seen at the mining town. Lith would barely speak to them and even 
when he did, his voice was full of ill concealed annoyance. 

'If Solus can't be trusted, then 1 can trust no one.' Was what Lith repeated to himself 
more and more often. 

Phloria was the only one that held onto him, no matter how many times he pushed 
her away. She would go visit him in his room, sometimes they would spend hours in 
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silence, each one studying for the following day lessons. 


She didn't force him to open up, her hope was that her company would help Lith 
understand he wasn't alone. If he needed help, he just had to ask. 

Lith was grateful to her. Phloria was the first person in the new world that had 
approached him without a hidden agenda. She was more interested in who he was 
rather than what he was able to do. 

Her care and dedication to him were the only silver lining in his situation. Yet at the 
same time, it made things worse, forcing him to realize she was just a young girl. No 
matter how much he wanted to share his burden with her, he simply couldn't. 

A week passed, Lith's mood was getting worse by the day. Sometimes he would even 
dine by himself in his room to avoid being bothered by his companions. 

Not only his relationship with Solus was at a stalemate, but he was also so used 
talking to her about everything that in the past days he often established a mind link 
out of habit just to shut it down immediately. 

That morning, before the gong marking the start of the first lesson resounded, a 
hologram of Linjos appeared in all the classes and the departments. 

"My dear students, 1 have an announcement to make." The Headmaster's voice was 
firm, but he appeared to be exhausted. He had black circles under his eyes and 
despite being in his middle thirties, his hair was already turning grey. 

"Many things have happened this year, some good, some bad. All the academies have 
lost members of their staff because of Balkor's attack, causing a further delay in our 
activities. 

"To allow everyone to mourn their loved ones and in respect of what you have gone 
through, the Crown has decreed that this year there will be no third exam. Your 
grades will depend exclusively on your daily evaluation during the third trimester. 

"The rankings will be revealed during the last day of academy, but you can already 
learn your grade in a specific subject by asking the Professor in charge. If for any 
reason you are not satisfied with your results, you can apply for a practical test to re 
evaluate your skill. 
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"Beware that Professors are allowed to raise as well as to lower your grade, in case 
you decide to take it. 

"We have only two weeks left before the winter break. You can schedule your test 
any time before that deadline. Have a nice day." 

Lith's group left the academy for the morning rounds, accompanied by Professor 
Ironhelm. Lith was happy for the turn of events, he had no desire to babysit his 
companions again, nor to pretend to care for whatever lesson Linjos meant to teach 
to the other students. 

Every day without Solus was torture, he could feel his rage and hatred grow without 
limits. It required him sheer willpower to not lash out every time something or 
someone bothered him. 

Lith knew that sooner or later he would have to confront her once and for all. 
Keeping her at a distance wasn't doing him any good. On the contrary, the void her 
absence created was a constant reminder of how he needed Solus as a person even 
more than the abilities their bond granted him. 

He was already at the point where he could barely care for Phloria. If the whole 
academy exploded in front of him, Lith wouldn't bat an eye. He couldn't wait for the 
winter break to finally have three months only for himself. 
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CHAPTER 237 
TURN OF EVENTS 


Their rounds were uneventful. All of their patients were nobles suffering from minor 
diseases that had exploited their contacts to have healers come to their homes. 

"Okay guys, we are almost done." Yurial said once they had checked all but one of the 
names on their list 

"1 have saved this patient for last because he is a friend of my family and it could take 
a while. Is there any problem if we get back a little later than usual, Professor?" 

Ironhelm shook his head, he had no reason to refuse. The longer he babysat them, 
the lesser paperwork he would find at his return. Having someone else doing it for 
him was the main reason he had volunteered for the task. 

"Tm sure you can handle it without me. 1 have much to do. Have fun with your 
friend." Lith snorted, opening a Warp Steps right outside the local branch of the 
Mage Association. He was about to step through when Yurial stopped him. 

"Tm really sorry, Lith. 1 have a favor to ask you." Yurial didn't like being forced to ask 
for his help, especially since Lith had been giving him the cold shoulder for no 
apparent reason for days. 

"What is it?" Lith glared at Yurial like the first day they met. 

"The person we are going to visit is actually a friend of my father. He doesn't have the 
authority or the status to get an appointment with one of the great healers of the 
Kingdom. 

"So he did all he could to be included in our rounds. 1 don't know why, but he 
expressly asked for you. He even pestered my father until he was promised that 1 
would ensure your collaboration." 

"Is this person influential?" Lith asked. One thing was adding another name to the 
list of those that owed him a favor, another was wasting his time with minor nobles. 
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"Actually, no. House Tanash is a young magical bloodline that didn't produce a 
magician in the last two generations. They are on the verge of losing their status. 
There's not much they could do for you, but if you agree to help, my household 
would be indebted to you." 

Yurial understood the meaning behind Lith's words, so instead of playing the friend 
card, he decided to make a deal. 

Lith nodded. House Deirus was on the rise and he was already on good terms with 
them. Together with the Ernas, Archmage Deirus was someone that could help him 
greatly, if ever the necessity arose. 

Despite being located on the outskirts of the high-end district. House Tanash turned 
out to be a magnificent mansion. It was a three-story building, each floor about two 
hundred square meters. Yet despite the pristine white walls and the enchanted fence 
surrounding it, Lith could clearly see that it belonged to a declining household. 

It was much smaller than the Marchioness' house, something more fitting to a rich 
merchant rather than a magical bloodline. The mansion had no garden at all, there 
was no insignia along the walls or on the front door. 

It seemed like they were trying to hide their identity. 

After Yurial knocked, the door was opened almost instantly. The butler wore quite an 
expensive dress. His white shirt was made of silk while the deep blue blazer and the 
pants were cashmere. He was a man around 1.65 [5'5"} meters high with blue eyes, 
blond hair, a beard and mustaches of the same color. 

The butler was deadly pale and sweating bullets, several stains could be seen on the 
collar of his shirt. 

"Lord Deirus, thank the gods you are here! 1 was starting to lose all hope!" 

Lith smirked at the bad manners of the man, who was dragging Yurial inside instead 
of making way to his master. 

"You must be Master Lith." The butler said while suddenly grabbing his hand and 
holding it like it was a treasure. The man's hands were slippery like an eel because of 
the sweat. Lith wanted to get rid of him but didn't know how to do it without being 
rude. 
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"You are exactly as they described you. Tall, calm and with a gaze that would make 
even a baby stop crying. 1 hope that everything else about you it's true too. My son is 
in desperate need of your help." 

"Your son?" Lith blurted out. 

'They must really be in hot waters if they don't have a butler. Either that or the 
situation is so desperate that Lord Tanash came to open the door by himself. Yet it 
doesn't make sense. If his son is so ill, how come they didn't accept him at the White 
Griffon hospital?' Lith thought. 

"Lord Tanash, this is Lith of Lutia." Yurial was truly embarrassed by the lord of the 
household's behavior, but he kept his cool and performed the proper introductions 
in their host's stead before Lith changed his mind about helping. 

Yurial knew that those days it was really easy for Lith to lose his temper. 

"Lith, allow me to introduce you Duke Vinald Tanash." Lith shook his hand, using 
darkness magic to cleanse it as soon as he managed to get free from the slimy vice. 

"Duke Tanash is not himself today because..." 

"Yes, yes! Please, excuse my manners. Master Lith!" The Duke cut Yurial short, giving 
Lith a bow so deep his head almost touched the ground. 

'Definitely desperate.' Lith concluded. 

It was only thanks to the efforts of Yurial and of the family butler that they managed 
to calm Vinald enough to let their guests accommodate in the tea room. Lith noticed 
that after serving the tea for everyone, the butler spiked the Duke's with liquor. 

After several cups of liquor diluted with a bit of tea, Vinald managed to calm down 
enough to explain himself properly. 

"I'm really sorry for earlier, but 1 just received a piece of news that will be the final 
nail in the coffin of my household if even Master Lith proves to be powerless against 
the ruin looming over our heads." Duke Tanash turned pale again, his words on the 
verge of turning back into a rambling. 

The butler had lost all hope to preserve the dignity of his master, so he poured liquor 
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instead of tea into the cup. 


"Let me explain. House Tanash was founded by my great-great-grandfather, Gillam 
Tanash. Born as the son of a humble blacksmith, he managed to become an archmage 
and served the Kingdom with honor. 

Before his death, he received the title of Duke for his achievements. 

"Alas, after him no one in our family showed the slightest talent for magic. All we 
have comes from Archmage Tanash's work, but in a single generation, there is only 
so much one can do. Over time, our contribution to the Kingdom has become less 
and less. 

"We didn't have a mage nor the necessary funds to gain merits enough to increase 
our status. That was until my son, Zintar, was accepted in the Lightning Griffon 
academy. He is no genius, but he is very talented and hardworking. During the first 
three years of the academy, he always was in the top percentile. 

"This year, after the second trimester, his grades started to drop. At first, 1 thought it 
was all my fault. With the civil war on the brink of exploding, 1 tasked him to... 
protect the interests of the family. It forced Zintar to neglect his studies quite a bit." 

The truth was that House Tanash had been one of the most active members of the 
new magical bloodlines party that wanted the civil war to happen. The Duke had 
tried more than once to escalate the events, aiming to get rid of the ancient 
households that threatened to take everything away from him. 

They constantly reminded the Crown of how useless were the relatively poor and 
mageless households to the Kingdom. 

He had forced Zintar to sabotage the studies of his rivals and engage them in fights 
outside the academy's walls. 

"The lack of practice led him to almost fail his second exam, so he went back to study 
full time. The problem is that the situation never improved. His grades are still bad 
enough he is likely to be expelled. 

"Now that the Crown has decreed no third exam will take place, he is doomed. If he 
fails, we'll lose our noble status, our home, everything." 
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"You want me to tutor him or what?" Lith was exasperated by those ramblings. His 
fingers almost pierced the armrests of the armchair he was sitting in. 

"Gods, no. He already has the best tutors and teachers 1 could afford. 1 want you to 
visit him. Zintar says that something is wrong with his body, that no matter how 
much he tries he can't focus as well as he did before. 

1 already had him visited by the best healers 1 could find, but they found nothing. You 
are our last hope." 

"A mysterious illness that makes you fail in your studies is the oldest excuse in the 
book." Yurial whispered to Lith's ear. 

"Even 1 used it a lot in the past. Usually the prescribed cure is a good pep talk and a 
cut on the daily allowance. It sure worked on me." 

Lith nodded. 

'This man is just sad. He refuses to admit his mistakes and tries to find someone to 
blame. If his son lost a whole trimester, no matter how talented he is, he cannot catch 
up.' He thought. 

Duke Tanash lead them on the first floor, where his son's study was located. The 
walls were covered by bookshelves filled with tomes covering all the conceivable 
magical topics. 

Several volumes were missing. Some had been left open on the floor, occupying most 
of the space, others were piled on a desk behind which a youth was sitting while 
taking and reviewing notes. 

An open door revealed a state of the art Alchemical lab. Just like the study room, the 
lab was a mess, with shattered components on the floor marking failed experiments 
and burn marks on the walls. 

The Duke introduced the youth as his heir. 

Zintar was a fifteen-year-old boy with blond hair like his father and deep set eyes 
from the lack of sleep. He seemed to be on the verge of exhaustion. 

"Nothing, father. No matter how much 1 study or practice, my results are always 
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mediocre." Judging from his bloodshot eyes, he had no more tears to shed. 


"Don't worry, son. Master Lith is here. He is the only White Griffon student that was 
chosen by his Professors to assist them during the plague. If there is someone that 
can help you, it's him." Duke Tanash patted Lith's back like he was a long lost brother. 

Lith barely escaped Zintar's hug, starting to chant his diagnostic spells and stopping 
him on his tracks. Lith used everything he had, yet he found that there was nothing 
wrong. 

Even the spell Professor Marth had devised with his help against the parasites gave 
negative results. Yet the more spells he used, the more Lith was certain that Zintar 
wasn't making excuses. 

After learning Necromancy from Professor Zekell, Lith was now able to follow the 
mana in his spells even when he used fake magic. Lith could perceive them working 
properly, but each one would lose a bit of their strength as soon as they reached 
Zintar. 

Even if his mind was still a mess, he hadn't forgotten about the boxes and their 
content. Lith used Invigoration to check if Zintar was wearing one of those 
mysterious items or had been poisoned. 

As Lith suspected, Zintar's system was plagued by the same toxin he had obtained 
from the boxes. The layer was thicker than the one he had experienced. 

'With so much toxin in his bloodstream, he should barely be able to cast tier four 
spells. This kind of prolonged exposition is clearly deliberate. Without a parasite, the 
toxin should wear off in a few weeks. 

'Also, despite being poisoned for almost six months, his core doesn't show any sign of 
discoloration. He has been administered small doses over time. Whoever did this, 
didn't want to kill him, just to make him fail his exams.' He thought. 

Lith was about to give him the good news, but then he froze up. 

'If 1 cure him, the existence of the toxin will become of public knowledge. The 
responsible will have plenty of time to get rid of the evidence and go into hiding. 

With the traitor afoot, 1 can't trust Ironhelm. 1 must report this to Linjos. 
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'I have finally found a way to share my knowledge about the boxes or at least about 
the toxins they contain. Let's hope this is enough to change the future.' 

"I'm sorry, there's nothing wrong with you." Lith said with his most professional 
tone, while father and son both burst into tears. 

Yurial, Quylla, and Friya examined Zintar too but to no avail. Lith was annoyed by 
such a waste of time, but he had to keep the facade and pretend to care about the 
patient. 

After they left the house, they used a Warp Steps to return to the local branch of the 
Mage Association and from there to the academy. 

"Have lunch without me, 1 have things to do." Lith walked away before they could 
even register his words. 

"He's always in a bad mood recently." Friya pondered. "I'm really starting to worry 
about him. Maybe something bad happened in the mining town." 

"Me too." Yurial nodded. "The question is, what could possibly be so bad to turn him 
back to how he was nine months ago? And why does he refuse to speak about it even 
with Phloria? She's going to freak out one of these days." 

"1 have no clue." Quylla shook her head. "By the way, didn't you feel something was 
odd with our last patient? 1 can't put my finger on it, but all my spells gave me a 
weird feeling." 

Quylla, was the only one besides Lith talented enough for necromancy to have 
developed even more her mana perception thanks to its practice, but unlike him she 
had no idea what they were against. 
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CHAPTER 238 
FORESIGH 


Lith went to the Headmaster's office and because of the queue, he had to wait quite a 
bit. He couldn't say it was an emergency. Lith knew there was a traitor if not more 
than one inside the academy, so he couldn't afford to alert them. 

When his turn finally arrived, the first thing he did was to close the door behind 
himself and ask Linjos to activate all of his office protections. Only when the arrays in 
the room started to hum, their magic so densely packed to be visible to the naked 
eye, Lith told him about what he had discovered. 

"Anti mana toxins at the Lightning Griffon? This is indeed a serious matter." Linjos 
was about to use his communication amulet, but Lith stopped him. 

"Not only there. They are also here at the White Griffon." His words made Linjos turn 
pale. 

"We had no such cases here. Our average of promoted students is better than the 
previous years..." 

"Yet the grades are dropping, remember?" Lith cut him short. 

"Tanash is not only suffering from the toxins, but also from wasting three months 
following his father's agenda. If he kept practicing magic, he would have probably got 
used to the toxins over time and his grades would have just dropped. 

"Have you already forgotten about the box 1 found a few months ago? How it was 
delivered from Kandria, where the plague started?" 

Linjos's brain was spinning at full gear, reaching Lith's same conclusions and even 
more. 

"By the gods! It would explain a lot. Before Balkor's attack, it would have created the 
perfect scenario for the old noble households. No matter if the civil war happened or 
not, they would have crippled the competition anyway. 
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"Even now, the heirs of their noble rivals and the mages of commoner origin are 
getting expelled or being deemed as low value assets for the Kingdom. It proves their 
point that magical legacies beat effort. 

"If the civil war starts, they only need to increase the dosage to make all the young 
mages useless in battle until the problem is discovered. Even worse, the poisoning 
could have not been exposed until it was too late, if never at all. 

The only thing 1 cannot understand is why they made their own children receive low 
grades too. Unless..." 

"Unless it was part of their plan." Lith continued. "After all, the only thing that really 
matters is the result of the final exam of the fourth and fifth year. They can afford 
lowering their grades during the first two trimesters, since it has no consequences. 

"During the final exam, they can perform much better and they will likely ask to be 
re-evaluated. That way, if the results don't match with the daily evaluation, it will 
prove that your teaching methods are wrong." 

"It's worse than that." Linjos pondered. "By affecting the other academies, they 
managed to make it go unnoticed. Since the same thing happened everywhere, not 
even the Crown got worried. 1 can spot only a flaw in their plan. 

"If all the students belonging to the old noble households get their grades back up at 
once, it would arouse suspicion. Unless of course, they either sacrifice the fourth 
year, using the winter break as a cover, to 'regain' their talent during the last year, or 
they make only the elite take full marks now while the others gradually recover their 
performances. 

"Anyway, they can't repeat the trick again. Not now that the odds of a civil war are 
almost zero. My only question is: why did the White Griffon receive the same 
treatment instead of a worse one? If you are right and 1 have little doubt about it, 1 
would have expected them to strike harder. 

They need to take me out of the picture, their plan ended up helping me instead." 

"My hypothesis is that they underestimated you and the control you managed to 
achieve over the academy. The lack of infighting and the Ballots prevented the worse 
from happening." Lith replied. 
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"Maybe." Linjos couldn't stop thinking about how fast Balkor found out their hiding 
spot. Actually, he found the hiding spots of all those that followed Linjos's protocol so 
fast that the attacks happened almost at the same time. 

It had several implications. First, it meant that every academy had traitors or there 
was someone close to the Crown that leaked the information to Balkor. Either way, 
the situation was deadly serious. 

Second, the attack had been the perfect opportunity to destroy Linjos's work, if not 
to kill Linjos himself. 

'Why did they let it slip under their nose? Unless...' He thought. 

"Lith, be honest with me." 

Linjos had turned pale, leaving Lith surprised. The Headmaster looked like a man 
that had just found a venomous spider resting on his shoulder. 

"How did you discover the toxin? Did Professor Marth's diagnostic spell work?" 

"1 used my own spell. The one we devised during the plague didn't work." Lith shook 
his head. 

"It was aimed to detect parasites rather than toxins since the latter fade away over 
time." 

"Just as 1 feared." Linjos nodded. "Please, check if 1 have been infected too." 

Lith pretended to chant a spell while actually using Invigoration on the Headmaster, 
who didn't miss it requiring physical contact. It was the first time Linjos had seen 
such a spell. 

"It doesn't make sense." Lith was flabbergasted. 

"You are poisoned too, but the amount of toxin is much lesser than the one 1 detected 
in the Tanash kid." 

"It makes perfect sense instead." Linjos replied. 

"A student may not notice the disruption of their own mana flow, but any competent 
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magician would. That's why they must have started poisoning me only right before 
Balkor's attack, when my mind was elsewhere. 1 noticed being weaker than usual, 
but 1 thought it was because of the stress. 

"Also, with Hatorne disappearance, the traitors have no idea how to adjust the 
dosage. Balkor's change of plans was unpredictable. 1 wouldn't be surprised by 
discovering that poisoning me and likely most of the Professors, was a last minute 
attempt to get rid of me. 

"Since the toxins build up over time, there was only so much they could do. Not to 
mention it would be hard for me to miss having my powers halved in a few hours. 1 
would contact Manohar and it's unlikely he wouldn't discover the truth, just like you 
did." 

Lith felt relieved, he had convinced Linjos of the presence of a threat to the academy 
despite having very little proof and without blowing his cover. The Headmaster 
waved his hand, making four magic crystals appear at the corners of his desk. 

He put his communication amulet right in the middle, activating a secure channel 
with the Crown, relaying the information he had just acquired and requesting the 
intervention of a royal constable. 

"We need to have the staff and the students examined." Lith heard Linjos expressing 
his immediate worries to the King. 

"1 can't do it by myself without risking to alert the culprits. It's also necessary to have 
all those that failed the second semester examined. Some may actually be talentless 
slackers, but others could as well be innocent victims..." 

While the Headmaster was mentioning Lith's contribution, his sight blurred. Lith 
suddenly felt lightheaded, while images kept rapidly appearing and disappearing. 

'Good grief, finally! 1 managed to change the damn future!' 

He watched the old vision from the beginning, the fall of the White Griffon academy, 
followed by the start of the civil war until his whole family was butchered. Lith didn't 
feel scared by those images. 

They were fading away, getting more blurred by the second until they completely 
disappeared. Everything went blank and for a long second Lith held his breath 
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waiting for the new future. 


What he saw was a quick series of sunrises and sunsets over the academy, the leaves 
of the forest's trees became red and fell, the snow turned everything into a white 
landscape. 

Then, the sun rose higher and higher, melting the snow while new leaves replaced 
the fallen ones. Lith could sense something going on inside the academy, despite 
looking at it from a great distance. 

He could hear voices and see flashes of light coming out the windows, but he wasn't 
able to understand what was going on, the distance made everything muffled. 

'Well, at least the academy is not crumbling anymore. This is a good sign.' Lith 
thought. 

Suddenly he was transported inside the castle. He was now able to recognize the 
voices as screams and explosion while the flashes of light were caused by spells. Lith 
watched Phloria die, stabbed through the heart by a long knife. 

The culprit was unknown, the weapon looked real, but the hand wielding it was just 
a shadow. Rage and pain ravaged his mind. 

'Is that a f*cking Abomination or even this damn vision doesn't know who will do it?' 
Even if he understood none of it was real, Lith tried to stop the blade with spirit 
magic first and to heal Phloria later, but to no avail. 

No matter how much he struggled, he found impossible to move from the spot he 
was forced watching from. 

The vision moved back to Lutia. The village was quiet, but a shadow fell from the sky. 
One after the other, the members of the Queen's corps patrolling the zone fell, their 
bodies dismembered or disintegrated. 

The shadow reached Lith's house, killing his family in the blink of an eye. This time 
they would not suffer, no unnamed soldier would kidnap and r*pe his sisters, but 
they would die nonetheless. 

'No! Why? What did they do to you, you f*cking bastard?' Lith inwardly screamed. 
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The corpses of his family danced in front of his eyes. Even Rena and his husband 
wouldn't get spared. The shadow was careful and meticulous, leaving no witness 
behind. 

Panic invaded Lith's heart. According to the new vision, he wasn't collateral damage 
anymore, his loved ones were now the intended target. 

"Lith, what happens? Why are you screaming?" The King asked, his voice worried. 

Lith discovered he had fallen on the ground and Linjos was at his side checking his 
condition. 

Lith froze, searching for a proper answer. The Headmaster knew of the dryad's gift 
that led to his past vision, so Lith could freely share it with him. 

Lith stuttered some words while recovering from the shock, not being able to make 
any sense. He didn't just see things happening, the magic bonded to his soul made 
everything real and painful. It was like being forced to live those events before time 
rewinded. 

"It's all right, calm down and tell me what's wrong." Linjos helped him to get back on 
his feet. Lith pondered about the vision, searching for the best way to describe it, 
when his paranoia cranked up to eleven. 

'The future is much better for the Kingdom, but much worse for me. Whatever 
happens to the academy will surely take top priority. Between the toxins and the 
traitors, the Kingdom's resources will be stretched thin. 

'1 can't trust them to protect my family out of the goodness of their heart, nor 1 want 
to owe the Crown favor that big. 1 need to play this smart, but 1 don't know how.' 

Lith was on the verge of panic. Lying about the vision to make it more convenient 
was easy, the hard part was finding a way to force them to help him without twisting 
the vision's meaning. 

It was the first time that he had to face such a big issue alone. 

'1 can't afford to make any mistake here. F*ck my pride. Solus, 1 need your help!' 

'Yes?' She answered timidly. Solus was afraid it was once again a butt call that would 
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end shortly. Lith shared with her all the memories of the last 24 hours up to that 
point. 

'By my maker, this is terrible!' Thanks to the mind link the events became part other 
memory too in a split second. 

'You are right, 1 too think that without the threat of the civil war we would be stuck 
in the background. The best way to get their attention is to tell them the truth, but 
with a few changes.' 

Hearing her talk about them still using the "we", helped Lith to regain his cool, 
soothing his anguish. Solus pondered for a few seconds before answering. 

'You must say that after your family dies, you will die too and so will the royal 
couple.' Solus said. 

'What? Why?' Lith wasn't able to understand her reasoning. 

'No time, Linjos is already calling for help, you have remained still for too long, 
please trust me on this.' Their mind link was fast, allowing the whole conversation to 
last just a couple of seconds, but they would still need the time to think. 

"Tm all right. Headmaster." Lith noticed that both Linjos and the King seemed to be 
extremely worried. 

"Good to hear." King Meron replied. "Bring Manohar here anyway. We need him to 
devise a new diagnostic spell for the infected students. He can also check on Lith 
while he is at it. Just to be safe." 

Lith used those few moments to decide what to do. 

'Please, explain your plan to me.' He asked while the King was still talking. 

'Adding the death of the Royals after yours it's a double failsafe. 

'After all, they know the vision shows what your soul craves the most. Putting the 
Royals in there while you are still alive would make you a suspect. If you die first, 
however, they will be forced to protect their investment, you. 

'Also, if you are allegedly dead, they can only think that whoever will attempt to kill 
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your family will come for them later, making it their problem too.' 
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CHAPTER 239 
BAD NEWS 


Lith followed Solus's plan, describing the vision in great detail. For the made up part, 
he described the assailant as a shadow, just like for all the others. Death Vision 
provided him plenty of material about how the King would look like after having his 
throat cut. 

"Damned dryad magic!" King Meron slammed his fist on the armrest. 

"It gives us too little information. At least now we know that the civil war should not 
happen anymore and that we are safe until next spring." 

Lith nodded. Knowing how much time he had left before the events in his vision 
could happen was at the same time a reason for worry and relief. It gave them a 
deadline but also an idea about their enemy. 

There couldn't be many people capable of getting rid of the Queen's corps. Also, until 
the attack on the academy happened, Lith had no reason to worry. The problem was 
if they would be able to prevent it and how the future would change after that step. 

When Professor Manohar and Marth arrived, they checked Lith's condition before 
examining Linjos. 

"This is simply unbelievable." Marth said. "None of my diagnostic spells detects 
anything, but now that 1 know what to look for, it's easy to recognize the dampening 
effect of the toxins." 

"Agreed." Manohar nodded while extracting the toxins from the Headmaster's body. 
"It's unbelievable that someone could miss such a blatant effect, be it the patient or 
the healer." 

Linjos and Marth both ignored his remark. They knew that in Manohar's eyes any 
result but perfection was due to incompetence. 

"Usually 1 wouldn't ask something like this, but are you sure you don't want to share 
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your diagnostic spell, Lith?" Marth asked. 


"It helped us greatly during the plague and now it has allowed to unveil a dangerous 
plot against all the academies. If it's as good as 1 think it is, you may as well be set for 
life with the profits you would make by selling it." 

Marth needed sheer willpower to not let his frustration transpire, yet Lith was able 
to perceive it nonetheless. His jaw muscles were slightly tensed and there was an 
edge in his voice that was hard to miss with his enhanced senses. 

'Poor guy, not only he has to deal with Manohar on daily basis, but now he also has to 
face the fact that despite being younger I'm already a better diagnostician than him 
thanks to Invigoration.' Lith thought. 

'Yeah, you have become for Marth what he is for Vastor.' Lith had yet to cut the mind 
link off, in case something else happened, allowing Solus to indulge his company. 

"Don't. If it's at least half as good as mine, it would be a disaster." Manohar said. 

"You know why it's so hard to find a decent healer? Because mages just rote 
memorize everything without even trying to understand what a spell does and why. 
Healers are forced to be better than regular mages because illnesses change, new 
poisons are created, and many things are still unknown about the human body. 

"If you share your spell, it will be great in the short term and a nightmare in the long 
term. Everyone will stop using that stone they call brain and rely on your spell for 
everything, while others, better paid and motivated, will exploit its limits. 

"So, when a new threat will appear, your spell will be 100% useless and the so called 
healers will be helpless against it because out of practice." 

An embarrassed silence befell into the room. It was hard to reply to Manohar's 
temper tantrums, but it was even harder when he actually said something wise. Lith 
exploited his help to politely refuse Marth's offer. 

"Thanks for your offer. Professor Marth, but 1 think 1 will follow Professor Manohar's 
advice. It took me years to create it, so far it's my opus. It's not only a matter of 
money, but also prestige. 

With it I'm the second best diagnostician in the Griffon Kingdom, without it I'd just 
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be a student like all the others. Unlike Professor Manohar, I'm no genius." 


King Meron sighed loudly. He knew Tyris had sent Farg to look after Lith, but he 
didn't know why. Yet he was sure there had to be a good reason for it. He really 
wanted to get his hands on the diagnostic spell, but keeping Lith as an asset was 
much more important. 

According to several witnesses, he had fought against a Valor. It was unknown what 
had happened, except that despite being alone and just a fourth year student he had 
survived and brought to safety another four people. 

Adding that to all his past endeavors, his ability as Healer, Forgemaster and now 
Necromancer, he really was too good to be true. Queen Sylpha was even considering 
if to introduce the sixth and the seventh princesses to him. 

They were too low in the hereditary line to be of political importance, so they could 
be used to ensure his loyalty to the Crown. King Meron didn't put much hope in the 
idea, though. 

None of his daughters was a real beauty nor a seductress. They had taken much from 
their mother's temper and had yet to understand that their status of princesses 
would last only until a new King or Queen would be selected. 

Their pride blinded them enough for them to find the idea of marrying a commoner 
disgusting. Another thing that heavily weighted on his mind was the meaning of the 
vision. 

He knew that, albeit vague, a dryad's gift was as rare as trustworthy. 

'1 wonder how Lith's death will trigger mine and Sylpha's. Also, it's completely 
unclear if the events at the academy and the death of his family are related or even if 
they happen at the same time. 

'Normally, 1 would just reinforce the White Griffon's security and wait for the events 
to play out, but now 1 have to protect Lutia as well. If his family dies, Lith could 
commit suicide making the vision come true. We must solve the issue with the toxins 
fast, so that when spring arrives, 1 can focus my forces on both tasks!' Meron 
thought. 

"Gentlemen, we have no time for debating the magical research." King Meron said. 
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"Manohar, I need you to provide a diagnostic spell able to spot the toxins that anyone 
can use. Marth can help you, but Lith can't and no one else must be informed about 
today's events. 

"We will only use royal healers and royal constables to control the situation. Lith's 
involvement must be kept hidden or belittled if found out. My hypothesis is that his 
family will be targeted because he discovered the plot against the academies. 

"If I'm right, the attack on the White Griffon and on his family during next spring will 
happen by the same hand. Lith, you can return to your quarters. There's nothing you 
can do and it's better if you don't stay too long in the Headmaster's office. It could 
arouse too many questions." 

Lith nodded and promptly left the room. Solus inwardly sighed, she knew what was 
about to happen. 

'Before 1 go, do you mind if 1 give you an unsolicited piece of advice?' She asked. 

Lith pondered for a while. On one hand he didn't want to cut the mind link, on the 
other one he was still far from forgiving her. Solus had been brilliant and useful as 
always, but her company was still bittersweet. 

'You should talk to the others about the vision, they have the right to know. Based on 
what happened in the vision, it's not only Phloria who is going to die, but all of them.' 

Lith was flabbergasted by her words. 

'Do you remember the dryad's words? The vision shows what your soul cares the 
most for, so it's natural for it to cover your family and Phloria. She is the only friend 
you have left.' 

Solus had enjoyed their reunion, but she had perceived the fracture between them. 
Lith needed her, she could sense his longing for her company and help, but it was 
more like an addict on withdrawal rather than the desire to be back together. 

He still didn't trust her and whatever was going to happen to their relationship. 

Solus didn't want to be treated just like a commodity. She wanted for him to accept 
her like she did for him, with her flaws and mistakes. 

'1 think that whoever is behind the attack on the academy, will try to get their 
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revenge on you by exploiting the chaos during the battle. Killing your group is 
relatively easy, if they get ambushed like you have seen happening to Phloria. 

'They'll attack you too, but you are likely to survive. Otherwise it would make no 
sense going after your family. You should warn Yurial and the others, because if I'm 
right, the only reason they didn't appear in your vision is because you don't care 
enough for them.' 

'Thanks, Solus.' Lith nodded, closing the mind link. It was hard for him deciding what 
to do. If he told them that he had seen them dying in the vision, it would help their 
relationship, flattering them. 

Yet if the King talked about the vision with the royal constables, Jirni was bound to 
learn about it. She would question why he omitted to tell the King about the threat 
pending on her other two daughters and would easily discover the lie. 

Telling them the truth was his only option. 

Lith used the communication amulet to reach them and ask them to come to his 
room. When they were assembled, he told them the truth about the young Tanash's 
condition before sharing with them the conversation with the Headmaster and the 
changes in his vision. 

"So, the good news is no civil war and the bad news is that I'm going to die?" Phloria 
did her best to stay strong, but the thought of having a little more than three months 
to live was crushing her. 

"No, you are wrong about the bad news." Lith corrected her, explaining to them 
Solus's reasoning about why the others didn't appear in the vision. 

"1 think all of us are going to die. I'm more likely to survive because of my paranoia. 
Backstabbing me is not that easy. You guys, on the contrary, are easy targets." 

"Wait a minute!" Yurial blurted out. 

"Thanks for caring enough to warn us but not enough to include us in your vision." 
His voice was oozing sarcasm. 

"1 think you are making a mistake though. No one can die in the academy. Do you 
remember what Lord Ernas told us? Isn't it more likely that whoever it is, will target 
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only Phloria because of your relationship? Everyone knows about you two." 


Yurial was worried about Phloria, but as much as he hated the thought of spending 
the rest of his life with Libea, he really hoped to live long enough to have children 
and maybe find love. 

"Do you really think that none of us thought about that?" Lith sighed instead of 
scoffing. Thanks to the little time spent with Solus he was now able be less of a jerk. 

"Attacking the academy is madness itself, unless it's an inside job from someone that 
knows to bypass its power core or forcing the arrays to shut down. Since the attack 
will happen, I'm pretty sure that Linjos will have the power core triple checked for 
tampering. 

"It doesn't mean that the traitor can't sabotage or destroy it, though. If Balkor's 
minions managed to do it, then anyone with the proper knowledge can." 

After the attack, the Crown had tried to keep the fall of the Crystal and Earth Griffon 
academies a secret, but it didn't last for long. Balkor had triumphantly spread the 
news himself. 

Everyone refused to believe him until the academies reopened. Forging a new power 
core was a mammoth task at best, if not impossible at all. When the Crystal and 
Earth Griffon remained closed and their students transferred to other academies, it 
became impossible to deny the truth anymore. 

Yurial and the girls turned pale, their sliver of hope shattered mercilessly. Phloria felt 
no joy at the idea that everyone in the room was a walking dead. 

"What do we do now? Can we at least tell our parents?" Friya asked. 

"1 don't think so." Quylla felt her mouth dry. "Our communications can be 
intercepted. The King is doing his best to keep everything a secret, Lith shouldn't 
have talked about it even with us." 

Quylla felt guilty for having spoken behind Lith's back in the past, questioning his 
real identity. Even though he suffered from mood swings and with his not so nice 
character, he would never let them down. 

Yurial and Friya felt the same, but their guilt was quickly overruled by the fear of the 


traitorAIZEN 285 I 565 



tomorrow. One after the other, they left the room after thanking Lith and promising 
they would not talk about it except that in person. 

Only Phloria remained behind. Lith had held her hand the whole time. His grip was 
firm but gentle, letting her understand there was something he needed to talk with 
her. 

'1 waited all this time for a chance to know what's going on with him and Lith decides 
to open up right now? 1 don't know if to be flattered by his consideration or angry for 
his horrible timing.' Phloria thought. 
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CHAPTER 240 
CLARITY 


"First of all, let me say that I'm sorry. If it wasn't for me, you and the others wouldn't 
have a target painted on your back." Lith said while holding her hand and caressing it 
with his thumb. 

"If you want, you guys can escape from this sh*t. Avoid the academy for the first 
trimester or ask the Headmaster to attend the fifth year after the threat is passed. 1 
don't think he'll have any objections." 

"What about you?" Phloria asked. 

"1 have to stay." He shrugged. "Whether the attack succeeds or not, my family will be 
the next in line anyway. At least from here 1 can do my best to help Linjos and maybe 
take out the traitors before something else happens. I'm the only one that knows 
when and how the future changes. 1 need to inform the Headmaster as soon as it 
happens." 

Phloria bit her lower lip, full of uncertainty. Lith was right, she and her sisters had an 
easy way out of that situation. Until they remained at house Ernas or near their 
parents, they would be safe. 

"Also, you can greatly improve your odds of survival simply by cutting your ties with 
me." 

"What?" Phloria had to fight to prevent herself from slapping him for saying such a 
thing and herself for seriously considering it, even though for just a second. 

"No matter how discreet the King is. My visit to house Tanash is public knowledge 
and when the investigation starts, it doesn't take a genius to notice the timing of the 
events. Between the plague and this 1 have made too many enemies. 

It's better if we break up. Possibly in a public place and in front of lots of witnesses." 

"Do you want to break up?" The little blood she had left in her face was drained. 
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making her turn even paler, her stomach twisted into a knot. 


"I don't want to..." Lith shook his head. 

"But it's the best thing for you. Do you remember our talk, that night when 1 was 
recovering? 1 think it's time for us to seriously discuss about this thing between us. 1 
don't plan to marry anytime soon." 

Lith had promised Jirni to make things clear with Phloria about their relationship 
and he decided it was the right moment to do it. It was the only way he could think of 
for protecting her. 

"1 have lots of things to do. First the military, then some stuff that 1 don't want to 
burden you with. 1 don't know how long will it take and 1 can't ask you to wait for me. 
It would be stupid and unfair. You deserve someone better, someone that can give 
you what you want, that has your same goals in life." 

Lith never stopped looking at her in the eyes. He wanted Phloria to understand how 
serious he was. 

Those words struck her hard enough to make Phloria stop, thinking carefully about 
what to say next. 

'Lith is right, 1 can easily get away. 1 asked him out only because 1 wanted to have at 
least a boyfriend before joining the Royal Guard and risking my life on a daily basis. 

It started almost as a joke, yet now 1 feel terrible at the thought this might be our last 
month together. 

'1 don't want to marry either. There are still so many things that 1 want to experience, 
so many places 1 want to visit. Yet 1 think that will come for me the time to settle 
down.' She thought. 

"1 have first to consult with my parents before giving you a definitive answer." 

Phloria took his hand between hers. 

"This much 1 can tell you for sure: 1 don't want to break up." 

"What?" Lith was flabbergasted. Her devotion was way beyond his expectations. 

"You know, when we aren't in a life or death situation and 1 can think clearly about 
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US, I still don't know exactly what 1 feel. What I'm certain about, is that 1 care for you 
like 1 never did before for someone outside of my family. 


"Be it when 1 emotionally needed help after the second exam, or when the undead 
first and the Clackers later could have killed me, you never left my side. Every time 
we were in danger, you could have run away by yourself. 

Instead, you always protected our group. You always protected me." She caressed his 
cheek, leaving Lith as stunned as outraged. 

'Like heck 1 did! 1 was simply protecting my investment, otherwise 1 wouldn't have 
saved Yurial or the other girls. 1 never cared for any of them in the past. 1 took a 
liking to Phloria only after we started to date. It's only their fault if they have fallen 
so deep for my deception to picture me like some f *cking hero.' Lith thought. 

'Maybe she is right, though. Maybe now 1 do care for the group. 1 risked my life for 
them more often than any "investment" justifies. 1 simply can't admit with myself 
that 1 see them as persons because I'm scared of getting hurt again. The more people 
1 love, the more 1 have to lose, just like it happened with Protector first and now with 
Solus. 

'If 1 tell her the truth about the past, she will either despise me and everything 1 
fought for a whole year will be for naught or she will not believe me, thinking I'm just 
trying to push her away. 

'Either way, I'm screwed. It's a lose-lose scenario. Let's hope her parents force her to 
take a sabbatical. 1 already have so little, 1 don't want to risk losing the person 1 care 
about the most in the academy.' 

"Even now, despite knowing what could happen to you or your family, you are still 
worrying about me instead of running back home to warn them. I'm truly blessed by 
the gods." Phloria smile was dazzling, but it only managed to piss Lith off even more. 

'How the heck did she manage to make everything about her in less than twenty 
seconds? Does she think life is some kind of romance fiction?' 

"1 came to you because you guys are the only ones 1 can speak to in person. Also, just 
like for the old vision, there is nothing that my family can do to protect themselves or 
avoid the predicted outcome." He explained. 
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"Warning them would only make them live what could be the last months of their 
lives in fear. 1 don't plan on telling them anything about the second vision. Whatever 
it's going to happen, it's my burden, not theirs." 

His words fell on deaf ears. Instead of understanding the logic behind his actions, 
Phloria only focused on how brave and stoic Lith appeared to be. She hugged him 
tightly, making his annoyance peak. 

Yet his irritation lasted only for a moment. 

It was how long it took Lith to realize how bad his situation was. Her warmth and 
affection destroyed the layer of frost surrounding his soul. 

"1 think you should tell them the truth. All the secrets you keep to yourself, all the 
burden you refuse to share, sooner or later they will crush you. You don't have to 
always fight alone. The whole world isn't your enemy. 

"1 don't know what has happened to you at the mining town and if you don't want to 
talk about it. I'm okay with that. However, 1 can see that you are in deep pain. Please, 
don't shut me out of your life like you did since you came back. Just tell me what can 
1 do for you." 

Now that Phloria had got a hold of him, she wasn't willing to let Lith slip away again. 
Ever since Solus came clean with him, Lith had been confused about his feelings. He 
needed someone to talk to, but until that moment, he felt like he was alone in the 
world. 

"It was all a lie." Lith blurted out, returning her embrace. 

"Protector is alive. He, Kalla, even the Lord of the forest manipulated me to teach me 
a lesson!" In his rage, he tightened his grip enough to hurt her, making Phloria yelp in 
pain. 

"Please, calm down and tell me everything from the beginning." 

Lith told her the truth about that night, how he had failed saving Protector and how 
they both survived only thanks to the Scorpicore's intervention. He even repeated 
her word by word Protector's speech before he had left. 

Lith let Solus's role out, pretending that his outrage was aimed at Protector and that 
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he had forced Kalla to tell him the truth after discovering Protector's missing corpse 
in the mass grave. 

Phloria went pale more than once, but never interrupted his story, waiting for Lith to 
calm down. 

"Can you believe it? After all we went through, he had the gall to let me suffer like 
that and calling it an act of love!" He wished to meet Protector again, just to give him 
the beating of a lifetime. 

Phloria remained silent, while he kept cursing Protector's name and expressing his 
outrage for having been manipulated. After a while, Lith was tired of hearing only his 
own voice, so he turned towards Phloria noticing her distress. 

"Why you say nothing? Don't tell me you agree with him." Lith really wanted to 
punch the wall, but scaring the only person he had left sounded as a d*ck move even 
to him. 

"1 understand you are angry. You have every right to be and 1 don't want to make you 
any angrier. 1 think is better for me to leave." 

She stood up, but Lith grabbed her hand. 

"Please, 1 trusted him with my life. 1 don't know what to believe anymore, just be 
honest with me. 1 don't want to be coddled, 1 need the truth." 

Phloria held his hand, caressing it with hers. 

"Promise me not to get angry." 

"1 promise." Lith gritted his teeth, her words didn't bode well. 

"1 completely agree with him." Lith took a few deep breaths before calming down. He 
didn't yell, didn't punch anything, he even managed to keep his hand relaxed. 

"Why?" He asked after he was able to speak again. 

"Are you serious? In his shoes, 1 wouldn't have lied to you, 1 would have strangled you 
with my own hands as soon as you recovered! At least now you know how he, or 
anyone else that cares for you, would have felt if you traded your life for theirs." 
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Lith started to feel like a jerk. He knew how crushing the death of a beloved one 
could be. His new life started because of the domino effects Carl's demise had 
triggered. 

"Also, it's rich coming from you. Accusing someone to be a liar. You lied to your family 
over the years for the gods know how many times about almost everything. You lied 
to me countless times too. 

"About your strength, the mysterious brother of yours you fought so hard to protect, 
about how the heck you come back always in one piece even if your uniform gets 
wrecked so often that it's scary. 1 don't know why you do it and I'm still waiting for 
you to tell me the truth. 

"What you are experiencing is how your family felt when they discovered all your 
lies. How 1 may feel if and when you decide to be honest with me. Yet they didn't love 
you any less for it, because you did it to protect them, to give them a better life. 

"1 think you owe Protector a second chance, he just played a Lith on you. By the way, 

1 don't care if you are a dragon in disguise, 1 still care for you." She quickly gave him a 
peck before running away, leaving Lith stunned. 

Her speech made a lot of sense, only the last phrase was beyond his understanding. 

'If Phloria reacted like that, I'm afraid what mom or Tista would say if they knew the 
truth.' Lith thought. 

'She is right though. Me complaining about being manipulated is like Nana preaching 
about generosity. Even when 1 open myself to someone, about half 1 say is a lie. 1 
wonder what Carl would have said if he ever learned what really happened to our 
father. 

Would he hate me for what 1 did or would he just resent me for hiding the truth from 
him and shouldering everything by myself?' 

Lith pondered for a while about the whole situation before deciding that moral 
dilemmas could wait. He needed to study for the following day's lessons and to 
devise contingency plans for whatever could happen to the academy the next spring. 

Soon he found himself wishing to have Solus's input, but his rage was still too strong. 
Lith couldn't call her for help twice during the same day. It would be like admitting 


traitorAIZEN 292 I 565 



with her and even more importantly with himself that he was ready to forgive her. 




From the following day, elite units from the army and the Mage Association covertly 
examined and cleansed the various academies' staff members and their students. 
Even without a proper diagnostic spell, the purifying one Marth had devised against 
the anti-mana parasites would still work. 

It turned out that Linjos wasn't the only one that had been poisoned. All the 
Headmasters that followed his protocol had suffered the same fate and with them 
many of the Professors that fought against the waves of Balkor's undead. 

Even if there was no proof of their involvement, the surviving staff members of the 
fallen Earth and Crystal Griffon academies were quietly arrested for treason. Royal 
constables interrogated them only to discover that their only crime was pursuing 
their own political agenda rather than their students' best interests. 

Soon it became clear that the culprit wasn't someone at the top of the food chain, but 
someone at its very bottom. 
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CHAPTER 241 
RANKINGS 


Being the last trimester, the students of the White Griffon academy weren't going to 
receive hidden report cards anymore. They would be ranked according to their 
grades, letting everyone in the Kingdom know about their performance. 

The royal decree that called off the third exam made many youths desperate. 
Cooperation suddenly had no value. Extra points had unexpectedly become more 
valuable than platinum, turning friend against friend and brother against sister. 

Everyone would walk the extra mile trying to score as many as possible during the 
last two weeks, hoping to improve their ranking even if by just one position. Classes 
and corridors turned into battlefields, following the principle that attack is the best 
form of defense. 

During the practical lessons, sabotaging one own's neighbors was elevated to a form 
of art, while any student walking alone, no matter the time of the day, was bound to 
be attacked. 

Lith barely noticed such inconveniences. While performing the morning rounds for 
the Healer specialization, his only companions were the members of his group. 

During the Magica Crystals classes. Professor Farg proved to have a frightening keen 
eye and a ruthless personality. She beat the students at their own game. 

As soon as she understood what was happening, anyone she caught not working on 
their gemstone without a good explanation would lose some points. A couple of 
students attempted a coordinated attack. 

One of them would ask for the Professor's help while the other used an almost 
invisible wind blow to shake their opponent's hands at a critical moment in the 
cutting process. 

The result was for both being busted, losing twenty points each that were given to 
their victim as compensation. 

traitorAIZEN 294 I 565 



No one dared to make a move against Lith during the Forgemaster lessons. 


He had always been the teacher's pet, but since his visit to house Tanash, Professor 
Wanemyre had showered him with so much praise and attention that rumor spread 
the two of them were having an affair. 

Unbeknownst to the public, Wanemyre was part of Linjos's inner circle, so she knew 
about the anti-mana toxin and had also been one of its victims. Like many other 
colleagues, she had believed her poor physical condition to be a consequence of 
Balkor's attack. 

She was still grieving many friends and the long-lasting effects from the undead's 
venom only made her feel worse. Wanemyre had suffered both personally and 
professionally, most other latest creations were what she could only grade as "cr*p". 

After being cleansed from the anti-mana toxin, her magical prowess and 
Forgemastering skill returned. Wanemyre knew it was all thanks to Lith. Between 
the feeling of gratitude and the desire to find the ones that caused her so much 
suffering, even glaring at her favorite student was enough to make her deduct points. 

Between lessons, things would get more up close and personal. Lith being without a 
Ballot was public knowledge. Several people were desperate and angry enough to 
give it a shot. 

Forty clean fractures, twenty-four comminuted fractures, a dozen concussions, seven 
punctured lungs, and several ruptured spleens forced Linjos's hand to reveal the 
rankings ahead of schedule. 

Much to the Headmaster's dismay, Lith had long stopped holding back, so his 
assailants were clogging the wards of the academy's hospital on a daily basis. 

Be them Professors or medical staff, after learning how their patients received those 
injuries, the healers would just stabilize their conditions and give them the lowest 
priority, forcing them to waste almost a whole day in bed before administering them 
a sloppy treatment. 

Enough to release them but not enough to allow them to perform well in their daily 
activities. The Light magic department looked after their own and was capable of 
holding quite a grudge. 
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One week before the end of the last term, Lith was summoned in the Headmaster's 
office along with Friya and Yurial. None of them had any idea about what was 
happening. 

When they walked through the door, they found that Archmage Deirus and the Ernas 
couple were waiting for them together with Linjos. A wave of the Headmaster's hand 
made three new chairs appear. 

Yurial and Friya sat near their parents while Lith was alone. He didn't like it one bit. 
"This is highly improper, Linjos." Lady Ernas said. 

"Where are Mage Lith's parents? Shouldn't they be present too? 1 don't know why 
you requested our presence, but it's easy to assume it must be important." 

Lith and Archmage Deirus nodded in unison. 

"It is. The reason why you are here is to make your children behave." Linjos 
explained. 

"Lith has proved himself to be reliable and discreet more than once. His parents, 
however, due to their simple life in the countryside could be more of a liability than 
helpful. No offense, Lith." 

"None taken." He replied while trying to read Linjos. He seemed to be nervous, if not 
embarrassed. Lith couldn't feel any hostility or bad news incoming, which made him 
even more curious. 

"The situation at hand requires confidentiality As you all know, the rankings are 
about to be disclosed. To avoid information leaks, this time 1 had the Professors 
report directly to me. 

"Each student's grades have been converted into points, allowing to add them to the 
extra points gained during the daily evaluations and the exams' results." Linjos 
handed them a piece of paper each. 

It was a list of the students in ascending order according to their points value. 

Lith was ranked first, with 19,481 points, Friya was second with 10,276 points and 
Yurial third with 9,742 points. Phloria and Quyha were respectively sixteenth with 
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8,832 points and fourteenth with 9,156 points. 


Lith could feel many eyes on him. Jirni, Yurial, and Friya were grinning, while Orion 
and Archmage Deirus had their mouths almost touching the floor from the surprise. 

"Being second place is not that bad." Friya said. "1 don't get it why Lith has almost 
doubled my score, though. 1 know he performed better than me, but this much? Does 
the ranking include the spell he shared?" 

"No..." Linjos shook his head, "but it does take into account his contribution as 
medical staff during the plague and... the most recent events. Every meritorious act a 
student performs gets properly rewarded. Based on his academic results only, Lith's 
score would be 12,235 points." 

Friya felt a tinge of envy ruining her moment and so did Yurial. They had hoped the 
gap was due to Lith's services to the Kingdom and the academy rather than skill. Two 
thousand points were an abyss compared to how close the rest of the scores were. 

"It doesn't matter since no one will ever know." A snap of Linjos's fingers and the 
papers turned into dust. 

"1 wouldn't have shown you any of it if 1 wasn't aware of your good relationship and 
of how you shared your previous grades. To do what it must be done 1 need your 
cooperation. This is what will get released to the public in about an hour." 

Linjos's desk projected a hologram in the middle of the room, displaying the 
rankings. There were only two differences with the previous one. Lith's and Yurial's 
scores were swapped, turning the top three as following: 1} Yurial Deirus: 10,353 2 ] 
Friya Ernas: 10,276 3} Lith from Lutia: 10,125. 

"What does this mean?" Yurial and Friya blurted out, while Lith's eyes burned with 
mana out of anger before he understood what was happening. 

"Are you doing this for political reasons?" Lith asked. 

"Yes." Linjos nodded. "After the Griffon Kingdom went inches from a civil war that 
spread poison, corruption, and traitors deep inside even the most loyal institutions 
to the Crown, after Balkor, we cannot afford any more internal strife. 

"A grassroot commoner reaching the top spot in any academy is unheard of. It would 
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cause problems to any Headmaster, let alone someone like me that's already a 
controversial figure. It would raise all the wrong questions and countless suspicions. 

"They would say that's just another ploy from the Queen to belittle the ancient noble 
families and turn the embers of the revolt into a fire once again. This way, instead, 
we'll strengthen the Queen's new policies. 

"Lord Deirus's first place will make the new magical bloodlines happy. Lady Friya's 
second place so close to the first will make easier for the nobles to accept that you 
'ranked' third. Do you have any questions?" 

After being cleansed from the toxin, Linjos had regained his incarnate and strength, 
but he still appeared to be deadly tired. He had deep set eyes, unable to hide the 
sadness that lied within his heart. 

'1 never liked Lith much, but this is just bullsh*t.' Linjos thought. 

'1 became a Headmaster to change things for the better from the inside, not to be 
forced by politics to strip a student from their achievements just to please some old 
fogeys. For every battle that 1 win, there are two more that 1 lose.' 

"Does this mean that I'll lose my points? Also, is there some prize for being first or 
second that the third doesn't get?" Being third was already bad for Lith's plans. He 
had hoped to be in the lowest positions of the top ten. 

'The higher 1 get, the more trouble 1 will find. 1 don't give a damn about being third, 
fifth or even twentieth, as long as 1 keep my points and prizes. It's the only way 1 
have to acquire magical equipment.' Lith thought. 

"Of course you will not lose any point!" Linjos raised his voice, outraged by the 
simple idea of it. 

"The total amount is unchanged, but only those present in this room will know the 
truth. Whatever you need to exchange them for, will be presented as a gift from the 
Crown for your services. As for the prizes, there is none. The honor of being first it's 
its own prize, along with the glory and fame it entails." 

Lith had a hard time repressing a scoff. 

"I'm fine with this decision." Lith said. 
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"Well, I'm not!" Yurial jumped off his chair, the pride for his achievement already 
fading away. 


"1 wanted to be first, but not like this. It's unfair as much as demeaning. How can 1 
watch myself in the mirror knowing that it's only a lie? 1 refuse to be a puppet! Give 
the first place to Friya if she wants it and the second to Lith at least." 

Linjos sighed deeply before answering. 

"Young man, this isn't a request. It's an order from the Crown. I'm not asking for your 
permission. 1 wouldn't have told you any of this if not for the fact that by knowing 
your respective grades you can easily discover the truth. 

"You have no idea how mathematically creative 1 had to get to fix the scores using 
only the third trimester points. Someone inside the academy leaked all the report 
cards, otherwise 1 would have put Lith even lower and have this talk with him only." 

"House Ernas has no objection." Orion actually would have liked to say many things, 
but as a soldier, he knew that orders had to be followed not discussed. He turned 
towards his wife, who winked at him with a smug expression. 

'She clearly knows what the little monster did to get all those points. It must be 
something important if she isn't allowed to discuss it even with me.' 

Archmage Deirus was embarrassed by his son's behavior. He could understand 
Yurial's outrage, he was the one that had taught him to never take shortcuts and only 
rely on hard work. 

As the heir of House Deirus, though, he had to learn how to play ball, even when it 
was nasty. 

"House Deirus has no objection either." Velan Deirus clenched Yurial's shoulder, 
preventing him to say any more. 

"Excellent." Linjos replied. "Congratulations on your well-earned second place. Lady 
Friya. Despite you went through a lot this year, your outstanding performance in 
dimensional magic and healer classes makes us all proud." 

The Headmaster shook her hand, his words stabbed Yurial's heart deeply. 
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"You are the best healer we have got since Manohar enrolled." Linjos shook Lith's 
hand too, handing him a pristine white pin the size of a button, shaped like a 
rampant white griffon with the number four etched on its surface. 

"The six great academies specialize in one element each. Ours is light magic. This pin 
identifies you like the top of the fourth year Healer specialization, the crown jewel of 
our institution. 

"No one can take such achievement away from you. 1 can guarantee you that next 
year things will be different. If you achieve again the first spot, you'll be allowed to 
keep it." 

Lith nodded, storing the pin away and explaining to Linjos how he intended to invest 
most of his points. There was something he had set his eyes on for a long time, but 
with the official ranking alone he wouldn't be able to afford it. 

"Don't let this ruse ruin your moment, young Deirus." The Headmaster shook Yurial's 
hand for last, giving him a pin identical to the one Lith received but made of gold 
instead of moonstone. 

"Your real score surpasses those of most students that ranked first in the past, it's 
something to be proud of. All your Professors speak fondly of you and expect great 
things from you in the future." 

Yurial smiled, while his hand clenched the gold pin so hard that it would have turned 
into a crumpled ball if not for its protective enchantment. 

'Who the heck cares about my score compared to the past? This pin means nothing. 1 
would have never gotten such a score without Lith's and Quylla's private lessons. 
Quylla deserves it much more than me. Despite having only one specialization, she 
achieved an insane number of points.' 

Yurial's heart was reduced to shreds, all the insecurities that he had fought so hard 
to keep at bay overwhelmed him to the point that he could feel the weight of the 
tranquilizer flask in his pocket burning through his clothes, calling on him like a 
siren. 
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CHAPTER 242 
REPORT (1) 


Once the matter of the rankings was settled, only Jirni Ernas remained inside Linjos's 
office. 

"The results of the investigation on the academies' staff is unsettling. It seems that 
whoever is behind the anti-mana toxins played both sides. They used the rivalry 
between the old noble households and the new magical bloodlines to recruit 
members from both factions and escalate the internal struggle into a civil war. 

"As for the poisoning, the method employed was as simple as effective. They 
administered the toxin in the meals. The targets were only those who belonged to 
the most vocal families loyal to the Crown but that lacked the resources to request 
the help of any of the great healers involved in the plague. 

"It was likely meant to make the young mages lose their rankings, if not fail 
completely their exams in order to cripple their opponents' status and political 
relevance inside the Royal Court." 

"How could they achieve such capillary control?" Linjos had already realized by 
himself most of Jirni's report, but he still couldn't believe it had happened right 
under his nose. 

"Easy, they contacted and corrupted several members of the canteen's staff. They 
seem to have handpicked them one by one, choosing only those that suffered from 
financial troubles or had a deep grudge against the Crown. 

"You should know that working for one of the six big academies is considered an 
honour. Yet it doesn't prevent staff members who belong to noble households from 
treating with disrespect mages of commoner origin, while those of humble origins 
resent the nobles for treating them like cattle. 

"Both get usually very pissed seeing so much power and money passing right under 
their noses, yet not having access even to the crumbs of the system. 1 think you 
should consider changing the work condition of the non magical staff too. 
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"The information leaks, the poisoning, everything that has happened wouldn't have 
been possible if the academy system wasn't already rotten from the start." 

"Who provided the toxin and when did they start administering it to Professors and 
Headmasters?" Linjos pondered about Jirni's words. No one had ever stopped 
considering how much power and knowledge the student secretariat actually held. 

Grades, points records, purchases, those people that had always been regarded as 
low level bureaucrats had complete access to the personal information about every 
resident of the academy, from their addresses to the security details. 

Just the thought of how much work he had ahead of himself was enough to give 
Linjos a splitting headache. 

"That's where our investigation was abruptly stopped. The corrupted officials gave 
away the names of their recruiters to spare their families from capital punishment, 
but they turned out to be strawmen. Once we apprehended them, the recruiters had 
no idea who they were working for. 

"As for the toxins, they were delivered through several drop spots that changed every 
time. All of them were located in trash bins inside common areas, so anyone could 
put them in place. Students, administrative staff, even Professors. 

"Alas, after our investigation started the deliveries stopped. Either someone from the 
inside leaked the information or more likely they noticed how many people were 
being detained and interrogated. An operation of this scale can't remain hidden for 
long." 

Jirni didn't like facing smart opponents. She preferred the dumb and self-entitled 
kind that provided open-and-shut cases. So far, she hadn't spotted a single mistake 
on their side. 

If not for the Kandria's incident triggering the plague, no one would have even 
thought such wonder of Alchemy was possible. Even after Lith found the box, the 
authorities wouldn't pay him any attention if not for the dryad's gift. 

Last, but not least, without Duke Tanash determination in getting help for his son, 
everything would have kept going according to the enemy plan. Jirni could not help 
but think that the small victories they had scored so far were all because of luck and 
coincidences. 
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Luck was something she couldn't control or interrogate, hence it was one of the 
things she hated the most. 

"They started poisoning the magical staff only after Balkor's message was revealed 
and stopped immediately after the situation was resolved. 1 think it was a long shot 
plan, hoping to use the god of death to get rid of the academies. 

"Officially, such a move would have harmed both factions at the same time, so it 
doesn't make any sense. 

"Off the record, 1 think that whoever planned these events doesn't care at all about 
who profits from the struggle. They want to deal as much damage as possible to the 
Griffon Kingdom. 1 suspect that even Lukart was just a pawn. 

"A narrow-minded idiot is the perfect frontman. Easy to take out of the picture in 
case of success, easy to pin all the blame on in case of failure." 

"Basically we got nothing." Linjos sighed. 

"No, quite the contrary." Jirni replied. 

"We have discovered a massive corruption system, cleansed the academies from the 
traitorous scum and foiled at least part of the enemy plan. Not to mention that 
several good mages will have a second chance at the academy, strengthening the 
future of the Kingdom. 

We haven't won the war, but we aren't losing it either. Considering the amount of 
time and resources that our opponents invested, even achieving a draw is actually a 
success for us. Stay on your toes, this is far from over. A cornered enemy is the most 
dangerous one." 

Jirni gave the Headmaster a small bow before leaving the office. Unlike Deirus, since 
she was already at the White Griffon, she had no hurry to leave. She could as well pay 
a visit to her daughters and congratulate them for their achievements. 

'One achieved second place and the other two reached the top twenty despite having 
only one specialization. House Ernas is bound to have a bright future, but only if 1 
manage to keep all the girls alive.' 
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Meanwhile, in Phloria's room Lith and Orion where sharing the good news with the 
rest of the group. Yurial remained silent most of the time, the golden pin felt to him 
more like a stigma than something to be proud of. 

"This is bullsh*t!" Phloria was enraged enough to yell. 

"Since when the academies have to bend the knee to political interests? This is just 
unfair!" 

"Life it's unfair by nature." Lith shrugged. "The key is making it unfair to your 
advantage." 

"How does getting stripped of your rank and title work to your advantage?" She 
scoffed. 

"First, being third means the target on my back gets much smaller. The points gap 
with the others in the top 20 is low, so they'll think that if instead of bothering me 
they work harder, they may be able to catch up with me." 

"You wouldn't have been attacked so often if you stuck with us like before!" Phloria 
scolded him, but Lith ignored her words. 

"Second, 1 didn't lose a single point. Yurial gets the glory and fame he always wanted 
while 1 can go home a week earlier. Everybody wins. By the way, have you thought 
about what 1 said? Will you guys delay attending the fifth year?" 

"1 wish!" Yurial snorted. "My father never believed in visions and prophecies, so 
convincing him to push back all of his plans for one more year was already hard. As 
soon as he saw the rankings, he immediately changed his mind. 

"He says that backing down for no reason would make him lose a lot of face and stir 
too many questions." Yurial still couldn't believe his father would place the pride of 
the house above his only son's safety. 

"Don't be too harsh on your old man, kid." Orion sighed. 

"The vision is top secret and has to stay that way. There is no way to justify any of 
you taking a year break, especially after such outstanding performances. There's no 
illness that the White Griffon can't cure, so 'getting sick' is off the table. 
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"A family crisis that needs kids to be resolved would turn any big household into a 
laughing stock. Many students do not return home even if their parents die, the 
academy is deemed too important. 

"1 could ask for Phloria to be transferred into another academy, she is the only one 
that was clearly harmed in the vision, but again, there is no plausible excuse. It 
would appear like we are punishing her for her 'low score' or that we disagree with 
Linjos's methods. 

Either way, it would make us look bad in the Court's eyes." 

"Are you really going to have them attend?" Lith was genuinely worried. 

"It makes no sense, they could die!" 

"Thanks for worrying about me." Yurial snorted. 

"1 do, but 1 can't argue with your father since he already left. He's an a*s. In his shoes, 
1 would keep you home. You are not only his son, but also the only heir of your 
house." 

"You are damn right 1 am!" Yurial slammed his fist on Phloria's desk. 

"Do you know what he said to me before leaving? Son, 1 receive death threats on a 
daily basis. If 1 had to hide and cower every time 1 get one, 1 should never get out of 
bed." 

"What a d*ck!" The girls said as one. 

"He is right though." Orion patted Yurial's shoulder, trying to comfort him. 

"Jirni and 1, but especially Jirni, receive so many death threats we have lost count of 
them. During winter, we use the old ones to light the fireplace. Also, Phloria wants to 
join my corps, the Knight's Guard, since she was five." 

"1 still want to." 

"Then you have to get used to such things. At least you have an idea of the when and 
how it could happen. It's more than 1 have ever known every time 1 risked my life 
during a mission." 
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"I still think it's stupid making them stay." Lith scoffed. "Losing a year is no big deal, 
especially for Quylla. She can use that time to learn etiquette, court manners, and 
everything she needs to live as a noble. As for the others, with all that happened, a 
break can only do them some good." 

"What about you?" Orion retorted. He wasn't happy with that decision either, but 
defying a direct order from the King was impossible. Not even Jirni's accumulated 
royal pardons could allow such a thing. It would be considered an act of high treason, 
something way worse than murder. 

So, he had to obey. Lith's words were just salt being spread on his injuries. 

"Are you taking a year break? Because what you said about Quylla applies to you as 
well. You could defend your family, instead of worrying from distance." 

"I'm staying because the sequence of events that will lead to the massacre of Lutia 
will start here. Only by remaining 1 can make sure that whatever the enemy is 
planning will fail, or at least timely call for help to prevent things from escalating. 

"Also, my death should happen after my family's, while Phloria's should take place 
during the attack on the academy. 1 have no reason to hide, not to mention that 1 too 
don't plan living behind a desk in the future. 

"1 faced death enough times that I'm not scared at the idea of facing a mortal threat 
as much of remaining alone. If 1 were to lose you guys and my family, there would be 
nothing left for me in this world. 1 can already see me turning into a mad beast 
hungry for revenge and with no future ahead." 

Orion sighed, he understood Lith's point of view. It was the same for him. Honour, 
loyalty to the Crown, his career. Without his family, it would all be meaningless. 

"1 don't want to get caught in the mess that will ensue when the rankings will be 
revealed. I'm going to pack my stuff and go home. It will be a busy winter for me. 1 
have a lot of things to practice and even more to Forgemaster. 

1 hope to see you all for my birthday." Lith said looking at Phloria. He could only hope 
that Orion would keep his word and give him the Gatekeeper bastard sword as a 
present. 
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CHAPTER 243 
REPORT (2) 


"I wouldn't miss your birthday for the world." Unbeknownst to her, Phloria was the 
only one truly happy for the invite. 

If not for the enchanted sword, Lith wouldn't care for his own birthday, let alone 
inviting people to a party he was the first to be happy to avoid. 

He had yet to find a way to salvage his relationship with Solus. Between that and 
Death Vision still haunting him, Lith wanted to be left alone with his family. Not to 
mention that having guests was a problem for him. 

Despite all the renovations it had undergone, Lith's home was too small for hosting a 
decent birthday party, even by Earth standards. Rena and Trion had already moved 
out. Whenever he was at Lutia, Lith spent most of the time outside, doing the gods 
knew what. 

Raaz and Elina had no reason to further expand the house, it would only make the 
maintenance more expensive. It had never been a problem before since Lith had no 
friends to invite aside from Selia. 

Lutia's harsh winters prevented even Nana to reach their home, or at least so she 
used to say. Lith suspected she hated birthdays even more than him and used old age 
as an excuse to avoid wasting her time with the risk of missing customers. 

Ever since he had helped Count Lark to survive his ex-wife plot, he forced Lith to 
have two different parties, though. One at home, only for the family and another at 
Count Lark's manor. 

The Larks were his patrons, so Lith had no way to avoid the issue. He had no love for 
festivities, but he appreciated the Count's company and the support he provided for 
his family. 

That year was already bound to be even more problematic since the Count and 
Marchioness Distar were his sponsors with the academy. 
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Lith was certain they would push him to celebrate his third place in the overall 
ranking and first place among the healers. Thanks to the two nobles providing the 
location and banquet, Lith deemed there would be no problem adding a few more 
guests to the list. 

Friya and Quylla were still a bit offended with him for his recent rude attitude, but 
after all, they had gone through together, they were happy for the invite. Te girls 
were also very curious to visit his birthplace. 

Yurial nodded, inwardly cursing at his own bad luck. He didn't know how to face 
Lith's parents and friends without apologizing for having robbed his friend of his 
rightful status. 

He wanted to avoid all the congratulations and niceties his status as first ranked 
involved as long as possible. In that moment, Yurial was so nauseated by his 
situation to be on the verge of puking. 

Everyone but Orion left the room. They were all eager to leave, but first they needed 
to return to their respective rooms and pack their stuff. 

Phloria wanted to say goodbye to Lith properly, away from her father's eyes, instead. 

Jirni entered Phloria's room while she was still absent. Orion used that opportunity 
to speak with his wife freely. 

"Do you think we should force Lith and Phloria to break up? Putting some distance 
between them could avoid her from taking unnecessary risks. For the same reason it 
may be better if once the fifth year begins, our girls avoid associating with him. 

Lith is not a bad kid, but right now first place or not, he is a liability." 

Jirni was already pondering about what to do next since she learned about the 
dryad's gift. She was aware of how much Lith had done for her family, but Orion's 
proposal sounded logical. It was the safest option they could take. 

"1 understand what you mean and I'm glad of your decisiveness, but 1 don't think it's 
a good idea. First, we can't give orders to Lith and neither to Phloria. She has 
consulted us because we are her parents, but remember that in less than six months 
our little Flower will become an adult. 
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You know she inherited your stubbornness. Making demands will only make things 
worse. She could simply refuse, if not even leave house Ernas. Antagonizing her now 
will only earn us her contempt and the further she gets from us, the harder 
protecting her will become. 

Also, how are you going to make sure they actually break up? Are you going to move 
into Phloria's room?" 

Orion had to inwardly admit his idea wasn't as good as he had initially thought. They 
had been aware for months of Phloria's intention of leaving her household in case 
they attempted to force her into an arranged marriage. 

That was the reason why a few months prior Orion had threatened Jirni to divorce 
from her. Their friends had warned them about Phloria's asking for the necessary 
papers to get emancipated from her parents. 

"As for avoiding associating with Lith, I'm afraid that would be another major 
blunder. He has proven to be an invaluable help for the girls, both academically and 
as a protector. Not to mention that you too have seen his score. 

If next year he gets first again, commoner or not, flocks of nobles will try to earn his 
favors. If we do as you propose, not only we would be ungrateful but also appear as 
fair-weather friends. 1 understand you are worried about our little Flower and so am 
1, but don't let fear get to your head. 

Only by sticking with him when he needs us, we will get his gratitude. Also, there is 
the possibility that the threat to Phloria's life has nothing to do with him. She could 
just be collateral damage or the target of a revenge on me or you. 

So far Lith did quite a good job keeping her alive, 1 don't see why this time it should 
be any different." 

"Why do you care so much for him?" Orion still wasn't convinced. 

"Because these are chaotic times. Kings and Queens come and go and if we want for 
house Ernas to outlive them we need power. Why do you think 1 was so eager to 
adopt the girls? 1 wouldn't be surprised if the Court forced the current royals to 
abdicate. They have made too big of a mess." 

Orion nodded with a sigh, recognizing the truth in Jirni's words. He was grateful to 


traitorAIZEN 309 I 565 



Lith for all he had done and respected him deeply. Yet Orion couldn't help but be 
afraid for his daughters. 




Griffon Kingdom, Royal Palace. Inside Tyris's Lair. 

Amyla Farg, the newest recruit among the secret unit called the Queen's Corpse, had 
not reported to her one true master. Lady Tyris until the end of the academy's third 
trimester. Her undercover role as Professor took away most other time, plus she still 
couldn't make sense of what she had witnessed. 

Farg kept an eye on Lith for weeks, searching for more clues about his true nature 
and the threat he could pose, but with no success. If not for what she had witnessed 
in the forest, Farg would think of him nothing more than what his personal file 
stated. 

Lith was considered a dangerous yet talented individual. The Court was still debating 
what to do with him. So far, he had proved to be manageable, but his loyalty to the 
kingdom was shallow at best. 

After the help he had provided during the plague outbreak, the unanimous consent 
was that unless proven otherwise, he was worth the risk of letting him live. The 
Court hoped that marrying him into a noble household would put him on a leash for 
good. 

After the fight between Awakened Ones, Farg wasn't so sure it was such a good idea. 

She had many unanswered questions, so she used that time to mull them over. 

Getting an audience with Lady Tyris was a rare event even for the King himself. That 
was the reason why she didn't submit her report until now. 

When Tyris imparted orders, they had to be executed at once leaving no space for 
discussion. Only when one was required to give a report or was granted an audience, 
they may have the opportunity to ask questions. 

'Since 1 risk getting stuck with brats for a whole year, 1 better make good use of this 
chance and try to understand as much as 1 can about Awakened ones. 1 don't know 
when or if I'll get the opportunity to speak with the master again in the near future. 
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'This might be my only opportunity to learn from her for the gods know how long 
and 1 don't know how many questions she'll allow me. 1 must make them count!' Farg 
thought. 

As soon as she walked through the double stone door, Farg's body froze in fear. Every 
hair on her neck stood up, her instincts screaming at her to beware of the danger 
ahead. Something was wrong with the underground throne room. 

Instead of being dimly lighted as usual, everything was bright as daylight, allowing 
Farg to notice black stains of blood on the floor and columns. Near each stain, there 
was a small crater from which departed several cracks. 

Farg needed but a glance to recognize the signs of a struggle. She knew how 
powerful were the defenses in the lair, yet the invaders had managed to smash some 
of the stone armors decorating the room, damaging even the thousand years old 
tapestries. 

Before she could understand what had happened, a sudden flash almost blinded her. 
The light was followed by a shockwave, like thunder after a bolt of lightning. 

Farg used earth fusion to protect herself, conjuring a barrier with spirit magic a split 
second later. Yet the force of the impact was enough to push her several meters back 
with one knee on the ground, the air squeezed out other lungs. 

A second was all she had before a second flash appeared. Bracing herself for what 
she knew was about the come, Farg strengthened the barrier. This time she managed 
to stand her ground, but the effort took a toll on her. 

After a third and a fourth shockwave, she finally realized that the flashes had a 
precise rhythm. 

'Could this be just a heartbeat?' The surprise faded away quickly. 

Farg brushed off the panic that had paralyzed her until that moment, taking the 
whole room into account. Right behind the throne, there was a white mass that she 
had never seen before. 

At first glance it looked like a white wall, changing its color at the edges. The left one 
seemed to end in a gold vein, while the right one was of a clear grey, like a mountain 
peak. 
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About once per second, the wall produced a lightning. It was dissipated on the 
ground by several arrays, so powerful to be visible to the eye, leaving behind only its 
light and the resulting shockwave, yet producing no sound. 

"Lady Tyris, it's me, Farg! Please, cease the attack!" 

The next lightning had almost completely formed, but after Farg's words, it 
disappeared. The white wall opened, revealing a silver circular window as big as the 
throne itself, one meter and a half [5'} high and 1.1 meters [3.6'} wide, with a black 
dot at its center. 

The contrast between the gleaming silver reflecting the light and the dark dot, made 
it appear like a bottomless hole in Farg's mind. 

"There's a reason why you should always announce yourself before entering." The 
voice was soft like a whisper, yet it made the walls and the floor tremble. 

"Sometimes 1 feel the need to stretch myself. Other times, like now, the human form 
cannot contain my wrath and 1 need to revert to my original one." 

The wall moved backward, towards the center of the massive underground cave. 

Farg realized it was no wall, it was simply a portion of Lady Tyris's head in her 
griffon form. The gold vein that Farg had spotted earlier was actually her beak, while 
the grey belonged to a different shade of feathers near her neck. 

Tyris's body was enveloped by a white aura that was the real source of illumination. 
The griffon had the head and the front legs of an eagle, while the rest of the body was 
that of a lion. On her back there were three pairs of feathered wings. 

"It seems that my enemy does not only know about my existence, but also about my 
efforts to identify them. Attacking me in my own home is something no one managed 
to do in millennia. This should teach them a lesson." 

The griffon body shrunk, turning into the familiar womanly form Farg was used to. 

"Sorry for earlier, but that was no attack. When I'm angry 1 produce lightning bolts 
that the arrays in place are supposed to nullify It seems 1 was still a little worked up 
from before, so my power overloaded them and part of the energy ran wild. Your 
report?" 


traitorAIZEN 312 I 565 



Tyris smiled apologetically at Farg. Normally she would have her subjects kneeling, 
but she could see how tired Farg was after withstanding wave after wave of her 
anger empowered heartbeats. 

A nod of Tyris's head wiped out all the traces of the attack, cleaning the black blood 
and repairing the stone furniture in the throne room. It also made a comfortable 
armchair appear right behind Farg, allowing her to rest. 

"My lady, did someone dare to attack you?" Farg didn't know if to be worried about 
her master's safety or the enemy's madness. 

"Yes. Several Abominations Warped in here and self-detonated. 1 don't know if they 
were trying to harm me with the explosion or to make the underground cave 
collapse, destroying the castle in the process. 

"Either way, the only thing they managed to do was annoy me and force me to 
upgrade my arrays." Tyris sighed sadly. Even if her protections were ancient, one of 
her oldest and roughest works, she still loved them dearly. 

They had been one other few happy memories of the times when she still had most 
other feelings and now they were gone forever. 

"It pains me to admit that albeit outdated, their power was supposed to be 
unmatched. 1 guess that Arthan's Madness isn't the only thing our enemy has 
managed to find in the archives. That, or we have a traitor among the Corpse's ranks. 

There is no way for beings so weak to bypass my protections unless they had a deep 
knowledge of my arrays. Now your report, please." 
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CHAPTER 244 
BURDENS 


Farg was shocked by the news of the attack, but managed to hold her curiosity. If 
Lady Tyris was angry, her patience would be very limited. The questions at her 
disposal were already down by one. 

Farg told her everything she had noticed about Lith from her observations during 
the fight with the Clackers and the academy's lessons. Tyris listened in silence, 
nodding from time to time. 

"Do you have any questions?" Farg's report did nothing but confirm what she already 
knew. Tyris always allowed some questions because often humans needed help 
realizing details that they had seen but not noticed. 

"Many." Farg replied honestly. She was honored to be allowed to sit while her host 
was pacing around and listening to her report. 

"The kid is barely thirteen years old, yet I saw him go toe to toe with evolved 
monsters and magical beasts. How is that possible? The members of the Corpse are 
faster and stronger than normal humans, but not like that. We need enchanted 
equipment to make up for the difference in physical prowess." 

"Quite the contrary." Tyris shook her head. 

'During our brief encounter, I was only interested in his mana core and neglected to 
check his body. This is another important piece of the puzzle. It seems humans aren't 
the only ones to be slow on the uptake, sometimes.' She thought. 

"It is possible. Your Queen, your King, and the veterans of the Corpse are all like that. 
It may seem incredible to you now, but only because we have just started your 
refinement process. In time, you'll become like that too. If you live that long, of 
course." 

"What?" Farg was stunned, the words escaped her mouth before she could realize to 
have wasted another question. 
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"Doesn't that mean that the kid is a veteran too? Isn't he too young?" 


Tyris smiled at her, happy to see the rookie catching up on her own. 

"Yes to both. There are only a few possible explanations. Either he is an Awakened 
from the birth and that would be as incredible as terrifying, or he is a weak 
Abomination that possessed the body of an infant. That would be even worse. 

"The former scenario would mean a natural talent like I have never seen before and 
hopefully will never see again. Beings Awakened from birth are incredibly rare, 
almost a myth even to us Guardians. 

"I have never met one alive because when they are born from humankind, they start 
abusing their powers and get killed by their own kin before they can become a real 
threat. 

"On the contrary, true magic comes natural to beasts, but being too much reliant on 
their instincts, they lack the wisdom and awareness about the risks the refinement 
process implies, so they die young too. 

"The latter scenario would mean that albeit being incredibly weak, an Abomination 
managed to evolve into a Puppeteer and then stumbled into a highly compatible 
body that still lacked any sense of self or distinguishing feature. 

"It makes it the perfect match. The body grows alongside the user's power, making 
the rejection of the new soul almost impossible. It would give birth to a Puppeteer 
that can hide in plain sight and without the need of switching bodies. 

Needless to say, such a thing is almost impossible" 

"It doesn't make sense!" Farg blurted out again. 

"His mana flow is blue, not black. I checked more than once with Life Vision. Yet I 
saw with my own eyes black tendrils reattach his severed arm. That's something 
only Abominations can do. 

"Also, I think the kid is utterly insane. One moment he puts his life on the line for his 
companions, the following he treats them like garbage." 

"Excellent point." Tyris sat on her throne. 
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"That's why I suspect him being a hybrid, rather than a pure Abomination. A hybrid 
is born when something goes wrong during the body's assimilation process. If the 
Abomination is weaker than the host's body, it gets assimilated instead. It loses its 
nature and remains trapped inside it. 

"It would explain the wisdom beyond his age, but not why he has helped the 
Kingdom time and time again. 

"As for the madness, if he is as strong as you describe him to be, then it's normal. If 
he is a hybrid, his human and Abomination impulses are constantly at odds. It 
surprises me he has showed so much self restraint. 

"If he is an Awakened from birth, instead, there is the possibility that he is afraid of 
harming them, hence he tries to keep them at a distance. When you get so powerful 
while still being so young, many have problems controlling their strength. 

Consider that for him normal humans are made of paper. All he needs to do is use a 
little strength to crush them. 

"Whatever is his nature, the attachment towards other humans is a good sign for us, 
because it means he cares for them. If he does, then if the necessity arises they can 
be used to shackle him." 

"My Lady, why not kill him? His corpse may answer all of your questions and he 
would no longer pose a threat. Two birds with one stone." 

"Killing another living being only because I don't understand them? Who do you take 
me for? A human?" Tyris scoffed. 

"If he was another wannabe tyrant or a monster sucking everything dry on its path, 
your suggestion would make sense. Yet so far he poses no threat to his kind nor to 
the beasts, who consider him as one of their own. Even the world has recognized his 
worth, subjecting him to its cruel tribulations. 

"If he fails, he'll die. If he succeeds the balance will have a new Guardian and I 
another potential mate. It's a win-win situation for me. 

"Thanks for your hard work, Amyla. You'll resume your surveillance when the 
academy reopens. Until then, you'll continue your normal activities as a member of 
the Corpse. 
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"Do not tell anyone about Lith being a natural Awakened, not even to the Royals. 
They are past their prime and surrounded by strife. It would be easy for them being 
tempted to coerce him into turning them in real Awakened. 

The Kingdom wouldn't survive if 1 was forced to have both of them suddenly pass 
away in an 'accident'." 

Tyris's eyes shone with silver light, sending a shiver down Farg's spine. She 
understood how Lady Tyris was not only testing her loyalty, but also burdening her 
with the fate of the Griffon Kingdom. 

She still had many questions, but now Farg was scared by the answers so she 
preferred to leave after giving Tyris a deep bow. 

Once alone again, the Guardian let her mind ponder about what she had omitted to 
say to Farg. 

'1 don't know what this Lith is, but for certain he is no kid. 1 watched ah the 
recordings available of him, including his exams. His words, actions, and spells do 
not match a kid. Even geniuses like Manohar couldn't pull the thundercloud spell at 
that age. 

'Not when coming from an uneducated family. At this point, even using a member of 
the Corpse as middle man has little value. The only way 1 have to find out the truth is 
to speak with him in person.' Tyris sighed. 

'Too bad that with ah that it's happening, this matter is of low priority. First 1 need to 
upgrade ah the arrays of the castle to prevent further attacks. Then 1 have to find out 
how the enemies managed to get down here. As of now, the Griffon Kingdom is a 
giant with clay feet. 

'The noble households are still able to trigger a civil war, we have lost two of the six 
great academies at once, and most of my attention has to be directed at the 
Abomination threat. 

'1 have no idea what this Lith is or wants, but so far he has proved to be harmless to 
me. His parents are still alive, his village still standing, and he even joined an 
academy. None of this makes sense, either if he was an Abomination or an Awakened 
at birth. 
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'Maybe Salaark is right, the only way to rule humans is with an iron fist. 1 gave the 
Griffon Kingdom everything 1 could without directly intervening. Power, wisdom, 
inspiration. 

'Yet it has stooped so low that now it needs only a gentle push to fall into ruins.' 




In the two weeks following the events in the forest. Solus had managed to speak with 
Lith only once. For eight wonderful years they shared everything. Solus missed all 
the little things they did together in their daily routine, from their morning walks to 
choosing what to have for breakfast. 

Yet he still refused to talk to her. No matter if it was a serious matter like talking to 
Linjos about the rankings or something trivial like inviting his friends. Lith kept her 
confined in the stone marble, making her feel as alone as useless. 

Since their mind link was broken. Solus had realized that, despite during the past 
years she had greatly suffered from all the limitations her stone form had, it was only 
thanks to their bond that she had been able to keep her own sanity in check. 

Even with their mind link shut down. Solus still retained all other senses. 

She could hear and see the world around her, perceive the mana flow of everyone 
that came in contact with them or the alterations in their emotional spectrum. Yet 
without Lith, without access to his body, she couldn't feel anything outside her own 
thoughts. 

It was like being locked up inside a panic room, having access to the outside world 
only through cameras and monitors. 

She still received all the nourishment she needed to keep restoring her power, but 
her life had turned into nothing more than a cage. Solus felt desperate and lonely, but 
she did her best to not let those feelings transpire. 

Their bond was strong enough that they needed the mind link only to talk. If they 
wanted to avoid sharing a strong emotion or a recurring thought from the other, they 
had to be careful. 

Lith wasn't as good as her, so Solus could feel his yearning for her voice, the desire to 
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contact her along with the sense of betrayal preventing him from opening their mind 
link. 

It would have been easy for her to contact him first and play with his feelings to get 
what she wanted, but Solus never even considered doing it. The only thing she 
wanted was for him to accept her as a person just as she did for him. 

'Lith didn't even contact me to share the ranking results. We worked so hard for that, 
spending so many nights awake and yet he still cut me off like that. Like 1 am 
nothing. 

'1 just did to him once what he does to everyone else on a daily basis. 

'What 1 did was wrong, but so is Lith's constantly shutting everyone out every time 
he has a problem. He needed to realize how his lies can affect his loved ones. Piling 
lies upon lies, only because it's more convenient than opening himself to others, even 
a little. 

'1 understand why he can't talk about his past lives or being an Awakened one, but 
hiding all the bad things that happen to him and always acting behind the others' 
backs with the excuse that he does it to "protect them" is bullsh*t. 

'Lith never shared with his parents the ostracism he suffered from the other 
students, the mean words Professors like Rudd addressed him with or the 
difficulties he faced during the exams. 

'By sugar-coating every aspect of his life, maybe he doesn't make his family worry 
about him, but for sure he ends up alone, incapable of sharing any of his burdens and 
to rely on his loved ones. 

'Lith can't hope for others to help him in times of need. They never know what he is 
going through, simply because he hides from them even what he had for breakfast! 
The only good thing that came out of my lie is that at least he opened up with his 
family. 

It did him some good, making him realize that they never wanted anything from him 
except being happy.' 

From the moment their mind link had been severed. Solus's condition kept getting 
worse by the day. She was a prisoner of her own body, without anyone to talk to or 
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anything she could do. Life around her was a cruel reminder of how the lack of a 
body made her little more than a slave to whoever was her host. 

Solus knew her future was grim, yet she soldiered up and waited patiently. 

The bond she shared with Lith was symbiotic, it couldn't be broken unless one of 
them died. Her only options were for Lith to forgive her or spend the time they had 
left together as a mindless tool. 

Either that or go completely insane. The prolonged isolation and the constant status 
of fear of being abandoned, losing her life companion, were slowly eating her from 
the inside. 

It was only a matter of time before her condition deteriorated beyond saving, 
scarring her mind permanently 
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CHAPTER 245 
BACK HOME (1) 


Lith's personal possessions still amounted to little enough to be stored in the trunk 
his dad made for him, leaving space to spare. Most of his clothes were now too small 
for him, but Lith kept them anyway, moving the trunk in the pocket dimension before 
departing. 

Returning to Lutia took him just a few minutes. His mastery of dimensional magic 
coupled with his recent breakthrough allowed him to open Warp Steps with a range 
of dozens of miles. 

Lutia was a balm for Lith's heart. It was a small, insignificant village in the middle of 
nowhere, but it was his kingdom. The only place where he could not care for the 
appearances nor constantly watch his back. 

He needed some quiet to decide what to do with Solus. Lith still had conflicting 
feelings about her, but she was a too important part of his life to keep avoiding the 
issue for long. 

He needed her for his experiments, since Lith was unable to operate the tower or to 
Forgemaster with true magic without her help. Also, she had always been his best 
friend, confidant, and his moral compass. 

Her absence left a dreadful silence in his mind and a void in his heart that was only 
getting worse by the day. Even more importantly, when he had fused their minds, 

Lith had understood how deep was the feeling of isolation haunting her. 

The pain that Solus shared with him had turned out to be just the tip of the iceberg. 
Lith had never forgotten about it and was worried about her well being. 

Lith could have arrived directly at home, but he preferred to appear in the sky above 
Lutia's plaza instead. He wanted to make sure that everyone knew of his return. 

With all that had happened to him, he had no desire of wasting his time dealing with 
small fries. 
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Lith landed softly, drawing the gazes of many. Most of the villagers flinched at his 
sight. The memory of Lith's last homecoming was still deeply etched in their minds. 
Of how he killed Renkin, the richest man of the village, and his son. 

After he almost killed many of them for not having helped his sister when Garth 
harassed her, their despise towards him had turned into blind fear. Money and 
authority were a paper shield against his wrath. 

If before the villagers considered him as someone that didn't deserve his magical 
talent, that robbed them of their wealth and hopes for their children, now they saw 
him like a hungry monster. 

His presence defended them from bandits and foreigners, but at their least mistake, 
he had no qualms turning against them too. The thought that one day he could be the 
lord of the land scared them to death. 

Lith noticed their behavior and couldn't help but scoff. 

'Morons. If we wanted to take revenge on you, we would have done it years ago. As 
long as you behave, no one gets hurt. Right, Solus?' The mind link was closed, so only 
silence ensued. 

Lith inwardly cursed at himself before going to Nana's home office. It was still 
midmorning, giving him the opportunity to visit his old mentor and pick up Tista 
before returning home. 

Phloria's words were still echoing in his mind and without Solus, he needed 
someone to talk to. His mind was a mess, Lith still couldn't decide if to tell his family 
about the vision or not. 

'Maybe 1 should warn at least Tista. She is the only other magic user in the family, she 
could make a difference in case something happens. Scratch that. The shadow made 
a short work of the Queen's corps. If they are helpless, 1 doubt she can do any better.' 

Lith shook his head. The more he thought about it, the more confused he felt. 

He opened the door of Nana's home office. The waiting room was filled with people, 
there was not a single chair or bench free. 

Most parents forced their children to sit on their lap. Between the screams of the 


traitorAIZEN 322 I 565 



babies and the loud chatting of the adults, Lith felt like his eardrums were going to 
pop. When he entered the room, the conversations immediately stopped. 

The place was familiar to him, yet it felt alien, like waking up from a long good 
dream. He had spent the last year in the academy, where everything was clean, 
everyone was properly dressed and fed. 

Compared to the academy's hospital, Nana's office was dirty, noisy, and chaotic. 
Looking at those people, with their cheap clothes and weathered faces, Lith 
remembered how hard was life in Lutia. 

'They are here to get a check up before winter arrives. Once it starts snowing, 
reaching the village becomes almost impossible. Many farmers die every year 
because of the flu or because a simple cold turns into pneumonia.' He thought. 

"Young spirit, you are back already!" Nana walked towards him as soon as her latest 
patient paid her. 

"Yes, master. This year the academy ended early. How are you?" 

"Good as always." Nana replied hugging him. 

Death Vision kept showing him the waiting room as the set of a slasher movie, but 
unlike the others, Nana had only one possible outcome. 

The light in her eyes would go out, her corpse quickly invaded by maggots and 
larvae. 

Lith was upset, he still had no idea what Death Vision was, so he used Invigoration 
on his old mentor. He discovered that her life force was weaker than the last time he 
examined her. 

Her whole body was filled with impurities that were clogging her bloodstream and 
weakening her organs. Old age was consuming her. Lith felt a sting in his heart, 
realizing that Nana had five years left to live at most. 

"You don't look so well. Let me see what 1 can do for you." 

"Bah, I'm just old. Stop wasting my time, there are people waiting!" Nana rebuked. 
She was aware of her condition. Waking up early was getting more difficult every day 
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and if it wasn't for Tista, she would be able to work only for half a day. 


'Can't allow myself to show any weakness. As soon as word of my condition gets out, 
who knows what kind of criminals could get attracted to Lutia. Now the Queen's 
corps are defending us, but once Lith gets out of the academy they'll leave.' 

Lith didn't move, stopping the queue. Yet no one dared to ask him to move aside. 
Nana was about to scold him, but Tista was looking at her with puppy eyes, making 
her feel guilty. 

"Fine, hot shot. Show me what a real professional can do." Nana pulled the curtain 
behind her, sitting in the patient seat. Lith pretended to cast a diagnostic spell first 
and a healing one after that. 

What he was actually doing was using darkness magic to destroy most of the 
impurities in her bloodstream, cleansing Nana's arteries while enhancing her 
kidneys and liver metabolism with light magic. 

With his current level of mana perception and control, Lith didn't need anymore to 
force impurities out of a body, he was able to destroy them while they were still 
inside. 

The treatment lasted a few minutes, during which Nana felt hot, sweating bullets 
despite the weather was already quite cold. When Lith finished, she felt at least five 
years younger. 

"By the gods, whatever you did, you just put me in a pinch, young spirit. 1 suddenly 
feel the need to take a bath, eat the biggest lunch 1 ever had, and take a massive 
dump at the same time!" A loud and stinky fart emphasized the last part of the 
sentence. 

"I'll start with the dump." Nana nodded as she had just made a life or death decision. 
Tista cleared the smell with a touch of darkness magic while addressing a disgusted 
expression at her mentor. 

"Don't look at me like that. I'm old!" She rebuked like it explained everything. 

"Young spirit, cover for me until 1 get back. Since this is all your fault, whatever you 
earn is mine for compensation. Got it?" 
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Lith nodded, barely holding a chuckle at her words. Nana's health had slightly 
improved and making her rest had been his plan all along. Originally Lith meant to 
ask her letting Tista leave work early and go home together, but Death Vision 
changed his mind. 

He watched Nana walking away. This time she was stabbed in the heart and then had 
her throat slit before leaving the room. Death Vision was usually disturbing, but this 
time he found it reassuring. 

Using the cover of the curtain, Tista hugged Lith. 

"Welcome back, lil brother. It's good to see you again." 

"It's good to see you too. Now it really feels like home." He returned the embrace 
checking her condition, just to be safe. 

"Was that a tier four spell?" Tista's professional curiosity was piqued. 

"Yeah. There is no cure to old age, but at least it will relieve her symptoms for a 
while." Lith's treatment was just a band aid. Only Awakening Nana could prolong her 
life. 

"It's still better than nothing." Tista nodded. 

"Tm so envious of you. 1 hate being forced to watch her get weaker by the day, to see 
so many people suffer and not being able to do anything for helping them." She 
sniffed, laying her head on his shoulder. 

"Better if we get to work, or people will get angry." She said letting him go. 

Lith and Tista worked together, talking between patients. 

Identifying a villager from a farmer was painfully easy. Villagers were well dressed, 
clean, and looked around the waiting room like they owned the place. Farmers 
instead wore layers of thin clothes to protect themselves from the cold and looked 
like they could use a warm meal. 

If the patient was a farmer, Lith would listen to their request and then heal every 
ailment they had, making them pay only for one spell. Thanks to the curtain, the 
other patients couldn't see the deep bows they would give him before leaving. 
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Before winter money was always short, so farmers resorted to Nana's help only in 
case of an emergency. 


If it was a villager instead, Lith would examine them and list all the conditions he 
found before asking them what they wanted for him to heal. 

"You have a slight cold, a strained back, and a thrombus." His patient was llna, the 
jeweler. She was a nice looking woman in her forties, with chestnut hair and a dress 
that was probably more expensive than Nana's house. 

"What does that mean?" She had a quiet voice. Usually she preferred being served by 
Tista, since she was easy to push around. Lith had the same caring gaze of a wolf 
mulling if to rip your throat first or go straight for the gutting. 

"A blood clot in the brain." Lith explained. "If it moves, you die. Simple as that." 

"What are you waiting for? Heal it immediately!" 

"You came for the backache and paid only for that." Lith pointed at the sign stating 
"Payment in advance". 

llna was about to rebuke that she didn't trust him, but there was something in Lith's 
eyes that stopped her. Years in the business had taught her how to read people. She 
could see from his smirk that he hoped she would walk away. 

llna quickly paid and after receiving the treatment, she rushed home to bring her 
whole family back for a check up. 

'1 hate that b*stard, but even 1 know that Nana is not a professional healer. Who 
knows when or if I'll get someone from the White Griffon to visit my family? 1 have 
no time to lose!' 

Tista was amazed by how fast her brother was working. Not only did his spells seem 
to be more effective than hers, but also he didn't need to take any break. Lith had a 
stronger core than Tista and wasn't as old as Nana. 

That, coupled with all his training, gave him a mana capacity a few times bigger than 
theirs. Not to mention that compared to the academy's daily exercises, casting one 
spell at the time was almost relaxing for him. 
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Lith had just finished with his latest patient when Tista pulled his arm. He turned 
around, noticing that she was holding a petite girl about her age by the arm. The girl 
was well dressed and had a healthy incarnate. 

Despite the sunny day, she was already wearing a long sleeved sweater with heavy 
gloves on both hands. 

"Lith, do you remember Brina?" She asked him. 

"No." Lith sighed. That was one of those moments when Solus would chime in and 
remind him about who's who. The silence in his mind was deafening. Despite Tista's 
presence, Lith felt alone and sad again. 

"She is the baker's daughter and like me is part of the shut-in club." Tista was 
referring to a group of youths that for some reason had spent most of their life in 
isolation, just like her. 

"1 was wondering if you could do something for her." Brina became pale and tried to 
sneak away, but Tista was on guard stopping her in her tracks. 
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CHAPTER 246 
BACK HOME (2) 


Lith looked at her, but he couldn't see anything wrong. She was 1.54 meters [5'1"} 
high with long gold hair tied back in a braid. She was quite cute, especially since her 
diminutive stature emphasized her bosom. 

Lith was wondering why he had no recollection of her, when Brina took off the long 
glove covering her right hand. Her arm had a long burn scar up to the elbow, while 
the hand was unnaturally thin. It had only the thumb and the index finger. 

The scar tissue was bright red and swollen. Its jagged surface made it look like a 
sponge had grown under her skin. 

"She had an accident with the oven when she was little. They had to amputate most 
other fingers and even if Nana managed to save the hand, the scar causes her a lot of 
pain whenever it gets cold. We prepare an ointment for her, but it's not enough. 

This year she will take part in the Spring festival..." 

"1 won't!" Brina angrily whispered cutting her short. "I'm damaged goods. I'm tired 
of people staring at me with pity just like..." The "your brother" part died in her 
mouth. 

Lith was merely looking at the arm like it was a broken chair, assessing the damages 
with Invigoration. 

Brina hadn't noticed his touch because the arm lacked any sensitivity. 

"1 can fix it. For a price, of course." 

"The cold issue?" Tista asked full of hope. 

"No, 1 mean the scar, the fingers. Everything." Seeing their disbelief, Lith placed his 
index finger on Brina's elbow, casting a short spell that restored an inch of skin. 


traitorAIZEN 328 I 565 



"Nana can't perform tier four light spells, but 1 can." His voice was cold and 
professional. 

"The procedure is expensive. If you are interested, talk to whoever manages the 
finances in your family and then let me know. I'll be available until spring." 

Tista opened her mouth to say something, but remained silent. Everything had 
happened so fast that Brina wasn't able to move or speak. She stared for a while at 
the pale new skin, before leaving in a hurry after noticing the kids staring at her, 
pointing their fingers at her still exposed arm. 

An hour later Nana finally returned and the queue was reduced to four people. 
"Excellent work, kids." Nana said after checking the income. 

"1 can handle the rest. You go home and have a nice meal." 

Lith could have opened a Warp Steps, but judging by how Tista was looking at him, 
she clearly had something to say. So, he kept the surprise for another time and they 
walked home instead. 

"How can you think about money when you can help someone in need?" She finally 
said once they got out of the village. 

"Do you have any idea what she went through ah her life? She gets out of the house 
only during fall and winter, she never had a boyfriend, she..." 

"Had it much easier than you." Lith's voice was indifferent. 

"She has been well fed and dressed ah of her life. Her parents have a nice house and 
can afford the treatment. End of the story." 

Tista was stunned. 

"Yes, but 1 got cured and she didn't. A healer's job..." She replied after a few seconds, 
only to get cut short once again. 

"It's a job like any other. Light magic it's not some kind of holy power, it's just a mean 
to an end. Does the baker give bread and pastries away for free to those in need? No. 
Did anyone ever help us when we were starving? No. 
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When you were ill, did her father care for your condition? No. Then give me one good 
reason why 1 should work for free." 

Tista remained silent for a few minutes until they arrived halfway towards home. 

"So, what are your limits now?" She asked. 

"Brother sister confidentiality?" 

Tista nodded. 

"As long there is a breath of life, 1 can save anyone. 1 can now regrow organs, limbs, 
anything. My only limitation is that 1 can't repair something that was missing from 
the start. 1 can give back the sight to someone that has lost an eye, but not to 
someone born blind." 

Tista seemed incredibly happy at his words, making Lith worried. 

"Are you unwell or there is someone else you want me to heal?" He sighed. 

"No, everything is fine." She giggled. 

"It's just that Lutia is a small village in the middle of nowhere. After hearing your 
stories and seeing you at work today. I'm wondering if 1 should try to get into an 
academy too." 

Lith shuddered at the thought. 

'1 have always avoided mentioning the nastiest details of the academy, 1 can't see 
Tista not getting scarred for life by all those jerks. Not to mention that if she 
manages to graduate too, our family would be recognized as a new magical 
bloodline. 

'It would cause us a lot of troubles. If she really wants to step up her skills, then 1 
can't shield her from the truth anymore. The princess has to become a warrior, or the 
world will eat her alive.' 

Before going back home, Lith went to Selia's house. According to Solus, she was 
supposed to have left together with Ryman, but he wanted to make sure the huntress 
didn't need help. 
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The door and the windows were locked. Lith used Life Vision, discovering that there 
was no one inside. 


'One less person to worry about.' He shrugged. Nana was at the end other rope and 
the huntress was gone, probably for good. Lith felt a sting in his heart, but he 
preferred to focus on those he had left. 

His parents were really happy to have him home earlier and during lunch, they 
wanted to know everything about his last days of the academy. Lith didn't tell them 
about the vision, but for Tista's sake, he shared with them all the aggressions and 
sabotage attempts he endured. 

"So much violence just for a grade?" Raaz couldn't believe his ears. 

Lith explained to them how fierce was the everyday life at the White Griffon. 

"Nobles take success for granted and don't like being overshadowed by commoners. 
They consider it as a personal insult. Commoners mostly work their ass*s off, but 
since the academy it's the only way out of poverty, they are ruthless too. It's easier to 
meet a dragon than to find an honest friend." 

After many questions about the academy and as many reproaches for the things he 
had omitted in the past, Lith finally could tell them about the rankings. Elina and 
Tista cried with joy at his achievements, while Raaz simply hugged him. 

"Tm so proud of you, son. 1 don't know what 1 did to deserve such a good kid." 

Lith was happy too. Their joy was the first piece of good news in months. 

"We should share the good news with Rena!" Elina stood up, walking toward the 
door. 

"You stay here. I'll go get her." Lith said while opening a Warp Steps. 

Elina was about to argue when the dimensional rift opened in their dining room 
right outside of Rena's house in the village. The mouths of the members of Lith's 
family fell to the ground for the surprise. 

When less than a minute later the Gate reopened, they were still awestruck and so 
was Rena. Lith had to princess carry her through the Warp Steps. They could hear 
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many scared murmurs coming from the village. 


"Ah! Suck it, you bastards!" The voice of Zekell, Rena's father-in-law roared. 

"Tm the only one with a god in the family!" 

"What a classy, humble man." Lith sneered as soon as the Gate closed behind him. 

After much stuttering and many questions about Warp Steps, Lith finally brought 
Rena up to speed. She was overjoyed by so many good news and so was the rest of 
the family. 

Again. Lith couldn't understand why they were so excited about something they 
already knew. 

"It's incredible! Mom, this means you can visit me whenever you want, even during 
winter!" Rena's words left Lith speechless. 

"Indeed. Now we can go to the village regardless of the weather. Oh, gods. Freshly 
baked bread during winter is a dream come true!" 

Suddenly the conversation degenerated into how to better exploit Lith's new ability. 
More than once he wanted to point out that he wasn't a cab, but there was no such 
word on Mogar. 

After everyone had decided what they wanted to use Lith's powers for during the 
winter, Tista pulled Elina aside. They whispered among them for a while and even 
with his enhanced hearing, Lith was unable to understand what they were saying. 

Rena was bombarding him with questions about the places he had access to, how 
many people he could move at once. 

When they returned, she wasn't done yet. 

"Big sis, come here please." Tista pulled Rena aside, pushing the index finger against 
her own lips. 

"Lith, dear, please have a seat." 

Elina had a serious expression, making him inwardly fear to be about to get scolded 
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again. 


'I told them so little and 1 am already getting my a*s kicked. 1 was right working on a 
"need to know" basis with them.' He thought. 

"Would you like to have another sibling?" 

Her words made Lith's brain freeze. His hands clenched the armrests so hard that 
only the fear to reveal his strength too made him snap out of it when the wood 
started cracking ominously. 

'Is this a trick question?' He thought. 'After Orpal and Trion, 1 don't feel safe rolling 
the dice again. Sadly, it's not something up for me to decide. Damn if 1 hate rhetorical 
questions.' 

"Sure, mom." He actually replied while hoping that his face matched his happy tone. 

"Are you pregnant already or is it something you are planning ahead?" 

His words made the mood in the room turn heavy. Everyone was looking at the floor 
with a sad expression. Elina was squeezing her own hands, taking deep breaths to 
calm down. 

"Have you ever wondered why we didn't have any more children?" Raaz said while 
hugging his wife from behind to comfort her. 

"Yes. 1 thought that since we had so many problems with food and money already, 
you used some spell to prevent further..." Lith was about to say "issues", but 
managed to stop in time. 

They were speaking about having another baby, so they didn't share his lack of love 
for small, smelly, noisy humans. 

"...another pregnancy." 

"Well, yes and no." Elina explained. 

"Sure, after you were born, we couldn't afford to have more children, even though we 
love each other so much." She caressed Raaz hands, kissing his forearm. 
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"That's why we were actually happy when the Great Mother took the choice out of 
our hands." 

"The Great Mother? Aren't you using a darkness magic spell?" During all his life on 
Mogar, Lith had yet to find a single church or temple. Religions were almost non 
existent, gods were relegated in the roles of swear words or synonyms for destiny. 

"We know the spell, but it requires a magico level of power to be viable. Otherwise 
repeated uses can cause permanent sterility." 

Raaz's words were like a punch in Lith's stomach. 

"Do you mean that..." 

"Yes." Elina nodded. "The labor was long and complicated. 1 don't know exactly what 
happened. Nana tried to explain it to me, but 1 couldn't and didn't want to 
understand. 

"The only thing that mattered to me was that something inside of my body broke 
that night, making me unable to bear children anymore." 

Everything made sense. Lith had wondered from time to time why even after Orpal 
had been disowned, after Tista had been healed, and the financial situation of the 
household had improved so much thanks to his jobs, his parents had stopped having 
children. 

His mother was still young, yet nothing had happened. He had always shrugged it off, 
thinking they wanted to sit back and enjoy their new wealth. Yet now he couldn't 
help but feel guilty. 

Guilty for having always ignored their distress simply because it suited him, but 
mostly because he was the real root of that situation. They were his parents, but Lith 
wasn't really their son. 

'Calm down, you idiot. No need for guilt trips. 1 didn't choose Elina, 1 didn't kill the 
real Lith. He was already dead, so nothing that happened that night was my fault.' 

Lith was aware of how his birth was considered a miracle by his family. 

"1 pray the Great Mother every day to thank her for her gift." Elina took the word out 
of his mind. 
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"When Nana told me about my condition, I felt desperate, but as soon as 1 held you in 
my arms, it didn't matter anymore. 1 was already too scared after almost losing you. 
At that moment, you gave me a reason to live." Elina looked at him with deep 
affection. 

Those words soothed Lith's uneasiness, but his stomach was still tied in a knot. 

"Tista says that you can cure everything. Is it true?" Her eyes were full of expectancy. 
"Yes." 

"Do you think you can help me?" 

"Absolutely." Lith lied with confidence. 

The reproductive apparatus was one of his weakest spots since he never 
experimented with pregnant women. There was nothing in the textbooks to help him 
understand the difference between a functioning yet defective organ and a mint one. 

He remembered how during the treatments he had found lots of impurities in Elina's 
womb, but even removing them and bringing her to full health for years didn't seem 
to have worked out. 
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CHAPTER 247 
SIBLINGS (1) 


'I never noticed any anomaly, the damage must be something subtle. Probably it just 
makes the changes of pregnancy really low. 1 would have never missed something 
that affected her health.' He thought. 

Lith stood up, placing his hand on Elina's belly before activating Invigoration. He 
scanned her ovaries and uterus for a long time, but came up with nothing. 

"Odd. Everything seems fine." Noticing his mother's distressed expression, he tried 
to reassure her. 

"Don't worry, maybe it's just because 1 don't know what to look for. 1 just need 
reference material." Lith touched Rena's womb, looking for clues. 

"Good gods!" Lith snapped back with a shocked expression. 

"Is there something wrong?" Rena was on the verge of panic. She had never seen her 
brother freaking out, not even after having an arm cut off. 

"Yes, 1 mean no. I'm not ready to be an uncle. I'm too young." The room exploded 
with cheers, tears, and joy. Lith remained dumbstruck. He really was not ready. 

'Guess they didn't know either. For a moment 1 thought that Rena's pregnancy was 
the reason behind mom's request. Like knowing she is about to become a grandma 
made her aware of the passing of time.' He thought. 

"Thank the gods." Rena squeezed him between her arms, before putting his hand 
back on her belly. 

"After being married for almost a year, 1 was starting to be afraid Senton or 1 was 
sterile. 1 was going to ask for your help right after mom. How is the baby?" 

"This big." Lith's index finger formed a circle about as big as a pea. 
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"I want to know if it's healthy!" Rena slapped him on the nape. 


"1 guess." He shrugged. The fetus was too little, there wasn't much he could see. Lith 
had no experience in the matter and didn't want to give them false hope. 

'Me and my big mouth. The chances of miscarriage during the first pregnancy are 
high, or at least, they are on Earth. 1 can only keep my finger crossed and keep an eye 
on her' 

"Please, no more surprises." He said using Tista as a template this time. At those 
words, she became beet red but said nothing. 

"1 need a clean slate." He explained. 

'1 have no idea if Rena's body has changed to better host the baby. Using her as 
blueprint could cause a false pregnancy.' 

A few minutes later, he believed to have found the root of the problem. The difficult 
labor had caused the formation of adhesions in the tubes. Lith had no idea what they 
were, though. He only recognized them as an anomaly. 

"1 got good news and 1 got bad news. Which do you want to hear first?" He asked. 
"The bad news." Elina hugged Raaz, who tried to act strong. 

"It's worse than 1 thought. Between the damage that you suffered and the passing of 
time, 1 can't promise a full recovery." 

"What about the good news?" Raaz asked. 

"1 think 1 can do it, but 1 need some time to prepare and to ask for guidance." 

Raaz tried to lift Lith out of joy, only to realize a second too late that his son was 
already taller than himself. 

They spent the lunch merrily, talking about their plans for the winter. Rena couldn't 
wait to share the good news with her husband, but remained with them, asking Elina 
for advice. 

Lith didn't want to ruin that moment for them, so he avoided talking about the 
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impending danger nor the distress Death Vision caused him. Tista couldn't take her 
eyes off his White Griffon pin, asking a lot of questions about the academy. 

Lith didn't lie to her, describing in detail the teaching methods, the harsh competitive 
environment, and the need for commoners to get a Guilty Ballot as soon as they got 
admitted. 

The more Tista learned about it, the less attractive the perspective of attending the 
academy became. She knew nothing about combat. Tista used mostly light and 
darkness magic for her job, while she practiced the other elements only for doing the 
daily chores. 

'My situation is pretty much the same as Quylla's, but 1 doubt I'll find someone like lil 
brother to watch my back. Even if 1 get admitted. I'd be quite old compared to my 
schoolmates. 

'Dammit, 1 want to learn more about magic. Tm tired of the daily routine, Lutia is 
starting to feel a cage like home previously was. At the same time, it's a safe haven 
for me. 

'The academy sounds like the forbidden love child of a viper's nest and a warrior's 
arena. 1 want to test my limits, but it's kind of extreme as first challenge. Ballot or 
not, 1 don't know if 1 can stand so much pressure.' 

Tista needed time to think, so she went back into her room to study the offensive 
spells from her grimoire. She learned them years ago at Lith's and Nana's insistence, 
but after never using them, Tista remembered only the simplest ones. 

After taking Rena home, Lith Warped to a random location in the Trawn woods. After 
checking not to be followed, he Warped to an irrelevant spot at Lutia's outskirts. 

'Warp Steps should make following me impossible, even to the Queen's corps. Being 
careful never hurts, though.' 

After coming through each Gate, he would walk for a few dozen meters in a random 
direction before opening another. Lith hoped that the multiple spatial jumps would 
allow him to lose his tail, even if an artifact capable of opening again or tracing Warp 
Steps did exist. 

Only then he opened a Gate to the mana geyser in the Trawn woods. Without Solus, 
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he wouldn't be able to recognize the place, if not for the fact that the mana geyser 
was the only spot were weeds, grass, and flowers had already started to grow again 
in the scarred ground. 

The damage caused by the Abomination he had fought alongside the other three 
Kings of the woods wouldn't recover until spring, if not even later. Everything 
reminded him of Protector, making Lith's blood boil. 

'F*ck Protector. I'm here for much more important stuff. Solus, do you mind turning 
into the tower?' This time he didn't say he needed her, nor he gave her an order. Lith 
was really asking her permission. 

'Sure.' Solus had no idea of what was happening. To reduce the suffering from 
isolation as much as she could, she had found a way to fall into a kind of deep 
slumber. Solus had missed all the recent conversations and thought Lith just wanted 
to train or Forgemaster something. 

'What do you need?' She asked. 

Lith didn't reply until the tower was completely formed before answering. There 
were no changes from the last time. The repairs on the first floor had progressed, but 
weren't finished yet. The tower was comprised only by the ground floor and the 
basement. 

"Not what, but who. 1 think it's time for us to talk. 1 didn't want to have this 
conversation without giving you a physical presence and a voice too." 

Solus consciousness took her wisp form. The sphere of light was bigger and brighter 
than the last time he saw it. When she was close enough, Lith noticed another 
change. There was something at its center, something that looked almost solid. 
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CHAPTER 248 
SIBLINGS (2) 


"Uhm, thanks." After all the time she spent alone, Solus was confused by his 
apparently kind behavior. Lith placed his right hand on the wisp, making her 
experience physical contact for the first time in months. 

The wisp turned out to be solid enough to stop his hand. Solus could feel not only 
Lith's warmth, but also his touch. It was the closest thing to a caress she had ever 
experienced, so she couldn't help but quiver. 

"Interesting. Now your wisp form is tangible and warm." Lith was amazed. He had 
expected his hand to go through it. 

"Indeed. What were you saying?" Solus was happy with her development, but for 
some reason, she felt really embarrassed. Lith quickly recovered from the surprise, 
remembering why they were there. 

"It's easier if 1 show you, rather than tell." 

If he was talking with anyone else, Lith would have asked her if she really meant 
what she said the last time they talked. Yet with Solus there was no need to. Once 
their minds were fused, there was no way to lie or hide even the most embarrassing 
thought. 

That was the reason why once they had started trusting each other they had stopped 
doing it. Lith because after considering Solus as a person, a girl at that, there were 
many parts of his past he wasn't willing to brag about. 

Solus because the more her personality developed, the more she felt the need to 
have some personal space. 

Lith clearly remembered how terrifying was his life from her point of view. Always 
scared of losing him in battle, to the point of sacrificing herself during the fight with 
the Talons, or almost degrading her own core to keep him alive when he failed to 
save Protector. 
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He remembered how much she had suffered hiding the truth from him, that she was 
aware of what coming clean could cause, yet when faced between her sake and 
Lith's, she had always put him first, no matter the consequences. 

Lith shared with her all his memories about the last weeks. Every minute, every 
second was unveiled. He wasn't afraid to admit how much he cared for her, how 
being separated made him feel incomplete. 

"Wait, this is..." Solus was shocked by the amount of information. It was the 
equivalent of a one sided mind fusion. Lith was showing her everything without 
receiving anything in return. 

"Why didn't you fuse our minds again?" She asked. 

"Because 1 don't want to force you again. Your lie hurt me deeply, but you are still my 
Solus. You are the only person 1 never had to lie to and 1 don't want for it to change. 
So, I'm doing something that 1 usually don't. 

"I'm showing myself vulnerable. 

"1 understand how my behavior must be terrifying for someone forced to ride 
shotgun with me without never touching the wheel. 1 understand how Protector's 
words made you feel and why you lied to me. 

"I'm willing to forgive you, but you have to promise me never to do it again. I'm not 
perfect, so if you disagree with me, nag at me until my ears bleed, kick my ass, 
whatever. Just don't act behind my back again." 

Solus was so happy that the walls of the tower trembled a little. She wasn't used to 
expressing herself with words anymore, so she triggered a mind fusion, sharing as 
much as he did, no matter how embarrassing it was or how pathetic she looked in 
those memories. 

Lith felt Solus's pain like she felt his own. Their lives were like two crooked towers, 
but as long they could lean onto each other, they would stand forever. 

Lith held the wisp tight against his chest, shocked by the amount of suffering she had 
gone through in so little time. The raw strength of the emotions he was experiencing 
made Lith completely lower his guard. 
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It was only the second time that he had allowed it to happen, the first being when he 
was ready to die at the Scorpicore's hand as long he and Solus fought side by side. 
Neither of them noticed the wisp going through Lith's chest despite having achieved 
a physical form. 

Once their minds and bodies were fused, the same happened to their mana cores. 
They pulsed in unison, beating at the same rhythm while tendrils of energy 
connected them. The two mana cores revolved around each other like twin stars. 

The resonance between them made Lith's core turn bright cyan, on the verge of 
turning blue, while Solus's bright yellow core turned into a bright green one simply 
by absorbing the excess energy that Lith's body usually dispersed not being able to 
handle it. 

The tower was shaken to its foundations, rumbling noises forced them to snap out of 
their trance. Lith noticed that everything was different, even though he had no idea 
why. The walls looked sturdier, the space around him larger. 

Lith could perceive the mana flow passing through the magical artifact like he could 
hear his own heartbeat. 

The debris leading to the first floor had disappeared, just like Solus. 

"What the heck? Solus, where are you?" 

"Right here." Lith heard Solus's voice coming out of his own mouth. 

"Tm inside you!" 

"That's a gross way to put it. Are you listening to yourself?" Lith made a retching 
sound. 

"That came out wrong. Sorry." She giggled. 

"Do you have any idea about what happened?" 

"None." Lith replied noticing that his left hand was moving by itself, touching his own 
face. 

"So, this is how having a body feels. It's amazing." Half of Lith's face was shocked, the 
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other had a delighted and quite feminine expression. 


"Wait, you can move my body at will?" 

"It seems so." She shrugged. "Want to go check the first floor? I'm curious." 

"Curious? Aren't you supposed to know what's what as soon as your body repairs?" 
The situation was becoming odder by the second. 

"Normally yes, but nothing is normal now. 1 think that us merging is an anomaly of 
sorts, temporarily boosting my strength. 1 have no clue about what's upstairs like 1 
don't know how we fused." 

"1 hope you are right about our condition being only momentary. It would be creepy 
in the long term." Lith shuddered. 

"No need to be shy. I've seen you naked plenty of times." She mocked him. 

"1 know and I'm fine with it. Yet this gives a new whole meaning to the words 
'touching oneself." 

Solus laughed heartily, before realizing the full meaning of his words and blush from 
the embarrassment. 

"1 would never do that!" 

"1 believe in your good will, but you don't remember how having a body feels." 

To prove his point, Lith took out a cream puff out of the dimensional pocket. It was 
still fresh as when he took it from the academy's canteen. 

"Stop after one bite." 

Solus sniffed the pastry, its sweet smell was intoxicating. 

She took a bite and then another, until there was nothing left. 

"Sorry, but it was too good. We ate them in the past, but sharing your senses is like 
the trial version of the real deal." She said apologetically. 
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Lith sighed, climbing the stairs leading to the first floor. 
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CHAPTER 249 
FIRST FLOOR (1) 


While climbing the stairs, Lith didn't know what to think of his current situation. 
Since he and Solus had fused, most of his usual rage and resentment seemed to have 
taken a rain check. 

Solus could perceive his happiness for being reunited with her, which made her even 
happier. Because of the mind fusion, their feelings reinforced one another in a loop. 

Not knowing when it would end, Lith fed Solus all of his favorite foods, letting her 
experience them first hand. The care and the attention she received plus all those 
new tastes sent her on cloud nine. 

"By my maker! Everything is so good! Are you sure 1 can eat so much? You had lunch 
barely an hour ago." She said worried for Lith's stomach. 

"Don't worry, it's nothing we can't cure. We should enjoy this 'pink colored glasses' 
moment until it lasts." 

The first floor was quite peculiar. The furniture was comprised of a few empty 
bookshelves, lots of mirrors, each one of different shapes and sizes, and a globe. It 
was similar to the one he had back on Earth, but this one represented Mogar and it 
was huge, with a radius of over half a meter [2'}. 

Unlike his childhood nightstand lamp, it didn't show the whole world. Only the areas 
where Lith had been and the places he had visited were depicted. 

He focused on the map of the region that was stored inside Soluspedia, recalling the 
names of cities and rivers, but the globe remained blank. 

"So it's not a matter of knowledge." His voice was muffled by all the food Solus was 
stuffing herself with. 

"It only matters where we have been. 1 wonder why. Any idea. Solus?" 
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"None. Hey, there's even the academy. Both of them actually. Even the Lightning 
Griffon academy is marked." The moment she made Lith's finger touch the academy, 
the globe's surface zoomed in, projecting a 3D hologram, precise down to the last 
detail. 

The hologram was colored in shades of red, giving them a mild headache whenever 
they focused on a specific room they had visited during their short trip before 
Headmistress Linnea rejected Lith's application. 

Lith then touched the White Griffon, getting the same result. 

"I'm feeling a pattern here." Lith pondered. "Let's try the mining town." 

The headache persisted. The holograms representing the known areas nearby the 
academy were all as red as detailed. 

"Okay, now let's give the Trawn woods a shot." Lith had never been outside the White 
Griffon's forest, since thanks to the Marchioness he had access to the Mage 
Association's Warp Steps that brought him directly inside the academy. 

He could have chosen the Lightning Griffon's outskirts, from where he departed 
along Count Lark, but he clearly remembered how tightly patrolled was the area. So, 
he picked a closer and much more harmless location. 

This time the hologram was blue and the headache was gone. Lith focused on the 
clearing in the woods where he used to train in the past. When he zoomed to a 
specific location, the hologram disappeared and Lith felt his attention drawn to the 
biggest mirror in the room. 

It had a silver circular frame and it was so big to occupy most of the west wall. The 
surface of the mirror rippled and the image of the room it had reflected until a 
moment ago was replaced by the clearing's spot Lith had been looking for. 

"Could this be...?" Lith pressed his hand against the image, but nothing happened. He 
could feel the cold glass surface under his fingers. 

"Maybe we should send mana into it." Solus snapped Lith's fingers, channeling the 
energy from the mana geyser through the tower and into the mirror. The mana 
quickly rotated along the frame's edges, making it emits an orange glow. 
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The glass then turned into a silvery liquid that was drained by the frame, yet the 
image in front of Lith's eyes didn't change. He was now able to hear the familiar 
noises of the woods' wildlife, to feel the chilly breeze blow on his face. 

"A personal long distance Warp Steps!" Lith was amazed as much as confused. 

He tried several locations he knew, even some very close to Derios, the capital of the 
Marquisate. They were hundreds of kilometers afar, yet they managed to open them 
effortlessly, without using a drop of their own mana. 

"There are only two problems." Solus pointed out. 

"One, we can only pick deserted places. If someone looks through the Warp Steps, 
they could see inside the tower and that would get us into trouble. Two, how the 
heck do we come back? If the tower stays here, either we split or this thing is 
useless." 

Lith nodded, letting his arm across the dimensional Gate. An unpleasant sensation 
spread through his body. Both Lith and Solus felt their minds drifting apart, their 
connection became weaker and weaker, until he pulled his arm back into the tower. 

"Guess our condition really is temporary. Probably we'll revert back to normal as 
soon as we get outside the tower." 

They were still recovering from the surprise when the walls shook violently, cracking 
in multiple spots. The tremors were strong enough to make Lith almost lose his 
balance. 

"What the heck was that?" 

"Well, this room shouldn't exist in the first place." Solus ate a chocolate sprinkled 
biscuit. 

"If for any reason our fusion gets broken, it's likely everything will collapse on our 
heads. See?" She pointed at the cracks that were disappearing as quickly as they had 
formed. 

"Okay, so the globe represents all the places we can Warp to. The headache probably 
means that a place is unavailable, at least at our current level. 1 prefer not to try 
forcing our way through the academies' arrays. 
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"Not only do we risk getting detected, but we could also spend so much mana to get 
split. Let's check the rest of the stuff first." 

"Yeah, too bad we don't get to understand how we are supposed to return here." 

The second biggest mirror in the room had a gold rectangular frame. It reflected an 
image that left them both flabbergasted. 

Lith had now a second pair of eyes, right above his eyebrows, and was shrouded in a 
golden aura. 

"My aura has always been black and red. 1 suppose it's yours, then." Lith shrugged. 
Solus winked at their reflection, making both left eyes close. 

"Definitely mine. The question is: what the heck is this for." Lith injected the mirror 
with mana, the edges of which started to emit a blue glow. Instead of spinning, this 
time the mana seeped into the mirror until it emitted a humming sound. 

"Okay, let's try visualizing stuff again." Lith thought about the White Griffon academy, 
getting a splitting headache in return. Then it was Derios' turn, but the result was the 
same. 

"Lutia, then?" The mirror turned black for a second before showing him the village's 
square. Lith discovered that he could move his perspective at will, watching and 
listening like he was actually there in person. 

He could move to any place he had been at least once in the past. By looking through 
a window, he could also enter inside the houses of the villagers. Their talks had no 
significance to him, so he kept experimenting with the limits of his scrying device. 

"This thing sucks!" Lith stamped his foot on the ground. 

"1 can't even see the whole village. The range's too short." 

"For now, at least." Solus tried to console him, but she didn't believe her own words 
either. 
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CHAPTER 250 
FIRST FLOOR (2) 


'Visiting this room is already a sneak peek. Who knows when we'll actually get it? If 
this is all it can do, then it's pretty terrible.' She thought. 

"Agreed." Lith replied. 

"Mind fusion, remember?" He added in response to her surprise. 

Solus felt stupid for a second, then she had a crazy idea that made Lith's skin crawl. 
He focused on a small pebble in the middle of the street, using spirit magic to move 
it. Lith could perceive the tendrils of his mana moving through the air, wrapping 
around the stone. 

Moving it was as hard as it was an elephant. Lith tried a series of chore magic spells 
too before giving up. Fire blackened only a spot the size of a pinhead, water couldn't 
freeze it even with the weather being already cold and earth magic didn't manage to 
crack it. 

"It's useless. Yes, we can use magic even from this distance, but the effects are 
negligible. Unless..." 

Lith focused on the area surrounding the tower and the image in the mirror changed 
accordingly. He could see and hear everything in 25 meters [82 feet} radius, like 
every single stone that composed Solus's body was his eyes and ears. 

He could even use Life Vision and Solus's mana sense at will, allowing him to spot all 
the animals and magical beasts in the vicinity. When he used chore water magic on a 
dried up tree, it had the same effect of a tier one spell. 

"1 stand corrected. It doesn't suck at all. 1 can use it not only to scout everything 
within its area of effect, but 1 can also cast spells while being empowered by the 
tower and the mana geyser. This is a tremendous improvement to our defensive 
capabilities." Lith was overjoyed by the discovery. 
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"I wonder which one of these mirrors controls the arrays." Solus pondered. 

"What arrays?" 

"1 am bound to have several arrays at my disposal, both for protection and attack. 
Remember what Jirni said? If every noble household has wards to protect against 
Warp Steps, 1 don't think my maker was so dumb to overlook the dangers of 
dimensional magic." 

Lith was about to move towards a mirror with a square frame, when his vision 
cracked, as if he was watching through a kaleidoscope. The room seemed to be 
spinning around, disorienting him and making Lith lose his balance. 

"What the heck is happening?" Suddenly the world wasn't so pink anymore. He 
didn't feel happy or relaxed, just angry. 

"1 guess our time has ran out." Solus calmly bit one last pastry while the tower 
rumbled ominously. The tremors increased while the room was shrinking in size. 
Countless cracks appeared on the walls. 

Like living snakes they spread up to the ceiling, making dust and debris fall on their 
head. 

Lith's mind was too messed up to use dimensional magic for escaping. He couldn't 
see or focus properly with Solus's mind getting in and out of his own like it was a 
revolving door. 

He could only stumble towards the stairs, but everything happened too fast even for 
his enhanced body. Huge sections of the ceiling came crashing down, forcing Lith to 
roll forward to avoid being squashed to death. 

A giant piece of stone fell on the stairs, blocking his way. 

"F*ck me sideways!" He yelled while the whole room came down. 

The rubble weighted more than a ton, but instead of turning him into toothpaste, it 
simply pushed him down through the floor. The rock beneath his feet became 
immaterial for a second, letting him fall down to the ground level unharmed. 

He hadn't the time to use any spell, yet he was slowly descending through the air as 
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he weighed nothing more than a leaf. 


"Why so scared, dummy?" Solus chuckled. 

"The tower is my body and so is every single piece of stone and furniture. 1 would 
never allow any harm to befall my beloved host." She smiled. 

"Holy sh*t! You are smiling!" Lith pointed his finger to the figure that was floating in 
mid air a few centimetres from him. 

It was a humanoid female, entirely made of golden light. It had no facial features, 
aside from her shining eyes, a smiling mouth and a cascade of golden hair enveloping 
her whole body that floated in the air like she was moving underwater. 

"What do you mean?" Her mouth disappeared. Solus had barely the time to look 
down on her own hands when her body imploded on itself returning to be a wisp 
made of light. 

"F*ck!" Solus angrily swore. 

"Can 1 see how did 1 look like through your memories?" 

"1 don't think it's a good idea." Lith shook his head. 

"Pretty please with a cherry on top?" She begged while circling around him. 

"Solus, it's for your own good. You wouldn't like what you see." 

"Please, 1 need to know!" She rammed into Lith's head to emphasize her point. 

"We just reconciled, 1 don't want you to get angry or sad." 

"1 won't, 1 promise." 

"Remember your words, because 1 will." Lith let his memories flow into their mind 
link. 

He had been true to his word. Solus didn't like it. 

"What's this? C cup, maybe more. F*ck the light? Solus is a shorty, barely 1.54 [5'1"} 
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high? Nice legs, sadly ass N/A? Her belly looks kind of flabby?" The images had more 
footnotes than a director's cut. 

"Did you check me out in less than five seconds?" Lith couldn't share a memory 
without everything that came attached to it. 

"Yes. 1 told you it would make you angry. Or sad. Or both." 

"That's why you made me promise!" 

"Guilty as charged." Lith nodded with a smirk. 

"Tm the one stuck in a pubescent body for at least another few years and as 1 told 
you before, you have no idea how it feels. 1 already have to keep everything 1 do and 
say in check. 1 have no control over my thoughts." 

Solus accepted his explanation, but was quite pissed off anyway. 

'All this time wondering how I'd look like in a human body and when 1 finally get to 
see it, my precious memory is ruined by those sh*tty remarks. Couldn't he just be 
stunned by my beauty?' 

"So, how do you plan on curing Elina?" 

"It's going to be tricky." Lith sighed, remembering the second reason he had decided 
to solve his conflict with Solus. He needed her help. 

"This isn't just anybody, it's my mother we are talking about. I'm not going to take 
any risks, 1 can't afford using Invigoration during the procedure. 1 need my full focus 
and for you to constantly monitor her vitals. Just like we did to remove the undead's 
poisoning, if 1 slip up, you must prevent things from escalating." 

"Don't worry, we can do it. We'll get Elina pregnant in a jiffy!" She declared proudly, 
making Lith emit a retching sound. 

"Gross!" 

"Oh, come on! You know what 1 mean. We just need to get inside her and do our job." 
"Please, stop!" Lith begged her. "This is even worse." 
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"Fine, I'll shut up." She mind pouted. 

'I don't know if the prolonged isolation made me socially awkward or it's just that 
fusing myself with Lith infected me with his dirty mind.' 

While pondering about her poor choice of words, Solus found herself resting on his 
lap. Lith was planning ahead the procedure while caressing the wisp as it was a 
puppy. 

Before she could realize it. Solus fell asleep for the first time in over eight years. 
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CHAPTER 251 
PREPARATIONS (1) 


Lith didn't have the heart to wake Solus. She had never slept before and he had no 
idea if it had been made possible by her improved wisp form or because of their 
temporary fusion. In the past, even when she accompanied him in his dreams, Solus 
was wide awake. 

She was able to follow him only thanks to their mind link and would get no rest from 
the experience. 

After an hour, Lith had finished planning the procedure to cure his mother and even 
devised contingency measures for everything that could go wrong he was capable of 
foreseeing, yet Solus was still sound asleep. 

After shielding her with the Hush spell, silencing the area around the wisp, he called 
Professor Vastor. Over the last year, Lith had exchanged contact runes with all the 
Professors he had a good relationship with. 

"Lith, my boy. Glad to finally hear from you." Vastor said with a jovial voice while 
twirling his mustaches. 

"1 was a little offended when you left without even saying goodbye, but now 1 
understand why you did it." 

"You do?" Lith had no idea what Vastor was talking about. He was inwardly cursing 
at himself for committing such blatant discourtesy. Between Solus and his foul mood, 
he had been too sick of the academy to stick around even a second longer. 

"Yeah, thank the gods you left so quickly. When the rankings got out, everything went 
south. The whole top three in the Light department is something that hasn't 
happened in years. 

"A commoner, a noble and an old noble at that. It sounds almost like the beginning of 
a joke. Too bad so many people can't see past the end of their noses. In less than an 
hour, we have been swamped in complaint calls and letters. Most of them are 
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currently warming my old bones." 


Vaster showed him a fireplace fueled by still closed envelopes. 

"1 expected to find you upset, maybe even outraged. 1 see you are pretty calm despite 
Linjos's trickery. He should have told us. It would have spared us a lot of troubles." 

"What do you mean? What trickery?" Lith's surprise appeared genuine. 

"Son, remind me never to play cards against you." Vastor laughed. 

"You know, even if we aren't allowed to share the students' grades, we Professors do 
something called 'talk' about our most promising student. When 1 heard about you 
placing third, 1 asked Wanemyre why she gave you such a bad grade, right before she 
asked me the very same question. 

"Bottom line, we know what happened and we understand why it was necessary. If a 
third place triggered such a mess, 1 can't think what would have happened if it was 
the second or the first." Vastor sighed. 

"Wanemyre sure didn't take it well. When the Warden specialization Professor 
started boasting of their first place, she almost roasted him alive. That woman really 
has a soft spot for you. It makes one wonder if the rumors about you two are true." 

Vastor said it as a joke, but Lith could sense it was actually a serious question. 

"1 wish." He replied honestly, it was the best way to avoid ruining both their 
reputations and tainting his achievements with false allegations. 

"Don't be so impatient. 1 get older women are charming, but time only moves 
forward." For a moment Vastor seemed to be really tired. 

"Soon you'll be old enough to court all the Wanemyre in the world. After that, you'll 
be so old they will pay you no attention unless marriage is at stake. If only there was 
a way to live forever young. Enough with my whining, to what do 1 owe the pleasure 
of this call?" 

"1 was thinking about healing cut tendons, regenerate missing fingers. Little things, 
just to make a quick buck." Lith explained. 
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"I have no idea how much I should ask for it." He wasn't worried about asking too 
much, but to be underselling his services. As an intern at the academy, he always did 
what he was asked to, without thinking about the fares. 

Vaster pondered for a bit before answering. 

"Skin, tendons and maybe a tooth or two are manageable for a single mage, but 1 
wouldn't call even a finger a little thing. Without a mage providing the treatment and 
another the life force at the same time it's a risky procedure. 

Anyway, there is no law against being young and reckless. If you were already 
graduated. I'd say ten silver coins to split between two mages is a fair price. Since 
you are still a student, one is more than enough. 

"After you kill your first patient, feel free to call me or Marth at any time if you need 
to talk." 

Since Solus kept sleeping, Lith used that time to call Wanemyre and Marth to make 
up for his blunder. They were happy to hear from him and wished him a good winter 
break. 

When he could finally go back home, it was almost dinner time, but he was forced to 
skip it due to all the food Solus had shoved down his throat while they were fused. 

The next morning, Lith woke up in his bedroom perfectly rested. No matter how 
effective Invigoration was, he wanted to be at his peak condition for the procedure. 
Solus could act as a life support system in case something went wrong, but 
everything else weighed on his shoulders. 

'1 really don't want another sibling, but 1 realize how lonely my parents must feel 
having gone from living with five kids to just one. Once Tista and 1 leave, maybe 1 
should buy them a house somewhere so they do not feel so isolated from the rest of 
the world.' 

Lith opened the window of his room, letting the chilly morning air in. The sun had 
still to rise and during the night had snowed a little. He warmed up the house and 
the floors with fire magic before leaving for the bakery. 

Even after a good night's sleep, Lith was still full. The thought of going to the village's 
bakery was enough to make him sick. 
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Yet Elina had expressed so much joy at the idea of eating fresh white bread that he 
couldn't deny her that small luxury. 

'No matter how much she trusts me, mom is bound to be scared. Even if I'm not 
going to cut her open as a surgeon would, she is aware of the risks any procedure, 
even the simplest one, implies.' Lith thought. 

'A positive mindset can help me during the operation and make her recovery faster. 
Also, I'm curious to see how that b*stard will welcome me now that he needs me.' 

Vexal Cornerstone, Brina's father was one of those that almost died at Lith's hand for 
not defending Tista from Garith's harassment. Ever since then, he lived in fear of Lith 
coming to finish what he had started, to the point of closing the shop whenever Vexal 
saw him. 

Lith grinned while opening a Warp Steps from his front door to outside the bakery. 
He could have gone right inside, but he preferred giving the people of Lutia the 
illusion Warp Steps had limits. 

Otherwise as soon as they lost something, they would blame him. 
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CHAPTER 252 
PREPARATIONS (2) 


Sure, there was nothing they could do to him or his family but it would still hurt his 
reputation. Based on what Professor Vastor told him, many nobles were probably 
out for his blood. 

He couldn't afford to risk for the rumors to turn into mass hysteria, giving those old 
farts a pretext to doubt his integrity, or even worse get him expelled. The fifth year 
was the last one he had to pretend to be a normal mage. After that, he could just 
reveal to be a "genius" magician, just like the Magi of the past. 

'I'm really sorry about yesterday. 1 knew 1 shouldn't have eaten so much.' Solus said. 

'Don't worry about it. A little fasting has never killed anyone. How was sleeping?' 

'Incredible.' She replied. 'All of my stress and worries feel so distant now. It's like 
being born anew. 1 even dreamed a little, 1 think. Too bad 1 can't remember anything.' 

Lith nodded while crossing the dimensional corridor to his destination, a few 
kilometers away. When the shop's door opened, the little bell above it chimed, 
alerting Vexal of a potential customer. 

"Welcom..." The baker almost choked on his words when he recognized Lith. He was 
dressed like a farmer, with a simple brown shirt and pants, but looked nothing like 
one. His clothes were pristine, without one spot on mud and so were his shoes. 

Vexal looked through the window, noticing that the snow outside was still 
immaculate. 

"I'd like five loaves of bread and twenty pastries, thanks." 

Vexal had prepared a speech, hoping to make him feel guilty for his lack of sympathy 
towards someone less fortunate than him. Brina was the same age as Tista after all, 
and they both suffered from their condition. 
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How could he be so insensitive despite knowing the pain she was going through? 


Yet he was unable to speak. Lith exuded a cold aura that sent a shiver down Vexal's 
spine despite the heat coming from the oven in the backroom. There was something 
wrong with him. He managed to move over the squeaky old floor without making a 
noise. 

'Why the heck does he say nothing?' Lith was surprised by Vexal's meek attitude. 
Usually he doesn't hide his hostility. 

'Opps! Sorry, Tm out of practice.' Solus explained. 

'1 forgot about having to cut down the killing intent you emit naturally. Since your 
last two breakthroughs, you always mix a bit of darkness magic with your usual glare 
whenever you are angry. 

Mages don't notice it because their mana flow protects them from it, but normal 
humans are weaker.' 

Once Solus took action, Vexal discovered to have held his breath until that moment. 
Lith didn't look like a ferocious beast anymore, he was back being an annoying prick. 

"Can 1 get my food? 1 don't have all day." Lith snorted. 

Vexal inwardly cursed at himself, handing over the bread and the pastries as 
efficiently as he could. 

"It's on the house." 

With a single wave of the hand, Lith made the goods on the counter disappear in the 
pocket dimension, replacing them with the money at the same time. 

"1 owe you nothing and 1 like things as they are." Lith sneered at him. 

"You should have thought about it when 1 was starving, not now that 1 have enough 
money to have a bakery of my own. Keep your fake kindness for yourself, or I'll shove 
your bulls*it right where it came from. Who knows, you may even like it." 

"Lith? Is that you?" Brina's voice came out of the backroom, soon followed by the 
sound of quick steps that announced her arrival. 
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"Hi, Brina. Have you considered my offer?" Lith's voice was calm, but lacked any 
warmth. He was neither hostile nor friendly towards her. 

Brina was carrying a basket of bread with her right arm, always covered by a long 
glove, while her face and left arm were dusted with flour. She wore a net over her air 
and was smiling a lot. 

"Yes, of course. How much is it?" 

"One silver coin for the whole skin. Five silver coins for each finger." 

The idea of losing sixteen silver coins at once made Vexal's heart skip a beat. 

"That's it?" Brina sighed in relief, making her father inwardly curse at her. 

'Ask for a discount, you damn woman! If you flaunt our money, he will find an excuse 
to raise the price even more!' 

"When you can start?" 

Lith had actually asked much more than Professor Vastor suggested, to leave some 
space for negotiations. The outcome was a pleasant surprise. 

'1 could ask for more, but it's better to shear a sheep rather than butchering it.' Lith 
thought. 

"Not today, 1 already have another client scheduled. Is tomorrow fine with you?" 

"Yes." She nodded, incapable of hiding her surprise. "How did they find you so fast?" 

"Word travels fast. Plus I'm that good." Lith gave her a thumbs up. 

"1 need you to be perfectly rested, so take it easy today. Also, the procedure will take 
a toll on you. Before we start, eat as much as you can. You'll need energy. Remember 
I'm a healer, not a miracle worker." 

Lith walked out the door, disappearing from sight before it closed behind him. Vexal 
and Brina looked out of the window almost at the same time. The snow on the porch 
was still immaculate. 
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"Dad, do you think the blacksmith is right? Is he really a god?" 


"Zekell Proudhammer is just like my chamber pot, full of sh*t." Vexal wanted to spit 
out of disgust just by hearing that name, but managed to stop in time. 

He hated the blacksmith's guts. Ever since Rena had become part of his household, 
Tista would always treat them first and for free while Vexal had to stand in line like 
an idiot. 

During the city assemblies, Zekell would always have his way, getting to pay fewer 
taxes compared to others simply by casually mention Lith or his daughter in law. To 
make things worse, the blacksmith always flaunted the enchanted tools he bought 
from Lith, saying they were all presents. 

Unbeknownst to Vexal, it was a lie. Lith only gave presents to Rena while Zekell 
exchanged with him precious metals to get what he wanted. 

Before going back home, Lith went to Rena's house. Giving her some sweets, a few 
potions and checking on her and the baby, just to be safe. 
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CHAPTER 253 
LEARNING (1) 


After going back home, Lith finished preparing breakfast for everyone and used 
Invigoration to recover the energy spent by using the Warp Steps. 

The procedure took place in his parents' bedroom as soon as they finished eating. 
Lith had Solus take the form of a small disc that he placed over his mother's belly. 

"What is that thing?" Elina asked. 

"It's a focus. It will help me direct and control the magical energies." He lied in 
response. Solus's core was weak and her mana capacity small, but she was able to 
use Invigoration as well. 

Her role was to check Elina's condition, using her own mana to fix any mistake Lith 
could make or at least buy enough time for him to stabilize his mother. 

He also needed Tista's presence, to use her as a blueprint. First, he blocked Elina's 
abdomen pain receptors, then he destroyed the scar tissue causing infertility while 
reshaping the organ to make it resemble Tista's healthy one. 

It was the first time he attempted something like that, so it took Lith several hours to 
complete the procedure. When he finished, he was exhausted. 

'Damn, ever since 1 burned part of my life force, 1 get tired faster than usual and my 
stamina has yet to completely recover. 

'Using Invigoration on two people at once for imaging was more difficult than 1 
thought, then 1 had to cut away the scar tissue one layer at the time to not cause too 
much damage. 

'1 also had to prevent her from losing too much blood or going into shock. Unlike 
when 1 cured Tista, 1 couldn't immediately replace the destroyed tissue with a 
healthy one, since it was the excess tissue causing mom's infertility. 
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I can only hope that everything is fine now.' 

"Is it over?" Elina asked with watery eyes. Despite Lith's precautions, she had 
experienced a burning sensation in her abdomen the whole time. The blood loss had 
made her dizzy from time to time, stopping only when Lith infused her with part of 
his life force. 

"Yes." he used a clean towel to wipe the sweat from his face. 

"Can I get up now? I really need to stretch my legs a bit." 

"Not a chance." 

Lith forced Elina to rest while he sat near her, checking her condition from time to 
time. Regrowing organs inside the human body was something he had practiced at 
the academy, but altering their shape by switching between darkness and light magic 
was another thing entirely. 

He realized how big was the edge true magic gave him compared to normal healers. 
Unlike them, Lith was able to split a procedure into different steps instead of being 
forced to complete it in one go. 

It had given him the time to share part of his life force with his mother when 
necessary and to lessen the strain on her body by taking a break from time to time. 
He also used those pauses to recover his strength with Invigoration. 

The procedure had turned out to be much harder than predicted. 

Using Invigoration on two people at the same time while exerting surgical precision 
magic was taxing for both the mind and the body. There were so many things to 
check at all times that he was sure he would have failed if not for true magic coupled 
with Solus's help. 

She had checked Elina's physical condition at all times, allowing Lith to focus only on 
the procedure, and as a life force IV replacing most of the blood lost by herself. Only 
when she couldn't keep up due to her low mana capacity. Solus had asked for Lith's 
help. 

Solus remained with Elina all night long, making sure that everything was all right. 
Only after twenty-four hours had passed without complications Lith could finally 
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breathe a sigh of relief. 


Only then Lith went to Brina's house, removing the scar from the whole arm and 
making the two fingers she had left perfectly functional. The only downside of the 
treatment was that the new skin was pale as milk, but Brina didn't care one bit. 

"How do you feel?" Lith checked her with Invigoration. Since the procedure was only 
on the external skin, he had not shared with her any life force, hoping it wouldn't be 
necessary. 

"1 feel good. Can 1 show it to my mother now?" 

"Feeling okay doesn't mean being okay. Stand up slowly." 

Brina did as asked, but she felt so dizzy she needed to sit again. 

"1 guess you were right. Gods, suddenly 1 feel so weak and hungry." 

'It seems 1 almost pushed her physique too far. Vastor is right, a single healer can't 
restore fingers without endangering the life of the patient.' 

He decided to split the treatment in three different days, one for each finger. It made 
everything easier for both of them and allowed him to better study the regeneration 
process without witnesses that could notice the anomaly his magic was. 

While at the academy he had to use true magic like it was fake, now he could finally 
use it as he saw fit. After Brina, several other villagers came to him for help and 
every single patient provided Lith with invaluable knowledge. 

After a few days, Tista entered Lith's room while he was using Accumulation to 
further refine his mana core. 

"Say what you want, lil brother, but after seeing what you did for mom and Brina, 1 
don't think that being a healer is just a job. It's something that brings hope and joy to 
other people. That's why 1 want your help. I'd really like enrolling in the academy." 

Lith was sitting on the floor cross legged, her words merely caused him to raise an 
eyebrow. 

"Once again, that's incredibly naive of you. 1 can't wait for you to meet Professor 


traitorAIZEN 364 I 565 



Manohar. If he can't change your mind, then no one can." He sighed. 

"Let me be honest, right now you have no chance of getting admitted. You are old for 
the fourth year, your mastery of the elements is sloppy, and you have no sponsor." At 
those words, Tista's smile disappeared. 

"Use next year to practice magic until it becomes second nature to you. Then, if I 
manage to graduate, I can pull some strings and make everything easier for you." 

Tista rushed to hug him when Lith stopped her by raising his hand. She suddenly 
had no control over her body anymore. Tista was pinned against the wall with her 
feet dangling a few centimeters from the floor. 

"Tista, you are a pretty girl and the world is a harsh place. This could happen every 
time you walk alone in a corridor. Show me that you can take care of yourself." 

At first, she thought it was just a bad joke, but when Lith refused to let her go, she 
discovered she couldn't even call for help. Whenever she opened her mouth, no voice 
came out of it. 

"It's just chore magic. You can do it." Lith's words helped her to regain her cool, yet it 
took her a while to break the spell. 

"Why did you do that?" 

Lith replied by telling her about all that had happened to him from his first day at the 
academy. About the hazing attempts, the mean words from the students and 
professors and even how Phloria had almost got r*ped. 
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CHAPTER 254 
LEARNING (2) 


"Despite Linjos's best intentions, the academy is still a 'survival of the fittest' 
environment. If you go in there with a weak mentality, you will not last even a 
month. Chore magic is your sword and shield against humans, since it's quick and 
effective. Practice it until you get as good as 1 am." 

Lith had expected for Tista to be shocked and to need some time before making her 
decision. He was only half right. She immediately asked Lith's guidance, to the point 
of requesting homework to improve her control over the elements. 

After a month passed, her magic foundations had improved by leaps and bounds. 
Because of the harsh weather, she could spend most of time indoor practicing. Lith's 
training course focused more on finesse and surgical precision rather than use magic 
for bashing stuff. 

It allowed them to safely perform sparring sessions inside the house by fighting for 
the control of the color of candles, changing the temperature of a glass of water, or 
use earth magic to juggle with an increasing number of pebbles. 

When the weather was good, Lith's family would use Warp Steps to visit their 
neighbors or the village. Elina was the only one with a communicator amulet, so she 
could always call Lith to have them Warped back home anytime they wanted. 

Lith used those days to go back in the forest and conduct experiments with 
Forgemastering. It had taken a while, but the package from Linjos had finally arrived. 
After learning of his ranking, Lith had spent almost all his points immediately. 

He had purchased a Skinwalker armor and several magic crystals of different purity. 
The Skinwalker armor was similar to his uniform, but better in every way. The 
elemental and physical protections were stronger. Also, by injecting mana into it, 

Lith could boost its self-repair speed. 

The armor's best trait was its adaptability. It could shapeshift into different forms, 
the only requirement was for Lith to provide the enchantment a sample of the 
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clothing he wanted it to reproduce. 


Thanks to the Skinwalker armor, Lith now had a whole wardrobe of enchanted 
clothes. They would all offer him a great degree of protection and he wouldn't 
remain naked for a second like it happened when he switched between clothes via 
the dimensional pocket. 

Lith stored inside the gemstone his farmer clothes, the hunting suit, the academy's 
uniform and the expensive noble clothes that Lark had bought him. 

"Now this is the only suit I'll ever need!" 

Lith had chosen the Skinwalker armor not only because it greatly improved his 
defensive abilities, but also because it made possible to easily blend in with any 
crowd and provided him a sample of magic crystal imbued clothes. 

He had now an enchanted item he could study with Invigoration, which properties 
he could attempt to replicate and improve by using true magic. 

Lith had spent the rest of his points to buy mana crystals. There were too many 
unanswered questions about them. He was eager to perform experiments with the 
mana blade away from prying eyes. 

Realizing a mana blade like the one he used during the Magic Crystal class had been 
an easy feat. It was just a handle made of solid silver enchanted to have mana 
pathways but no pseudo core. 

The only issue was the price. Lith had to pay for both the material and the 
craftsmanship since he was no blacksmith. Lith managed to cut his losses by 
exchanging his forgemastering works with Zekell's. 

The blacksmith was eager to acquire dimensional rings to safely store his possession 
and enchanted tools to make his life easier, just like Lith was eager to get his hands 
on free materials. 

Thanks to his experiments, Lith discovered that if instead of cutting along a magic 
crystal's lines he used the mana blade on the cracks that Invigoration revealed, he 
could recharge the low quality ones or increase their purity by one tier by providing 
them enough mana. 
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The crystals' cracks were capable of absorbing and store his mana, but only up to a 
degree. As soon as the crystal couldn't contain more energy, the cracks disappeared. 
All the attempts of further refining the gemstones ended up in failure. 

'It seems that the cracks are the spots from which the crystal was still absorbing the 
surrounding world energy when it was mined. It means that it had yet room to 
develop further and that's exactly what happens when 1 inject mana into it. 

'1 wonder if the so called crystal scraps are actually what 1 need to refine better 
quality gemstones. If they work like my mana core, the mana crystals need to grow 
up to a certain size before shrinking to compress and boost their energy and then 
they need to grow again, repeating the process. 

'If Tm right, it means that high quality crystals require not only an abundant mana 
source, but also a lot of time to properly develop. Since my core took years to turn 
from red to cyan and its max size is that of marble, 1 can't imagine how many 
decades it takes for a mana crystal as big as those 1 saw down in the mine to form. 

'Unless 1 find a way to artificially grow them at a faster rate, buying and charging low 
quality crystals is the best 1 can do. Refining them would take too much time, my 
mana core takes precedence since 1 can't buy a better one with money.' 

Soon only one month of winter was left and Lith's birthday was closing in. The 
prolonged rest made Lith recover most of his strength, while teaching Tista turned 
out to be a great way for him to further improve his foundations about magic. 

Everything he taught her about chore magic also applied to true magic. Tista asked 
him a lot of questions about silent magic and multicasting, some so peculiar that he 
had never thought about such niche cases. 

Unlike him that was used to think big since he was little, trying to improve the effects 
or the range of his spells, Tista thought small by following his teachings, focusing 
more on micromanaging the mana. 

To answer her, Lith had to revise and deepen his understanding of the flow of mana. 
After many trials, experimenting together with her, Lith was able to improve the way 
he waved spells and to further simplify multicasting. 

The only times Tista had the opportunity to put into practice her new skills was 
when Nana had to leave the village either for personal reasons or because of house 
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calls. Lith would spend those days locked up in the tower, trying to incorporate 
magic crystals into his creations. 

Lith's aim was to reproduce an Earth's house facilities, providing his family with 
running water, lighting, and most importantly, a real bathroom. 

After getting used to the academy's lifestyle, not having a bathtub and being forced 
to use a chamber pot again was quite traumatic for him. His elemental stones could 
provide the first two, but to make them last until his return, he had to mass produce 
them. 

Elemental stones were just a poor imitation of magic crystals that he had invented 
before even knowing the crystals existed. They could store a single spell, needing to 
be recharged after every use. 

Even the weakest red magic crystal held much more mana than dozens of elemental 
stones. Also, it could be turned on and off like a switch, making it last much longer. 
For any other young mage, using red mana crystals would be too expensive. 

Low quality crystals didn't recharge by themselves, and once they ran out of power 
they had to be changed. Lith could simply pretend to replace them with new ones, 
since he was able to power them up at will. 

Even with the experience gained developing the elemental stones on his own and 
having studied the academy's tools for a whole year, the task turned out to be harder 
than he expected. 

At first, he used only the lowest quality stones. Lith expected them to be lost or even 
worse, to explode. Lith had no idea how to link a pseudo core to a crystal since it was 
a subject of the fifth year, which he had yet to begin. 

He used the Skinwalker armor as a template, searching for a way to reproduce its 
schematics using true magic only. After over two months Lith had yet to find a way to 
make the process safe. 

There were only two weeks left before his birthday when he received a call from 
Marchioness Distar. 
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CHAPTER 255 
CROSSROADS (1) 


"Your Ladyship, to what do I owe the pleasure of this call?" Lith gave her a bow. Not 
only Mirim Distar was his sponsor at the White Griffon academy, but she was also his 
most powerful backer. 

"First of all, congratulations are in order. The ranking you achieved brings great 
prestige to both our households and puts a muzzle on all those who wanted to 
prosecute me for strong arming Linjos into accepting your application." 

"I'm sorry to have caused you so many troubles." Lith bowed again, aware of the 
meaning other words. The Marchioness was a busy woman, she would never call 
him to exchange niceties. 

Hers was a business call and she was reminding Lith about how much he owed her 
before asking him for a favor. 

"Don't be." She dismissed his apologies with a wave other hand, surprising Lith quite 
a bit. 

"Politics work like that. If you cannot attack someone's actions, then you attack their 
reputation. Remember this well, once you have made some powerful enemies, they 
will criticize you no matter what you do. 

It's something you must get used to, if you ever decide to join the political arena." 

"Thanks for your concern, but it's not my intention. 1 plan to devote my life to magic 
and magical research. Wealth and status are just a mean to an end to me. 1 think the 
Marquisate is in good, capable hands already." 

Lith chose his words carefully. The Marchioness' game was still unclear to him, so he 
decided to make it clear that he had no desire to become one other competitors. 
Once he became a mage, Lith would receive a last name and a noble title. 

Yet unless he also accepted the role and responsibilities that ruling his lands implied. 
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he wouldn't become a true noble. His title would simply be nominal, giving him 
status and authority over the lesser nobles, but no wealth or annuities. 


Many Professors of the academy had chosen that kind of life, serving their country 
with their magic rather than as feudal lords. 

"Thanks for your kind words." The Marchioness nodded her head in approval. 

"Now let's get down to business. The reason 1 called you is to inform you about the 
progress we made with the sealed box and the coded message you delivered to me. 
Sadly, despite countless hours of studies, my Forgemasters were unable to open it. It 
detonated leaving behind little clues. If only we had more than one, things could have 
been different." She sighed. 

"The contents we managed to salvage matched your hypothesis. It contained a lot of 
alchemical tools that could have been used to synthesize and transport the toxin. It 
also carried enchanted items, but the explosion destroyed them leaving nothing we 
could identify." 

'Damn! 1 know that already.' Lith thought. 'If only 1 had a decent excuse to provide 
her some of those useless trinkets 1 found, 1 could understand the bigger picture. Too 
bad there was no way to explain my stockpile of boxes.' 

"On the bright side, we have finally managed to decipher the message." The 
Marchioness continued. 

"It contained a series of instructions and names. The instructions explain the timing 
and dosage of the toxin, so at this point is irrelevant information. The names are 
quite interesting, though. They belong both to members of the academy staff and the 
students. 

"We know from the royal constables' investigation that only a part of the academy 
staff listed was involved in the poisoning scheme. The others were simply 
approached and found ill-suited for recruiting because of their loyalty to the 
Kingdom or simply due to their cowardly nature. 

"The problem is that we cannot interrogate students as we did for the staff. Accusing 
young heirs of noble households of treason would mean to implicate the whole 
bloodline. Those are more intricated than a spiderweb. 
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"One wrong move without hard evidence could escalate things, especially if the kids 
are actually innocent. Just being publicly suspected of high treason would mean for 
the households to lose their reputation, upsetting the balance of power in the Court. 

"As 1 told you earlier, in the political arena it's not enough to be guiltless, you must 
also appear guiltless. The slightest suspicion can make you persona non grata in the 
right circles, not to mention your business relationship with the other nobles or the 
Crown. 

"It can turn a family on the rise into one in decline. The Crown can't allow itself to 
lose even a single ally, that's why 1 have thought of an unorthodox method to 
continue the investigation..." 




Deirus Household. After the closing of the academy. 

Yurial Deirus was having the hardest time of his life, to the point that he often 
remembered Balkor's attack with nostalgia. At least back then he had friends and 
enemies. A safe zone and a danger zone. Everything was perfectly black and white. 

Now his whole world was in shades of grey so similar between them that the only 
way to distinguish sh*t from chocolate was by the smell. His parents and his future 
in-laws paraded him almost daily during social events and parties, forcing Yurial to 
always keep his uniform and the golden pin on. 

The situation caused him a huge amount of stress, since he was forced to spend a lot 
of time with Libea, his future wife, while pretending he enjoyed her company. The 
more Yurial knew her, the more he found himself contemplating Lith's suggestion 
about how easy it would be to arrange for her to an 'accidental fall' from a window. 

Also, every time someone complimented him for his achievement, Yurial prayed to 
the gods to make him disappear or put him out of his misery, whatever they found 
more convenient. 

Linjos's trickery with the rankings was like a poisoned knife in his heart. With each 
present and congratulation he received for his undeserved position, his condition got 
worse. 

In two months, he had barely the time to touch a single spellbook. Yurial felt like an 
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exotic beast, no one was interested in what he thought or had to say, only in the 
griffon shaped golden pin. 

To avoid another relapse in his addiction to tranquilizers. Archmage Deirus, his 
father, had assigned him a personal assistant whose only task was to make sure 
Yurial would remain clean. 

Yurial's father had chosen for him a stunning young woman, so to not ever leave him 
alone, even at night. Yet her well paid care and attention only contributed to making 
Yurial feel like a puppet. 

'Neither my father nor Libea's family trust me. If this is how I'm going to live my life 
after 1 graduate, then I'd rather fail. 1 have no say in what 1 do, where 1 go, not even 
about who 1 spend my nights with. What good is to be a powerful mage if Tm only a 
spectator in my own life?' 

The only silver lining in his current predicament was that the Ernas family attended 
to most of the events he was forced to took part in, allowing him to spend some time 
with his friends. 

He and Lith called each other from time to time with the communication amulet. 
Every time Lith told him about his slow life in the countryside, Yurial couldn't help 
but wish their roles were reversed. 

In his eyes, Lith's life was perfect, with a loving family, no responsibilities and a 
bright future ahead, while his own resembled more an elaborate form of torture with 
each passing day. 
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CHAPTER 256 
CROSSROADS (2) 


Ernas Household. After the closing of the academy. 

Phloria Ernas was having the time of her life. Her ranking was high enough to earn 
her father's admiration and to prevent her mother from nagging at her. She could 
spend her days as she pleased, riding, hunting, practicing her sword or magic. 

The only sour note was that she wasn't allowed to leave the estate. Winter was the 
time of the year when the Ernas, her father's household, and the Myrok, her 
mother's, would meet to spend some quality time and reinforce their bond. 

Since she attended the academy, it was her only opportunity to see her cousins and 
grandparents. There was no bad blood between the families and although Phloria 
found her mother's bloodline to be quite creepy, she loved them nonetheless. 

She was aware that while the Ernas embodied the shield protecting the royal family 
in broad daylight, the Myrok were the poisoned blade that was tasked of taking care 
of the enemies of the Kingdom from the shadows, under the facade of being 
harmless second rate nobles. 

Jirni's side of the family was very interested in Friya and Quylla. Since the girls had 
no blood relationship with the Ernas, the Myrok hoped to have them marry into their 
household to add their magical talent to their assets and hopefully to their bloodline 
too. 

Between her relatives and the parties she was forced to attend to, she never had the 
time to visit Lith, only hearing from him with the amulet. 

"Whoever said 'away from the eyes, away from the heart' was a jacka*s, right Lucky?" 
Phloria said throwing a chicken leg to the big mastiff, that barked enthusiastically. 

As long as she fed him roasted chicken. Lucky agreed with everything she said. 

"1 miss so much our walks, our talks, the cuddling and everything else. 1 can't invite 
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him here, or my grandparents would eat him alive, nor can 1 go to Lutia. 


They have no Warp Steps and 1 have never been there. Going back and forth would 
take too much time, dammit." A chicken wing earned her another woof of 
compassion. 

Quylla and Friya were faring much worse than their adoptive sister. During the last 
two months, Quylla had been unable to practice magic even once. Jirni gave Quylla 
her undivided attention, trying to cram in a single winter the education the other 
girls had received since birth. 

Quylla had to learn the proper etiquette during conversation and the meals. How to 
ride a horse, play at least one instrument, and learn everything about the Kingdom's 
history and current political affairs. 

Her talent for magic couldn't help her in any of the above, while her shy character 
made everything more difficult. Day after day, Quylla was forced to talk with people 
she didn't know and do things she didn't care about. 

Friya had a lot of free time, instead. She used it to learn about her new family, 
spending more time with Orion and Jirni. Compared to her biological mother, Jirni 
was a much better kind of monster, giving her ample freedom about how to manage 
her life. 

Orion was the father she had always wished for, so she soon came to realize that 
being adopted by the Ernas couple was the best thing that had ever happened to her. 
Friya spent her days helping Quylla revise the various subjects daily assigned to her 
and training together with Phloria. 

Outside the academy, the two had still a shallow relationship, but it was slowly 
improving. Friya had long feared for Phloria to push her around abusing her status of 
the true daughter, yet the only thing she ever did was nag her about how bossy Jirni 
was and how fat Lucky was getting. 

There were only two downsides to her current situation. The first, just like for Yurial, 
was being paraded as the second best student of the White Griffon at every occasion. 
The second one was closely related to the first: the bad rumors that came with her 
achievement. 

Being a former member of the Solivar family was a stigma she was unable to wash 
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away. Both the old and new magical bloodlines resented Friya, spreading the vilest 
accusations about her. 


During each party, as soon as Friya turned her back, she could hear whispers about 
her sleeping with the Professors, blackmailing them, or cheating her way to success. 
There was nothing she could do about those rumors. 

The thought that despite her presence was hurting the Ernas' reputation, her new 
parents treated her as one of her own, only made her wish that she could cut away 
those filthy tongues and shove them up their as*es. 




Distar Household. Two weeks after the call. 

That evening, one of the most important events of the season was taking place in the 
Marchioness' house. Her Marquisate was flourishing quickly, since it now ruled over 
the region hosting two of the only four remaining great academies. 

The Earth and Crystal Griffon academies were closed. No one knew when or if they 
would ever reopen. Archmage Deirus had been awarded for his services with the 
lands hosting the Black Griffon, giving him control over the remaining two. 

They now shared an enormous power above all the other noble households. Some 
said too much power. 

All the four remaining academies depended on the two households for funding and 
supplies, giving them a voice in the matter of who to admit or about the changes in 
the academies' system. 

The Crown had received countless petitions about taking at least one academy away 
from each of them, yet none had received a response. Officially, the Crown was still 
considering both sides' claims. Off the record, they had already dismissed them all. 

The Crown had no interest to strip two of its most loyal subjects of a prize they had 
worked hard to achieve just to indulge households with a shady past and an even 
more shady present. The names at the bottoms of most petitions were the same on 
the Marchioness' list. 

It wasn't enough to accuse them of treason but more than enough to not listen to a 
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word they said. 


That night Marchioness Distar had gathered the most influential people of the region 
to celebrate the rankers in the top twenty of the White and Lightning Griffon 
academies, allowing to students and their parents to mingle together. 

Yurial and his fiancee, Libea, were having another 'happy' evening together. 

"You know, when our parents arranged our marriage, 1 couldn't help but see you 
Deirus like tricksters hungry for the Fintyr household wealth. 1 would have never 
expected for a commoner's bloodline to become so successful. 1 admit 1 was wrong 
about you." 

Libea said as soon they got rid of Duke Cailon. 

"1 was wrong about you too." Yurial replied with the same plastered smile like hers. 

"1 always saw you Fintyr as thirsty beggars in desperate need to get a bit of magic in 
their bloodline. 1 knew all along that your family has given birth to more dragons 
than mages in the past." He added viciously. 

"1 hoped we could at least keep things civil between us, but as 1 said, 1 was wrong." 
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CHAPTER 257 
GALA (1) 


"Quite an attitude for someone that almost got outshined by a filthy traitor and a 
dirty poor commoner." Libea clicked her tongue in disgust. 

"The traitor and the commoner, as you call them, are a thousand times better than 
you. 1 wish my friend Lith was here. He is great at dealing with monsters, something 
1 am still lacking at." 

Libea was about to reply in kind when suddenly the whole room turned dark and 
empty. She turned around just in time to see a shadowy figure with eyes blazing with 
blue mana closing in to her. 

"My dear Yurial, 1 always told you to go big whenever you make a wish. Otherwise if 
one of them comes true it's more a pity than a relieve." 

"He's right behind you, of course." Yurial said with a smirk. 

"You have quite an attitude for someone that ranked... My bad, 1 forgot you have no 
rank. It's just that my mind refuses the idea that someone without an iota of magical 
power could be so arrogant." 

Normally, Lith would have ignored Libea's slander. Back at the academy, he heard 
much cruder words on a daily basis, yet he paid them no heed. Lith just had three 
months of peace and his renewed bond with Solus made him calmer than ever. 

The reason behind his unnatural behavior was the precise instructions Marchioness 
Distar had given him. 

'It's been a while since 1 taught a lesson to an arrogant prick. This is going to be fun!' 
He thought. 

"It's better for you to watch your tongue, young miss. One day, even a dirty poor 
commoner could reach a status higher than yours. Without your noble title, you are 
nothing more than a spoiled parlor dog. 
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"You should be aware that dumb creatures that keep barking at the wrong tree are... 
accident prone." 

Lith kept his distance, pointing his finger at her while he talked. It was an act 
incredibly rude towards someone of a higher social class. In any other circumstance, 
Libea would have lashed out at Lith for his unacceptable behavior. 

She wanted to, but was unable to speak. Something prevented her from even moving 
her eyes away from Lith's index finger. To her it was like a sword pointed at her 
throat, exuding a chilling aura that was prickling at her skin like countless needles of 
ice. 

With every step that Lith took forward, Libea's stomach twisted into one knot after 
the other. Suddenly she just wanted to hide behind Yurial, but he was nowhere to be 
seen. The whole world had disappeared, leaving her alone with a crazed beast. 

Contrary to Libea's perception, Yurial was right beside her, the room was perfectly 
lighted, and Mogar kept spinning on its axis uncaring like always. 

'1 don't know why Lith is acting so touchy and honestly, 1 don't care.' Yurial thought. 
'Her being forced to shut up for once it's liberating.' 

Being used to Lith's aura and having an innate powerful mana flow, Yurial was 
unable to perceive the pressure Lith was exerting, so he was further surprised by 
Libea's meek attitude. 

At least until he realized she wasn't meek at all. His fiancee was simply unable to 
breathe. 

Yurial recognized the all too familiar symptoms of mind aggression from a magical 
aura. Libea's forehead was beady with sweat, her face was turning from pale white to 
cyanotic blue from the lack of oxygen. 

"Okay, that's enough." Yurial grabbed Lith's hand, interposing himself between the 
two to break the eye contact. Libea was now able to breathe again. She found herself 
back in the Marchioness's dining hall, the people around them were watching at the 
scene with an amused expression. 

Realizing what had happened, she felt humiliated like it had never happened her 
whole life. The Fintyr family had never given birth to a single mage, but they were 
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one of the most ancient noble households of the Griffon Kingdom. 


Even Archmages treated them with respect, as long as the Fintyr did the same, of 
course. Libea wanted to yell and call for her personal guards, to teach the country 
bumpkin a lesson. 

What she did was going to the closest bathroom, moving forward with furious but 
short strides, instead. The sudden scare had almost made Libea lose control other 
bowels, she had only so much time before shaming herself for life. 

Also, making a scene in front of so many guests would only make her look like a fool. 
The only thing she could accuse Lith of was being rude. He had not cast a single spell 
nor left a single scratch on her. 

As soon as she left, Lith returned Yurial's grab, making it a handshake. 

"If that's the woman you are going to spend the life with, there's no amount of 
alcohol that will make her presence bearable. You need to set boundaries, or she'll 
drive you insane. That or you can kill her." 

Lith's wolfish smile made Yurial understand he wasn't joking at all. 

"1 wish things were that simple." Yurial sighed. 

"Killing Libea would only force me to marry one other sisters and undergo a 
thorough investigation. Believe it or not, she's the less annoying of the bunch. Since 
you already know Lady Ernas, you can imagine what does it mean having a royal 
constable on your tail. 

"No, 1 only have three roads ahead of me. Accepting my fate, emancipating myself 
from the Deirus household after the fifth year, or convince my father to cancel the 
wedding. Emancipation would mean squandering everything 1 have done so far and 
probably dooming the Deirus household. 

"Without an heir, if something happens to my father, our bloodline is over. Yet, 
cancelling the wedding is even more unlikely. It would mean making us lose a lot of 
face, our prestige would be destroyed. 

"Between that and antagonizing the Fintyr, it would put an end to all our plans for 
improvement for at least ten years. As you can see. I'm basically doomed." 
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A long, awkward moment of silence followed before Yurial decided to move on a less 
depressing subject. 


"The dinner jacket looks good on you." Unlike Yurial, Lith wasn't wearing his uniform 
but the new world equivalent of a black tuxedo. The white shirt was apparently 
made of silk, while the pants and jacket were made of a wool similar to Earth's 
vicuna. 

What Lith was actually wearing was his Skinwalker armor. He had stored the real 
suit in the blue gemstone embedded at the base of the neck, allowing the enchanted 
item to mimic it to perfection. The white griffon pin was shining on the pocket above 
his heart. 

"Aren't you sick of that uniform at this point? Also, you seem to have lost weight 
since the last time we met." 

"Yes to both. But what can 1 do about it?" Yurial shrugged. 

"Since the rankings came out, my family was awarded with the lands that host the 
Black Griffon academy. It means a lot more authority and prestige, but also a lot 
more responsibilities. 

"Because of that, my father is forced to spend most his days granting audiences to 
our new retainers, to sort out those to keep from those to replace. I'm helping him, of 
course. Being the heir, he is showing me the ropes while at the same time 
introducing me to my future subjects." 
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CHAPTER 258 
GALA (2) 


"Why are you so stressed, then? Isn't this your life long dream? Libea excluded, 
obviously." Lith could understand her being a pain in the a*s but not like that. Yurial 
seemed to be well fed and rested, yet had lost at least five kilos. 

"Because besides being paraded like an exotic animal 24/7 to affirm our new status 
in front of the Crown and our neighbors, which is already quite stressing, there have 
been five attempts on my life, already. Do you see that woman?" 

Yurial tilted his head towards a gorgeous redhead. She was wearing an emerald 
dress that emphasized her fair white skin and green eyes. The red scarf on her neck 
matched her hair, partially covering her shoulders and arms that the dress left 
exposed. 

"Do you mean that Battle Mage?" Lith replied while his eyes indulged on her neckline 
a second longer than it was polite. 

"Yeah. She is my new personal assistant/mistress/bodyguard. I can't go anywhere 
without her following me around." 

"Lucky bastard." Lith's voice had a tinge of envy. 

"Wow, that's new from you." Yurial was surprised. He had always considered Lith 
made of stone, or at least the next best thing. 

"By the way, how do you know she is a Battle Mage?" 

"Ever since my earlier little stunt, she hasn't taken her eyes off me. Hence, she knows 
what happened, but it's not afraid of me, just wary. That makes her a mage. She bears 
no sword, has too many muscles to be a civilian but too little to be just a hired 
muscle. If she was a Mage Knight, she would stick closer to you. 

The only explanation left is for her being a Battle Mage." Lith explained his Holmes¬ 
like reasoning with a smug expression. 
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'You really are shameless.' Solus made a mental retching sound. 


'You didn't notice anything outside her three sizes, while 1 understood she is a mage 
from her bright blue mana core and her specialization from the enchanted items she 
wears. They come straight out of Wanemyre's catalogue. Yurial's dad spares no 
expenses.' 

'Well, you know how they say. Hindsight is correct 100% of the times. Also, it's not 
like 1 can tell him about your existence. Since 1 need a cover story, 1 can as well use it 
to appear as a keen observer.' 

"Brilliant deduction." Yurial nodded in approval. 

"You are lucky none of the girls was here. Otherwise Phloria would never let you 
hear the end of it, if she learns about your previous remark." 

"The Ernas are here too? 1 heard they didn't have the time to attend." 

"They are fashionably late, as usual." Yurial shrugged. 

"From what my father said to me, the Marchioness insisted for their presence. Just 
like she did for yours, 1 guess. 1 didn't expect to see you at all. You know, being the 
party full of stuck up nobles while your parents are..." 

Yurial didn't complete the sentence, but there was no need to. 

"Indeed she did. 1 came here with Count Lark as my chaperon." Lith pointed at the 
jovial noble talking with other mages, losing his monocle from time to time due to 
the excitement. Lark didn't care about hanging with influential nobles as much as 
sharing his passion about magic. 

"Speak of the phoenix and there is the smoke. Friya, nice to see you." Friya gave them 
a small curtsy to which they replied with a bow. She was wearing a gold 
embroidered cream colored evening dress that covered her up to the shoulder. 

Her hair was arranged into an elaborate updo, with several tresses knot together 
that left her neck exposed, emphasizing the leaves shaped parure composed of 
golden necklace and earrings with black diamonds that complimented her dark eyes 
and hair. 
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She also wore evening gloves, giving her outfit a maiden look, being the one that left 
the most to imagination compared to the other noble dames. 

"Nice to see you guys too. Thank the gods you didn't get any taller." She said with a 
smug expression while looking Lith in the eyes thanks to the high heels. 

"1 am still taller than you and I've got plenty of time to grow." He shrugged. "Nice 
dress. It looks lovely on you." 

"Thanks, but 1 actually don't like it." She snorted. "1 was just tired of men 
complimenting at my breasts for their rank at the academy while other girls called 
me a sl*t behind my back. At first, 1 tried to ignore them, but after a while they really 
got under my skin." 

"Seriously? Again with those rumors?" Lith raised an eyebrow in disbelief. 

"Yeah. Beware that you got it even worse than me. Some say that you slept with both 
the male and female Professors, others that you are the Marchioness' boy toy. Some 
even that you are the forbidden love child between her and Linjos." 

Lith laughed heartily at the thought. 

"Let them talk, 1 don't care. Where are the others?" 

"Do you mean Phloria?" She winked at him. "Don't worry, she is eager to see you too. 
We just split up to search for you guys more quickly." 

Their chatter was interrupted when they saw Marchioness Distar coming towards 
them, followed by three youths. The four ladies all wore magnificent evening 
dresses, embroidered with small gemstones complimenting either their eyes, hair, or 
skin. 

"Ladies, allow me to introduce to you our guests of honour from the White Griffon 
academy. They are Yurial Deirus, Friya Ernas, and Lith of Lutia." Each one of them 
politely greeted the newcomers as soon the Marchioness called their name. 

"These three girls are the top rankers from the Lightning Griffon. Lusa Erjar, Kyla 
Dornar, and Vala Rothar." The girls gave them a small curtsy, having a hard time 
hiding their surprise. 
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Usually, the first ranker was also the one awarded with the academy's crown jewel, 
the colored griffon pin. Lusa Erjar wore them both side by side, the golden griffon 
and the topaz griffon pins. 

That was also the reason why Yurial was the only one forced to wear his uniform, 
otherwise he would be forced to specify countless times which academy he was 
from. 

The second anomaly was the trio composition. On Mogar women were naturally 
more talented for magic, to the point that even inside the academies the 
males/females ratio was four to six. 

For both the pin awarded rankers to be men was something rarer than finding a 
unicorn on the doorstep. The three girls from the Lightning Griffon had prepared 
some nasty remarks for their opponents, but suddenly they were at a loss for words. 

The Marchioness didn't seem intentioned to leave the six of them. To make things 
worse, Yurial was way more handsome than they had pictured him, making hard for 
them being mean to him. Lith was a good head taller than the Lightning Griffon's 
golden trio and was looking at them with the same cold gaze an undertaker would 
use while preparing the boxes for his latest clients. 

Friya would have been the easiest mark, if not for the considerable amount of killing 
intent she was emitting. The muscles on her arms had been finely chiseled by daily 
training, while her soft smile was warning them that Friya had no problem breaking 
a jaw or two by "accident". 
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CHAPTER 259 
FRIENDLY CHALLENGE (1) 


"You are the rising stars of your respective academies and the reason why I 
organized this gala. Your achievements bring great prestige to the Distar marquisate, 
so I'm going to personally introduce you to my guests. You should use this 
opportunity to distinguish yourself and show your value to the Kingdom." 

The Marchioness took a few steps back, throwing a short but meaningful look at Lith. 
She turned around, rubbing her throat and activating a first magic air spell. 

"May I have your attention, please?" Her magically enhanced voice resounded 
through the ball room, making all the heads turn and conversations stop. 

"Tonight, we have assembled to celebrate the new year. To remember all the 
hardships we have endured. Two academies are temporarily lost. Balkor has once 
again put the Griffon Kingdom on its knees. Yet we survived. Our future may seem 
grim, but our present is worthy of celebration. 

"I'll introduce to you, one by one, the brightest minds of this generation. I'd like to 
ask them to show us a little bit of their talent, so that they can demonstrate the 
progress they have made during the past year and make this evening more 
enjoyable. 

"There are a lot of rumors about the rankings being unfair." Marchioness Distar 
looked at all the six youths, but indulged on Friya for a second longer than the 
others. 

"Magic, however, doesn't allow one to bluff. Either you can do something, or you 
can't. There is no faking talent. What is required from you is to perform at your best 
by using only first magic. 

For security reasons, tier one magic and above are sealed by the mansion's 
protective arrays and so are all the magical items that are not defensive in nature." 

Lith was surprised by the announcement. He hadn't encountered such a powerful 
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formation since during the plague, when he was under the effects of the Small World 
artifact. 


Solus activated her mana sense, scouting their surroundings. 

'There are a lot of arrays around us, but no Small World.' She thought. 

'This is not something 1 would have expected from a medium importance noble like 
the Marchioness. 1 thought only the royals had access to magical formations this 
strong. Let's see how they fare against true magic.' 

Lith silently waved a tier one spell in his mind, connecting his mana with the world 
energy surrounding him. The idea was to perform something simple and 
unnoticeable, raising the temperature of the room by a few degrees. 

Everything went fine until he mixed the mana with the fire element. As soon as the 
energy started to build, the arrays around him activated. They weren't actually 
capable of preventing him from casting a spell, only to disrupt the execution by 
causing fluctuations in the mana in the room. 

'That's why the security is so lax. Intruders and guests are both stripped of all their 
powers. 

'The arrays can definitely stop a fake mage, but not a true one. 1 could continue if 1 
wanted. 1 only need to adapt my flow according to the fluctuations, something that a 
fake mage's fixed pattern is incapable of doing. What about our dimensional pocket?' 

Lith was reassured by his findings. He had walked into the arrays without even 
noticing them. He had gravely underestimated a noble household's resources. 

'1 think we can open it but it's going to take some time and effort. In our case, rather 
than block our magic, these arrays make casting any spell much harder and mana 
expensive.' Solus replied. 

Lith mind nodded to her words, checking if both spirit magic and fusion magic still 
worked. Everything went without a hitch. No matter how much energy he conjured, 
the arrays remained inactive. 

"Let's start from the first rankers." The Marchioness continued. 
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"Yurial Deirus, the white hand, from the White Griffon academy." 


"Yurial the what now?" Lith whispered in Friya's ear. 

"It's his custom title. High rankers often receive one or more nicknames from their 
Professors in the fields they are more talented in." She explained. 

"I never heard anyone calling him like that, though." 

"And probably you never will. He probably wouldn't have one if not for Linjos's you 
know what." Her voice was barely audible, even with his heightened senses. 

Lith was able to notice Yurial being embarrassed by the pompous title and the 
deafening applause that followed. 

'Poor Yurial.' Solus's voice was full of compassion. 'Not only he gets constantly 
reminded of his fake achievement, but he also got the short end of the stick by going 
first. Hope he doesn't get stage fright.' 

'Right now he has only two choices. Either to keep drowning himself in self-pity or 
do his best to turn the lie into truth. I hope he'll choose the second one.' Lith replied. 

Before their telepathic talk could finish, Yurial was already moving. 

Stage fright was something he had overcome years ago. As the heir of the Deirus' 
household, Yurial had followed his father to all the most important social events ever 
since he was little, often opening his speeches in the role of valet. 

After being paraded around the whole Kingdom for the last two months, bragging 
was second nature to him. Yurial slowly spun around, waving his hands in the air 
while collecting small wisps of fire from every candle that met his eyes. 

The ballroom was mostly lighted with magical crystals, but there would always be 
other sources of light at a banquet, to give the room warmth. No matter how brilliant 
it was, magic generated light had something cold about it, especially to non mages. 

The wisps danced around Yurial forming an ethereal river, until he widened his arms 
making them spread around. The wisps rose a few meters above the guests' heads, 
taking advantage of the high ceiling. 
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Then, each wisp grew to the size of a football, assuming the shape of a griffon that 
shrieked its challenge to its fiery companions. Each wisp-griffon was of a different 
color, ranging from red to green. 

Handling so many griffons with only first magic put a cap on the temperatures the 
conjured flames could reach. The whole room gasped in amazement while the 
pseudo creatures charged at each other like they were fighting to the death. 

Then, Yurial made them fly out from an open window, sending them as high as he 
could before he lost control. When it happened, they exploded forming multi-colored 
fireworks. His performance caused a spontaneous applause that continued until the 
Marchioness announced the next student. 

"Lusa Erjar, the Mistress of the Storm." The Lightning Griffon first ranker was in quite 
a pinch. She had not prepared anything, the show wasn't planned. Lusa didn't want 
to be outshined, but fire was the flashiest element and it had already been used. 

So, she resorted to water magic, collecting a few drops from the drinks of those 
presents to form a multi colored sphere of liquid that created multiple rainbows 
across the room before turning it into an ice dragon that flew out of the window 
before exploding into a huge rainbow. 

The crowd applauded, but after Yurial's performance Lusa's was lackluster. 

"Friya Ernas, the master of space." 

When her name was called, Friya went to the center stage. She used light and 
darkness magic to recreate the celestial sphere, giving to those present the illusion 
the ceiling had disappeared. 
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CHAPTER 260 
FRIENDLY CHALLENGE (2) 


Whole constellations moved at unison like each second was an hour, until a fake sun 
appeared on the horizon making the right return in the room. 

The spectators congratulated her with a thunderous applause. 

"Kyla Dornar, the battle goddess." 

Lith was already bored when he felt someone tugging at his arm. He turned around 
to discover it was Phloria. He was about to whisper a greeting, but she was faster. 

"Kiss me like you miss me." Aside from Friya that was standing right next to them, 
everyone was so caught in the performance that no one noticed the deep, passionate 
kiss she gave him. 

Lith had the impression she had just sucked the air out of his lungs and maybe even 
tasted his tonsil. 

Phloria only let him go when the applause marking the end of the performance 
resounded. Lith could finally take a proper look at her. She wore a silk-satin red 
evening dress and white evening gloves, emphasizing her olive colored skin due to 
the prolonged exposure to the sun. 

It was skin tight, with a neckline that somehow exerted a push-up effect. Her hair 
had grown even longer, allowing Phloria to braid them into tresses that were 
knotted, twisted, and tied back in an intricate headpiece, complete with pearls and 
fabrics. 

' Walking like a man, hitting like a hammer.' Lith couldn't avoid remembering an old 
Earth's song. 

'Well, she definitely got the look.' Solus giggled. 

Before they could exchange a single word, Lith got called to the center stage. 
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"Lith of Lutia, the eye of god and maker of wonders." The whole room gasped in 
surprise, Lith included. No one else had received two titles and him being the third 
ranker made it even more amazing. 

Not even most second rankers would receive a title. 

'It seems that Vastor wasn't kidding when he said that the light and forgemastering 
department were quite pissed off at Linjos for the rankings. Usually 1 wouldn't like so 
much attention, but tonight it's different.' He thought with a smirk. 

"Thanks for your kind introduction, dear Marchioness. 1 hope you all realize that at 
this point, there isn't much 1 can do without boring you with a rerun of what my 
peers already did. So, to spice things up Tm going to try something different, but 1 
need an assistant." 

He turned around the room pretending to be searching for the right person. 

"You." He pointed his finger at Phloria. 

"Would you do me the honor of accompanying me in this feat?" Lith extended his 
hand to her. Phloria was dazed for a second, embarrassed by all the eyes on her, 
before stepping forward to take Lith's hand. 

"Thanks. Now just follow my lead." Lith walked toward the nearest wall, leaving 
some of the guests confused and most of them disappointed. 

Once they arrived in front of the wall, Lith didn't stop walking, stepping on it. Phloria 
didn't understand what was happening and neither did most of the guests. The 
others were either chocking on their drinks or inwardly cursing at him. 

'Son of a...' The Marchioness was among the latter. 

'1 asked him for a distraction and some ruckus. This is going to turn into a riot if 1 
don't handle it properly.' 

"Do you trust me?" Lith said with a smile, seeing that Phloria was hesitant. In 
response to the question, she immediately stepped forward discovering that her foot 
was now effortlessly stuck to the wall. 

Lith then resumed walking, accompanied by her until they were standing upside 
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down on the ceiling. 


As it was apparent ever since their first vertical step, it wasn't a flight or float spell. 
Otherwise the coats of Lith's suit and Phloria's gown would be falling toward the 
ground, making the situation quite embarrassing, especially for Phloria. 

Her hair, dress, and jewels were perfectly normal, like she was just walking on the 
floor. 

"May we have some music?" At Lith's request, the Marchioness signaled the 
orchestra that started playing a minuet. 

The couple danced the whole song while avoiding the numerous crystal chandeliers, 
returning back in front of the Marchioness when the music ended. Phloria was red 
from the excitement, but the room gave them a cold reception. 

No one applauded, they were just looking at them like they were monsters, even Jirni 
and Orion. 

"I'm sorry you didn't like it, but 1 did." Lith shrugged. Their approval meant nothing 
to him. 

"For your information, that's something 1 like to call..." 

"Gravity magic." Archmage Deirus blurted out, cutting him short. 

"Nailed in one." Lith was surprised by how fast Yurial's dad had understood what 
had happened. After all. Gravity magic was Lith's original creation. 

Or so he thought. 

"That's impossible!" One after the other, the mages present expressed their disbelief 
while the nobles would ask them for an explanation. 

"What's Gravity magic, dad?" Yurial was among them. 

"The seventh kind of magic. Something that's considered an exclusive of the ancient 
noble households." 

"1 never heard anything about it. Not from you nor while being at the academy. Is it 
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some kind of secret art?" Yurial's curiosity was piqued, he never heard about a 
seventh natural element. 

"It's not a secret, otherwise 1 wouldn't know about it." Velan Deirus shook his head. 

"1 never spoke about it because 1 don't practice it. You can find books about it in the 
academies' libraries, but no one will ever teach it to you. It's... complicated." 

As soon as the details about Gravity magic were being disclosed, the murmurs rose 
in intensity and volume, turning into chatting first and yells later. 

"Complicated how?" Yurial asked while Lith and Phloria joined him. They were as 
confused as he was. 

"Gravity magic requires to be able to cast six spells at once and wave them together. 

It also requires a great mastery of the mana control and of the principles behind the 
natural phenomenons. 

"What you saw your friend using is the equivalent of first magic, yet it's already 
beyond the reach of most. Gravity magic is considered to be a legacy of the most 
ancient noble households because they are the only ones that possess the knowledge 
and the magical legacy to teach it." 

"Why did you never learn it? Aren't you an Archmage?" Lith nodded, agreeing with 
Yurial question. He was quite disappointed in learning he had just reinvented the 
wheel. Again. 

Yet this time it seemed to be quite a fancy wheel. 

"Because it's useless. Even tier one gravity spells are too complex. They require such 
fine control over the mana and the hand signs that their difficulty goes beyond that 
of tier five spells. The results do not justify the effort." 

Lith understood Velan's point, but it wasn't an issue for him. Lith never had to 
struggle with magic words or signs, true magic was all a matter of manipulating the 
mana flow according to one's will. 

Gravity magic was indeed difficult, he was just scratching the top of the barrel and it 
required Lith's full focus just to reverse the gravity on two people. Yet moving to 
higher levels of Gravity magic was far from impossible for him. 
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"It's not just a matter of effort, it's a matter of pride!" Archmage Ejar, Lusa's mother 
roared. 

"Gravity magic it's the living proof of all true magical bloodlines!" She looked Velar in 
the eyes, clicking her tongue in disgust. 
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CHAPTER 261 
SECOND MEETING (1) 


"That's why I practice it and I'm teaching it to my daughter." Archmage Ejar echoed 
through the ballroom. 

"Because we, the Ejar are true mages, not two bit pretenders like you. Grassroots 
mages shouldn't even be in the same room as us!" 

A lot of indignant voices cursed at her. Archmage Deirus's eyes shone with a 
menacing emerald light. 

"I dare you to say that again!" Velan snarled, his face only a few centimeters away 
from his peer's. 

'I did my part, that's for sure.' Lith thought with a grin on his face. 

'The Marchioness asked me for some ruckus. I'd say dinner is served, even though 
only Isaac Newton knows why.' 

"What in the gods' name are you grinning for, kid?" Archmage Ejar ignored Velan's 
threat, pointing her finger against the uncaring youth. 

"How did you do it? Who taught you about Gravity magic? Pray that I like your 
answers, otherwise..." 

"Otherwise what?" Lith slapped away the hand in front of his face, making the 
Archmage's eyes almost pop out of their sockets in anger. 

"Tm a student at the White Griffon. First in the light department and an asset to the 
Kingdom. I'm Marchioness Distar's honored guest, attending this gala on request of 
the Crown. What authority do you represent, exactly? Outside your own foolishness, 
of course!" 

"Indeed." Archmage Ejar's face was still in the process of losing its color, realizing the 
amazing number of blunders in a row she had just made when the Marchioness's 
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voice resounded next to her ear. 


"You are in my house, while I represent the Crown and you dare to offend your peers 
and threaten my guests?" 

"No, I..." Ejar stuttered, but luckily for her. Marchioness Distar's question was merely 
rhetorical. 

"Her rudeness is unforgivable, but she made a good point. Where did you learn such 
magic, Lith?" The Marchioness wanted answers too, but she asked them rather than 
making demands. Her tone gentle and polite. 

"1 learned it as a self-taught." He replied with a shrug, making new and ancient 
households gasp in surprise. 

"It's not that hard." Lith couldn't understand the reason behind their disbelief. 

"1 learned how to create pocket dimensions at the Forgemastering lessons and how 
to bend space with dimensional magic. They are just two extreme applications of 
gravity. 1 only had to combine what 1 learned from both subjects and then use it to 
manipulate gravity around objects rather than on the space itself." 

As the Marchioness had predicted earlier, Lith's actions triggered a hornet's nest. 
New households were using him together with Archmage Ejar lack of manners as 
proof that magic was fair, while the ancient households were not. 

All mages deserved respect according to their talent and disposition, not based on 
the family they were born in. 

The ancient households claimed it was a scam, blaming the Marchioness for having 
shared their secrets with a commoner mongrel. Lith decided it was time to get to 
safety. Nobles' quarrels didn't interest him, he only did what he had been paid for. 

"Where do you think you are going?" Lith felt his center of gravity shift, suddenly he 
was on the verge of falling horizontally. Archmage Ejar was using gravity magic to 
pull him back in the middle of the conflict. 

First, he had to crouch, gripping at the floor with one hand to prevent the fall. Then, 
Lith used his own gravity magic to cancel the pull. The opponent had a stronger core, 
but for her first magic was just a hobby, for Lith it was a life's work. 
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"Kneel!" He sent a powerful wave crashing on Ejar's body which tripled her weight in 
a split second. He even added a sprinkle of spirit magic, just to be safe. 

Archmage Ejar fell on her knees. She was forced to use her hands to avoid her 
forehead crashing against the ground. 

"1 warned you! No one disrespects me or my guests in my house!" The Marchioness 
clapped her hands, unleashing the full power of the arrays against the unruly noble. 
Archmage Ejar's body writhed for a second before falling limp on the ground. 

Once focused on a target, the arrays were capable of disrupting even first magic. 

They could also paralyze any threat, living or undead, by binding every fiber of their 
target. 

The brief magical battle made the room turn silent, but only for a second. 

One side of the room called Ejar a hero, the other one a traitor. The quarrel resumed 
without the use of magic, but louder than before. 

Phloria and Yurial helped Lith to stand up, bringing him to safety. 

"That went well." He said with a sarcastic expression. 

"You sure know how to liven up a party." Phloria clicked her tongue at the raging 
crowd behind them. Dancing on the ceiling with Lith, surrounded by the lights like 
they were alone in the world had been truly romantic. 

What followed, not so much. 

"Raising your hand against an Archmage, are you insane?" Yurial was still as pale as a 
ghost. 

"What was 1 supposed to do? Let her beat me up and beg for mercy? She was out of 
her mind. 1 prefer to apologize later rather than be so polite to let someone kill me 
for sport." Lith scoffed at his companion. 

With a short sprint, they reached the safest spot in the room: the one where the 
Ernas and other nobles were spectating at the unfolding events from a safe distance. 
Despite being members of ancient noble households, those gathered there had no 
place in the conflict. 
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They supported the young magical bloodlines' claim for fairness. They chose to stand 
on the fence because in the heat of the moment their allies would lash at them 
mistaking them for the enemy, while their noble peers would brand them as traitors. 

Their intervention would only end up making the two factions gang up on them, so 
they decided to wait for the lord of the house to put an end to that mess. 

"Why is it taking her so long?" While her peers were still discussing Lith's 
performance or Ejar's unspeakable act of aggression towards an honored guest of 
the Crown, Jirni's mind was spinning at top gear. 

"Now that you mention it, it's indeed odd." Orion whispered back. 

"Between the arrays and her personal guards, this mess shouldn't have even started. 
Maybe she doesn't want to raise her hand against other nobles. Violence could 
escalate things politically." 

"Maybe, but she doesn't strike me as a calm guiding hand. Distar had no qualms 
subduing Ejar. What's worse than attacking a noble that's also an Archmage?" Their 
private conversation was interrupted when they saw the youths approaching. 

Mostly because a young woman stepped right in front of them, welcoming the White 
Griffon students with a flawless curtsy. 

"Yours was a striking performance. Mage Lith." She didn't manage to say it with a 
straight face. She giggled cheerfully while hiding her mouth with a hand. 

"You managed to turn a hundreds years old tradition into a tavern fight in less than 
ten minutes. That's completely unprecedented and truly worthy of my savior." 

She was about seventeen years old, with silky blonde hair down looking like a golden 
waterfall that almost reached the floor. 
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CHAPTER 262 
SECOND MEETING (2) 


The young woman wore a white evening dress that left her shoulders and arms 
exposed. It was embroidered with sapphires that emphasized her sky blue eyes. 

She had a lively face and a bright smile. Her demeanor left Lith quite puzzled. 

"Tm sorry, do 1 know you?" The young woman looked somehow familiar, but no 
matter how much he focused, Lith couldn't recognize her. The only thing he knew 
was that she was quite well endowed, her beauty was easily on Friya's level. 

"Did you really forget about me?" She said with a playful gaze. 

"Even though you are the only man that ever saw me naked?" She whispered while 
blushing on cue, hiding her face with a fan made of what looked like golden 
peacock's feathers. 

'She's the Marchioness' daughter. Don't you see the resemblance?' Solus pointed out. 
'Besides, it's true that so far most of the girls on Mogar are on the thin side, but for 
example Tista is much more...' 

'First, gross. Second, Tista isn't a girl, she is my sister. Don't use her as a standard, 
thanks.' Lith cut her short. 

His companions were all taken aback by the girl's last remark. 

'And he had the gall to call me a lucky b*stard!' Yurial inwardly cursed and 
congratulated at his friend at the same time. 

"I'm sorry. Milady. 1 can't remember all of my patients, no matter how pleasing to the 
eye they are. 1 had too many." Lith gave her a small bow, pretending to not know who 
she was. 

Phloria felt reassured by the 'patient' part and threatened by everything else. Lith 
wasn't the kind of man to make false compliments. 
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"How do you know I was your patient then?" She closed her fan, her expression 
inquisitive in a way that Jirni didn't like at all. 

"You called me your savior. I'm no warrior, just a healer." While Lith played Sherlock 
Holmes again, his companions had a hard time repressing a burst of laughter at the 
blatant lie. 

"That and the other part..." He whispered, "made everything clear." 

"Brilliant." She clapped her hands while smiling non stop. 

"A strong character, a bright mind, and an eye that doesn't stop just at a pretty dress. 
These are all traits that 1 appreciate in a man. Also, you are right, we were never 
properly introduced. 

"Tm Brinja Distar, first daughter of Marchioness Mirim Distar and heir to my 
household." Her choice of words was formal, Brinja even accompanied her self¬ 
introduction with a second curtsy, much deeper than the first. 

It was quite uncommon for the host to show so much respect to a guest met for the 
first time. That and her previous words worried Lith as much as they did Phoria and 
Jirni. Being wooed by the daughter of his patron sounded like a massive pain in the 
a*s. 

'Seems my big sister has a rival now.' Friya inwardly smiled. That evening was getting 
more interesting by the second. 

"I'm Lith of Lutia. If next year 1 graduate 1 will still be just a mage." He gave her a 
deep bow while using modest words to belittle himself. 

"Well, for being 'just' a mage you proved to be resourceful and brave. You even stood 
your ground against a self-entitled Archmage. Or was it just recklessness?" She 
replied without backing down from her position. 

"No, it wasn't." Lith shook his head. 

"1 may be someone of humble origins, but 1 didn't spend my time hiding in a cave 
studying magic or fighting non stop like a bloodthirsty beast. 1 learned society's 
rules, got admitted to one of the six great academies, made friends..." He pointed at 
his companions. 
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"and allies." Lith nodded toward the Marchioness. "1 just showed everyone what 1 
accomplished after a single year of proper education. Now it's up to them to choose 
if they want to stand against me or support me. Either way, I'm not easily bullied 
because 1 made myself really hard to replace. 

"No matter how big their ego is or how small minded they are, 1 believe that in times 
of crisis most of them would feel reassured rather than threatened by my presence." 

"See? That's what 1 meant, 'just a mage' Lith." Brinja said with a radiant smile while 
taking his arm between hers, gently pressing it against her breast. 

Lith was flattered, but unfazed by her behavior. 

"Thanks, your Ladyship, but 1 think you missed the part about me being just thirteen 
years old and without any background." Lith tried to step away, he could feel several 
eyes piercing his back. 

"How is that a problem?" She giggled, holding his arm even tighter. 

"In a few years, the age gap will become irrelevant. Whoever I'm going to marry, he 
will join my family and Tm rich enough for three people. 1 may have no magical 
power of my own, but the Distar bloodline gave birth to several powerful mages. 

"1 can't stand those shallow nobles that only care for my wealth nor the arrogant 
mages that see every non magic user as an object. I'm tired of being considered an 
arm candy with annuities from those who aim for my family title. 

"Based on what 1 heard about you and on what you did tonight you are like a breath 
of fresh air. 1 just want to get to know you better." 

Her points were all valid, but Lith had no interest in any kind of relationship. 

'What the heck, first Phloria and now Brinja? Women in the new world are quite 
assertive.' Lith thought. 

'Maybe it's because here magic gives them an edge.' Solus suggested. 'Or maybe it's 
just a cultural thing they have. Unlike Earth's middle ages on Mogar women have the 
same opportunities as men. They can pass their last name and inherit their families' 
fortunes.' 
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Solus had a hard time not mentioning that she also would be assertive, if only she 
had the means to. Despite being brief, her experience with a body, first Lith's and 
then hers, had filled her with hope and confidence. 

At the same time. Solus had become quite impatient. 

'1 wonder how many years will it take for me to get even that body made of light.' She 
inwardly sighed in a corner other mind, glad to have her privacy. 

'Until then, 1 can only cheer for Lith from the sidelines.' 




Distar Household, later that evening. 

After all other guests had safely departed to their homes via the Marchioness' 
private Warp Gate, she could finally sit down in the armchair in her office and relax. 
After the bumpy start, everything had gone as planned. 

She took out a communication amulet, placing it in the middle other desk. Four blue 
magic crystals appeared from the corners of the solid white oak table, opening a 
secure channel with Queen Sylpha. 

"1 hope you bring me good news, Mirim." The Queen's stern face greeted her with a 
nod. 

"Excellent news, your Majesty." The Marchioness gave her a small bow. 
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CHAPTER 263 
NEW ACCOMODATION (1) 


"Please, enough with honorifics and pleasantries. It's already late and it's just the 
two of us, dear friend." 

"As you wish, Sylpha." The two knew each other since their time at the White Griffon 
academy. It was a well kept secret, since Mirim had attended the courses under a 
fake name. She wanted to avoid receiving a special treatment as the daughter of the 
ruler of the land. 

The two of them had both inherited their respective bloodlines' talent for magic and 
that, together with the long years of friendship, had created a bond between them 
almost stronger than blood. 

After achieving the role of Lord Commander of the Queen's corps, Mirim Distar had 
chosen to keep the pretense of being magicless to make her enemies underestimate 
her, making it hard to believe she was more than just a medium importance noble. 

Her only regret was that life seemed to have an odd sense of humor. Her daughter 
was the only member of the family born without any talent for magic. It was 
something that had not happened for generations. 

'It's almost like Brinja is being punished for my deception.' She would think from 
time to time, before shrugging off all that superstitious horsesh*t. Inheriting magic 
was a matter of blood and luck. 

Having mages in the family made it easier for descendants to be more attuned with 
the world energy, but it wasn't an ironclad rule. That was the reason why despite 
having many heirs, sometimes the ancient noble households bore no mages, even for 
decades. 

"So, how was your evening?" Sylpha asked. 

Marchioness Distar told her everything, putting emphasis on Lith revealing the 
ability to use Gravity magic and the discord that followed. 
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"Amazing. That young man has a talent for angering people. The most fearsome 
aspect of his character is that Lith is aware of who and when to provoke. He causes 
almost more troubles than he solves." 

Sylpha laughed when Mirim told her about Lith forcing Archmage Ejar to kneel in 
public. 

"It sure humbled her without causing any physical harm." Mirim nodded. 

"1 managed to turn the following quarrel into a debate, forcing the two parties to find 
common ground. 1 can assure you that most of the guests left on better terms than 
when they arrived." 

"That's the advantage of knowing when and where conflict is about to happen." 
Sylpha grinned. "The more hot-headed people get, the easier is to manipulate their 
reasoning. I'm not concerned by such small stuff, though. 

"Tell me about your plan." 

"As you know, 1 made sure that all those who knew about Linjos's anti Balkor 
protocol learned about the existence of the list and that 1 am about to decipher it. 1 
assumed that whoever is the traitor, would try to learn about it as well. 

So, 1 orchestrated the gala to give them an opportunity to enter my house. The 
celebration of the top rankers was the perfect excuse to request for an invitation. As 1 
expected, many of our enemies took part in the banquet. 

Even with so many people, they couldn't roam free, so 1 asked Mage Lith to cause a 
ruckus. He is notoriously unaligned, no one outside the three of us knows of my 
special relationship with him. No one suspects everything was staged." 

"Good! Does he know about the plan?" Sylpha asked. 

"No. He didn't even ask for an explanation. Only to strengthen the defense of his 
family, more money, and materials for his research. He said, and 1 quote: 'We already 
have a target on our backs, making it bigger changes nothing. As long as you pay me. 
I'll get the job done.'" 

"Cynic and expensive for someone so young." Sylpha raised an eyebrow in disbelief. 
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"If he was some idealist fool, I wouldn't have trusted him. As for the price, if you pay 
peanuts you get monkeys. I consider it an investment. If he sees us as the last line of 
defense in front of his family, he'll never turn into another Balkor." 

"What about the list?" Sylpha was getting impatient. 

"My safe was successfully opened and the list copied." Mirim said with a wide smile. 
"Great! What was written into it?" 

"It wasn't the real list. It was a doctored copy written in the same code, containing 
only the names of our prime suspects. This way, it will appear like one of their 
accomplices has sold them or at least is planning to cut a deal with us. 

Now we only need to wait and see who reacts." 

"Who leaked the information about the list?" Sylpha could almost taste their blood. 

"Balfas. He is Linjos's personal assistant. He was the one that had access to the 
information about the safe." The reports Mirim had provided for the suspects to read 
were all identical except for one detail. The location of the list. 

The spy had revealed their source simply by looking in a specific place rather than 
another. 

"May the gods burn him! I was the one that assigned him to Linjos. How in the Great 
Mother's name did he pass all the background checks until now? Someone in my 
inner circle is involved or, even worse, is an idiot. Either way, some heads are going 
to roll for this." 

The Queen could almost feel the earth crumble beneath her feet. She had hoped the 
culprit was someone from the ancient noble households, to gain leverage against 
them in the recent power struggle. Having been chosen by the Court, Balfas was a 
political knife pointed at her throat instead. 

"That also explains how they achieved capillary control of the kitchen staff, 
poisoning students and Professors exactly at the right moment." 

"Indeed." Mirim touched the blue gemstone on the communication amulet, sharing 
the latest reports with the Queen. 
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"I had constable Ernas checking his finances. Thanks to her cooperating with Velar 
Deirus, we discovered Balfas has been receiving money from a shell company that 
can be linked to the runaway Archmage Lukart." 

"How long it's been going on?" Just hearing Lukart's name gave Sylpha heartburn. 

"Before the academic year even started. The odd thing is that even after Lukart's 
disappearance, the payments haven't stopped." 

"So, the players have changed, but is the game still the same?" The Queen pondered 
out loud. 

"Guess we'll find out soon. I'm not going to have him arrested getting a small fish can 
only get us so far. We'll use him to get to the top of the command chain." 




The rest of the winter passed quietly. After the gala at the Marchioness' manor, Jirni 
allowed Phloria to go to Lith's house, allowing them to spend his birthday together. 
Orion kept his word, gifting Lith the Gatekeeper sword. 

Lith was really happy about it, but there was not enough time left to perform any 
more experiments. He could only keep studying the interactions between the mana 
crystals and the pseudo cores. 

The armor and the weapon had different effects, allowing him to further his 
understanding about how to shape a pseudo core with true magic to give it specific 
properties. Lith and Solus could almost see a pattern, but they needed more data. 

In the blink of an eye, it was already time to go back to the academy for the last year. 
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CHAPTER 264 
NEW ACCOMODATIONS (2) 


Lith spent the last days preparing Tista's homework during his absence and studying 
once again Lochra Silverwing's book "The basics of magic". 

Archmage Deirus's words had inspired him, making Lith suspect that maybe there 
was something he had overlooked for all those years. If Solus was right about Lochra 
being an Awakened Magus of the past, then her book could contain part other legacy 
or at least point him to its location. 

'After all, everything she explains about first magic in her book can also be applied to 
true magic. 1 learned every word of the book, but 1 think 1 failed to comprehend its 
full purpose until now. 

'As Yurial's dad said. Gravity magic is an obscure subject because of its difficulty, but 
the same can be said about Silverwing's Hexagram. What if they are both legacies left 
from past Magi about true magic? 

'Back when 1 first learned how to perform the Hexagram, 1 had no idea arrays 
existed. Now, the more 1 look at it, the more Tm certain it's not just a parlor trick to 
impress the academy's old fogeys. 

'If Tm right, it's not only the first true magic array 1 learned, but it's also part of the 
legacy of one of the most powerful mages in the history of the Griffon Kingdom.' 

Lith's experiments lead him to discover that he could enlarge and empower the 
Hexagram at will. There were two major difficulties in the process, though. 

The first was that the bigger the array grew, the harder it was to keep all the six 
elements in perfect balance. To achieve stability the spell required for each element 
to receive exactly the same amount of mana and for them to have their energies flow 
as one. 

The second was that he had no idea what it was supposed to do. Being a pessimist by 
nature, Lith suspected it could also just be an elaborate prank from a long dead 
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magician. If Lochra was really dead, of course. 


'According to Kalla's words, she may still be alive. So either I find her and ask Lochra 
an explanation or I need to bang my head until I crack open this mystery.' 

At his arrival at the academy, Lith was in for a surprise. The fifth floor of the White 
Griffon academy was almost identical to the fourth one. The only major changes 
were that his new room was in a different position and it was much bigger than the 
previous one. 

It was also equipped with a forgemastering laboratory and a healer's office. Fifth 
years students were fewer in numbers compared to their juniors. In a good year, they 
would be around one hundred and fifty. 

Because of the recent events, between those who died during the attack and the ones 
that had failed due to the anti mana toxin, there were less than one hundred students 
attending the fifth year. 

It left a lot of free space, granting those who had made it much more liberties. 

Each room was customized for their needs so that a Healer could receive patients 
from outside the academy or a Mage Knight practice their swordsmanship. 

Having only one specialization, Phloria's apartment was entirely dedicated to sword 
practice. It had a soundproof room complete with golems as training dummies. 
Thanks to their magical nature, they were made of materials which density was 
identical to the human body. 

They could also be programmed to assume different shapes and sizes, mimicking all 
the creatures that her Mage Knight course would cover. 

The golems were also equipped with a sort of Artificial Intelligence. It allowed them 
to retaliate to the student's attacks by following the most common combat patterns 
of the various creatures the golem replicated. 

The students were allowed to personalize their training dummies' AI to further 
increase the difficulty level. The first thing Phloria did was to input her own style to 
practice against herself and find the flaws in her execution. 

"It's the first time I'm actually happy to have only one specialization." Phloria said 
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while showing Lith her personal training facility. 


"How so?" He noticed that the living space hadn't improved much. Once again, the 
habitations were poorly furnished, there was just enough to live and practice 
properly. Everything else was on the student. 

Aside from the forgemastering lab and the medical practice, Lith's room had only a 
bed, a wardrobe, a work desk, and a few bookshelves as furniture. He would never 
waste money to embellish a place he used only to sleep. 

Especially since he would live there only for a year. 

Phloria, on the other hand, was more carefree. Her room had already a second 
wardrobe full of clothes. Soft carpets covered the whole floor allowing her to walk 
barefoot even during the cold winter mornings. 

It was the only commodity Lith almost envied. 

Almost. 

The Skinwalker armor was capable to reproduce not only clothes, but also shoes. He 
only had to will for it and the armor would reshape itself from the pajamas form to 
the uniform, covering his feet. 

The transition would only last for a split second. The enchanted clothes turned into a 
semi liquid state, running over Lith's body while changing its color and composition 
on a molecular level. 

'It's worth every single point 1 spent on it.' Lith thought every time he used the 
armor's properties. 

Unlike Lith's desk, which was always empty unless he was studying a particularly 
difficult subject, Phloria's was decorated with egg-shaped nacre ornaments on small 
pedestals. They were arranged in a semi circular form. 

She had even a couple on her nightstand. She had never allowed him inside her own 
bedroom, except when the group gathered to study together. Even then, he had never 
seen them before. Clearly, she hid them before their arrival. 

"Because unlike Friya's, my training room allows me to spar with multiple golems at 
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the same time. It's also big enough to accommodate two people. It means Friya and I 
can work out together, or I can simply train you a bit with the sword." She replied. 

"Good idea. The only problem is if we'll have enough time for that." He sighed. 

"Well, last year was different. Now if we finish late, you can always sleep here." 
Phloria swept her hair, blushing a little. 

"What are these things?" Lith changed the topic. It wasn't like Phloria to make such 
an odd and rushed offer. After he had almost died, their relationship had slowed 
down quite a bit. Too many things had happened too fast. His constant mood swings 
had contributed to making things worse. 

"Do you really have never seen a..." Phloria almost chocked on the rest of the phrase. 
The most shocking thing about visiting Lith's house had been noticing how his room 
was as big as one other closets. 

He was always so aloof to luxury that she often forgot about his humble origins. 

"A what?" 

Phloria touched the closest egg. The upper part of the magical item opened, 
projecting a hologram the size of a photograph. It was completed with sounds and 
colors, depicting a younger Orion while he was reading a story to Phloria when she 
was a little girl. 

It was a short clip played in a loop. 
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CHAPTER 265 
NEW START (1) 


"A Rememberer." Another touch from Phloria made the egg close and the hologram 
disappear. Then, Lith watched one showing Phloria playing with Lucky when the 
mastiff was still a puppy, both covered in mud from head to toes. 

Another was about Jirni teaching her the basics of self defense. 

"It's how mages store their precious moments." 

"Why did you never show them to me before?" Lith's doubts were turning into a 
suspicion. 

"Because those are my private moments." Phloria fiddled with her hair while she was 
staring at the ground incapable of looking him in the eye out of embarrassment. 

"1 didn't share them even with my sisters." 

"Okay, let's cut to the chase." Lith closed the Rememberer, resisting the temptation to 
pry further in her life. 

"Are you jealous?" 

"What? Why do you say that?" Phloria's flinching like that was a big tell. 

"Well, whenever you called me after the gala, you seemed nervous. You have always 
liked to keep some boundaries. To go slow and steady. Yet now you are offering me to 
sleep here and sharing all this stuff. Sounds..." 

"Desperate?" She completed the phrase for him. 

"No. 1 was going to say: 'out of character'." 

"Oh." Phloria blushed up to her ears. She wished for the ground to swallow her 
whole, but the carpet remained still. 
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She walked to her bed, sitting on it before answering with a sad voice. 


"Yes, I'm jealous. I don't think I can compete with the Marchioness' daughter." 
Phloria's fears had gone through the roof when Jirni had pressed her to visit him 
during the last days of winter, instead of nagging her about her studies as usual. 

"She's better than me under every aspect. She's very beautiful, moves and speaks like 
a lady. I'm just a clumsy giantess compared to her." Her eyes fell on her chest area, 
closing the speech with an unspoken comparison. 

"Since when it's a challenge?" Lith scoffed. 

"Do you think I have a little book where I assign all the girls I know points or 
something? That I score them according to some standards? How shallow do you 
think I am?" 

"Wait, did you say all the girls? As in there's more?" Phloria was dumbfounded. 

"Of course, there are. Ever since the rankings came out, all the girls of marrying age 
of my village have been parading in front of me every time I left my house. I keep 
getting invitations from small and medium importance nobles of the Lustria county. 

"Most of them I didn't even know they existed. To be honest, I expect to receive the 
same attention from our female schoolmates Yurial did last year, if not even worse. 
Because now he is publicly engaged, while I am just 'an ignorant fool'. 

"I expect them to think of me as a limitless letter of credit. I'm not stupid or arrogant 
enough to believe I've suddenly turned into a beautiful swan. They are all just gold 
diggers." 

Lith sat on the bed beside her. 

"Brinja is not different from them. Even after I saved her life, she never considered 
me nothing more than a brat with a glare. Otherwise, she wouldn't have waited for so 
long before making a move. 

"She probably heard about me from her mother and got curious. You are the only 
person I met since I joined the academy that looked at me as a person, instead of an 
asset. Even before we started dating, you sought my company and advice. 
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"You have shared with me your everyday problems, the quarrels with your mother, 
and even your dreams for the future." Lith swept the hair that was covering Phloria's 
face before starting to caress her cheek. 

"1 wouldn't have ever accepted to go out with you otherwise. Not even if you were 
the most beautiful girl in the world." 

"Are you saying 1 am not?" Phloria had suddenly found her spunk back, hitting him 
with a cushion. 

"Your words, not mine, remember?" 

The mood while they walked toward the fifth year Lecture Hall was completely 
different from before. Phloria hummed the whole time, without forcing herself to be 
clingy or flirty. 

Not even when several girls looked at him like they saw Lith for the first time, 
giggling and trying to strike up a conversation with him managed to ruin her high 
spirits. 

Especially because he dismissed them every time with a growl. Lith had no time to 
waste in pleasantries and hated leeches ever since his time on Earth. He still vividly 
remembered all those that thought him being parentless was "cool", who had 
attempted to make him waste his hard earned money for their own gain. 

The Lecture Hall was identical to the fourth year one, but even with all the students 
attending the first compulsory lesson more than half the seats were empty. 

When the second gong rang. Headmaster Linjos entered the room, closely followed 
by Professor Farg. 

"Welcome back, my dear students." Linjos's face was still long and unattractive, but 
he seemed to have turned into a different man. His gaze was hard as steel, any trace 
of his previous optimistic disposition was gone. 

Despite the Headmaster was just in his late twenties, his chestnut hair had partly 
turned white, complimenting the shades of silver he was gifted with and giving him 
an even colder look. 

There was no joy in his voice as he spoke, only determination mixed with something 
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that Lith recognized as slithering rage. Linjos's expression could only be described as 
feral. Usually the Headmaster's sharp features and aquiline nose contrasted with his 
kind nature, while now they gave him a ferocious appearance. 

"Since lesson time has already started, I'll go straight to the point. The past year has 
been a nightmare, partly because bad things happen and partly because of some of 
the students and their parents." 

A few youths stood up in outrage, but before they could even open their mouth they 
were forced back to sit with a thud, unable to say a word. Linjos had used no spell or 
array. 

He only needed to let out part of his magical aura to overwhelm with his killing 
intent all those who had attempted to interrupt him. The power released by the 
Headmaster was so strong that everyone present who didn't attend a combat 
specialization or wasn't part of Lith's group found themselves shivering in fear. 

"So many troubles could have been avoided if some of you had the decency to leave 
politics outside the castle walls. So many would be still alive if not for blind pride and 
stupid prejudice tainting young minds like poison. 

"Most of the perpetrators have been arrested at this point, others 1 have just 
expelled. This is my academy, after all, 1 don't need to justify myself to you or anyone 
else for that matter. Since 1 believe we still have some snakes in the grass, this 
message is for them. 

The party is over." With a snap of his finger, Linjos made a Guilty Ballot appear in 
front of every student. 

"To use it or not is up to you, but 1 strongly believe it's better to have it and not need 
it rather than to not have it and need it. Now imprint it with your mana." 

A few students stood up again. This time Linjos did nothing to stop them. 


traitorAIZEN 414 I 565 



CHAPTER 266 
NEW START (2) 


"That's ridiculous!" Said a fifteen year old girl with blonde hair. 

"Only weaklings need a Coward's End." When she handed it to Linjos, others 
followed her lead. 

"I'll take the Ballot and your uniform back, young lady." Linjos extended his arm 
grabbing the magical stone. 

"Because defying a direct order from your Headmaster is more than enough to get 
you expelled. I'm sure that, not being a weakling, you'll have no problem finding 
another academy taking you in. You'll only have to wait one year." 

"You can't do..." The girl's voice faded away when Linjos bent down to look her in the 
eye while releasing his killing intent again. 

"1 can and 1 will. Who wants to get expelled can give me the Ballot." No one stepped 
forward. 

"Good, now imprint it." Everyone obeyed without hesitation. 

"Minus five hundred points to all those who disobeyed my order." 

"But..." Another girl managed to stutter despite the Headmaster's imposing 
presence. 

"...we didn't say anything! That was her idea." The thought of losing right off the bat 
more points than acing an exam would provide was enough to make the unruly 
students try to push the blame on their previous leader. 

"You have chosen your leader, hence you'll follow her in defeat as in victory. Minus 
two hundred more points to all of you for further questioning my judgment. The 
class is yours. Professor Farg." 
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Linjos left the class while most of the rebels realized that their magical equipment 
had been forcefully turned off. They wouldn't be able to access to any dimensional 
item until they had gained back enough points. 

The girl and her followers were weeping because of the humiliation they had just 
endured when Farg sent them back to their seats. 

"The Headmaster's speech fits perfectly in today's lesson. 1 am not going to teach you 
about fancy spells or techniques to slay monsters. Today's subject is the life outside 
the comfort of your homes, something that every mage sooner or later needs to face. 

"Some of you come from small villages and know nothing about the outside world." 
Her gaze lingered for a second on Lith and Quylla, sitting in the front desks. Contrary 
to Lith's expectation no one had a good laugh at his expenses. 

Linjos was gone, but the fear still lingered in the Lecture Hall. 

"Others come from noble households and know nothing at all. All of you lack the 
knowledge necessary for surviving in the real world. Money can't fix all of your 
problems. No matter how strong you are or how much influential you consider your 
family to be. 

"A rogue can kill any of you just for your pocket money. If you happen to mess with a 
wandering wizard, they will destroy you before disappearing as fast as they arrived. 
To thrive, society needs order. Order breeds only from the law and the respect that 
all of you need to show for it. 

"The first topic we will talk about it's the difference between the Mage Association 
and the Mercenary Guild. In some other countries they are known as adventurer 
guilds, but we of the Griffon Kingdom like to call things with their proper name. 

"An 'adventurer'..." Farg's voice was filled with disgust, her tongue clicked every time 
she spoke the word adventurer. 

"...it's nothing more than a mercenary that names themselves in a fancy way. 
Mercenaries can be recruited to do almost anything. Kill monsters or magical beasts, 
clean dungeons, retrieve stolen property. They can even act as personal bodyguards 
for whoever can afford their services. 

"The only tasks they can't undertake are those forbidden by law or those that are 
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strictly prerogative of the army or the Mage Association. To accept any kind of job is 
necessary to join a Guild. They vouch for their employees and take full responsibility 
for their faults. 

"That's why a Guild is entitled to receive a fair share of your income. Forget all those 
tales about guilds being nothing more than a board from which the brave pick up 
quests. 

"Their rules are strict since their lives are on the line together with your reputation. 
A Guild that is found guilty of hosting criminals among their ranks gets disbanded, 
its Guildmaster charged with the same crimes their underlings committed. 

"So, if you ever want to join one, expect a full background check and a lot of personal 
questions. Those who fail to answer properly get black listed after the first attempt, 
losing the chance to join any other Guilds as well. 

"The Mage Association has fewer responsibilities towards its members but has even 
more strict rules. The Association is the link between the Kingdom and the 
practitioners of the mystical arts. If you want to get a title, lands, anything from the 
Griffon Kingdom, you need to join the Association first. 

"Having attended an academy makes things easier, but getting accepted is rarely 
automatic, unless you have already provided a service to our Country. Just like the 
Guild, the Association allows you to take on assignments, but you don't get paid with 
money for them. Only with merits. 

"The moment you accept your task, you are representing the Griffon Kingdom and 
the Crown alike. Failure is an option, no one will blame you if you are forced to 
retreat or decide you are not up to the task. Making a mess and giving mages a bad 
name, however is not. 

"The Association is also in charge of persecuting traitorous mages and hunting down 
those who abuse their powers. Killing an outlaw mage is worth much more merits 
than saving a village or capturing bandits. 

"We magic users are the Kingdom's backbone, but also its potential worst enemy. 
That's why rotten apples have to be taken out in a fast and efficient manner. Those 
who specialize in killing their fellow mages are called Spellbreakers and receive the 
highest honors. 
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"Being part of the Association is not a right, is a privilege. Its authority will shield 
you wherever you are, a simple call will provide you backup when in a pinch or make 
whole medium importance noble families disappear in a single night. 

"It's possible to join a Guild and the Association both, but it's something that's 
frowned upon and will cripple your reputation. A mercenary can have as many 
masters they want to. Money can buy their services, if not even their loyalty. 

"A mage in the Association only serves the Crown and themselves. Any more is 
considered a crowd, making them unreliable. It's through your merits that a mage 
can be recognized as a Great Mage, an Archmage, or even a Magus. 

Those are not just empty titles. They define the depth of your loyalty to the Kingdom 
and how much your Country values you for it. Spending merits will never affect your 
status, only your actions will. 

"Merits are more valuable than money for a mage, since they can be exchanged for 
noble titles and the annuities that come with the role, for access to the Vaults of 
Knowledge, that hold the most prized magical legacies of the Griffon Kingdom. 

"During the Code of Practice course, you will not have to study the rules and 
regulations of the Kingdom or the Association. You will live them, in the roles of civil 
servants and probatory members of the Mage Association. Prepare to get your hands 
dirty. 


traitorAIZEN 418 I 565 



CHAPTER 267 
CODEX (1) 


Professor Farg then explained how students would spend some time outside the 
academy walls, similarly to what Lith had already done during the fourth year for his 
Healer specialization. 

The main difference was that they wouldn't be employed only according to their 
specialization. The students would cover all the possible aspects of a mage's daily 
activities, acting as guards, firemen, healers, or simply helping the Association to 
deal with the paperwork. 

"The dirtied hand teaches the best. Remember, only monsters thrive in chaos, using 
their powers to satisfy their base instincts. Soldiers, nobles, mages, even the Crown 
itself, we are all servants of the Kingdom. 

"Achieving a higher power means much more than just the ability to yell orders. It 
comes with an increasing burden and responsibilities. It's only by properly carrying 
on your duty that your lands will develop and so will the Kingdom. 

"Think about it before your first assignment. Class dismissed." 

While the other students discussed what they had just heard, Lith observed the 
impact Farg's words had on his peers. With her charisma, she had made those of 
humble origins, like Quylla, feel they had a calling in life. 

That they had the power and the duty to protect those who couldn't defend 
themselves. 

Watching the tense expressions of the arrogant nobles who earlier had opposed to 
Linjos, Lith could see how they now felt insecure. They were afraid countless eyes 
were watching their families. 

After listening to Farg's speech, they imagined that it was only a matter of time 
before their crimes were exposed, threatening the lifestyle that they had always 
taken for granted. 
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From their whispers, Lith could hear from their words that for the first time in their 
lives they were afraid of the consequences of their actions. 


Those like Yurial and Phloria, were either depressed or excited instead. They had 
prepared for a life of duty since they were little. The Code of Practice course meant 
coming another step closer to their adult life. 

'1 didn't misjudge Farg at our first meeting.' Lith thought. 

'She is a natural born leader, capable of inspiring those around her, making them 
strive to become better persons. The problem is that the effect she has on people is 
bound to be only temporary. 

'Once they have a moment to think, without the presence of a leader to guide them, 
they will soon fall back in their old habits and insecurities. No one becomes a better 
person just because of some fancy words, neither justice becomes more efficient. 

'1 wonder how long will it take, especially for those of humble origins, to be 
corrupted by their newfound powers and authority once they get out of the academy. 
1 know very well how intoxicating is the freedom to get back at those you hate 
without the fear of consequences. 

'It doesn't matter if they now believe to have the moral high ground. Once they 
realize they are giants in a world full of ants no one cares about, they'll show their 
true nature. 

'Talk is cheap, everyone is righteous until they have the opportunity to take what 
their heart wants and get away with it.' 

Solus was a bit worried about him. After seeing how the villagers of Lutia had 
impoverished their neighbors for their own gain, how petty were the people of Earth 
and Mogar both with all those who were one bit less fortunate than them, she knew 
he wasn't wrong. 

Yet she considered his vision twisted by his own baggage and distrustfulness. Solus 
considered herself lucky for having met Lith and him for finding friends despite the 
academy's harsh environment. 

They were the living proof that there were good people in the world. 
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The following lesson was also a mandatory one, so they only had to wait for the next 
Professor to arrive. When the gong resounded again, Professor Nalear entered the 
classroom. 

She looked even prettier than before, all that rest had done her some good. Lith felt 
nothing in his heart while watching her walk to the center of the Hall. He was 
completely over his childish unstable core induced crush for Nalear. 

"Good morning dear students. It's a pleasure to see you again. Believe me, after being 
bedridden for months, being able to walk again feels out of this world. In case some 
of you were wondering about it, your Professors from the fourth year have moved to 
the fifth floor as well. 

"The staff follows this rotation so those that have nurtured you can keep following 
your progress, making the transition to the new subjects easier since we already 
know your strong and weak points. 

"Our subject this time is Magic Creation. As you know, every real mage must be able 
to create their own spells. Some of you already have some customized incantations 
and know how hard it is to create something from scratch." 

The classroom nodded in unison. Most of their personal spells were nothing more 
than modified versions of standard spells. At their level, creating something new 
implied a lot of trial and error. 

One of the reasons Lith managed to score so many points every trimester was that 
he was the only one that seemed to be able to create new spells with ease. The truth 
was different, though. He only developed true magic spells. 

The words and the hand signs he used were just gibberish. 

"Magic Creation is another of those subjects exclusive to the six great academies. No 
mage that comes from minor institutions knows about it. Even speaking about it 
outside the walls of an academy is considered an act of treason. 

"What 1 am going to teach you over the course of the lessons, is how to more easily 
create new spells for each element. There's no way we can cover everything in a 
single trimester, so beware. Magic Creation will last for the whole year. 

"I'm going to cover only for the basics, everything else rests on your shoulder. You'll 
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also need what we do here for your specializations. After the first exam, you'll learn 
how to devise more complex and specific spells directly from the Professors of the 
other subjects you attend. 

Do not slack off. If you fail with me, you are bound to fail in every single course." 

The class sweat bullets at those words, watching at Lith with envy. Everyone 
considered him having an unfair advantage. Too bad they were completely off the 
mark. 

Lith was sweating even more than them. 

'Oh, sh*t! Let's hope she doesn't call me as a volunteer to explain stuff, or I'll be in 
hot waters. The only silver lining is that 1 can fake my way out. She'll surely request 
for simple spells that 1 can easily counterfeit with true magic.' 

"Don't worry, we'll start with something simple." Nalear said taking the words out of 
his mind. 

"First, you need to learn how to crawl, then how to walk, and finally how to run. 
Second, I'll assign each of you a different spell to create. Otherwise one of you will do 
all the work and the others will just leech it. 

"Third, to pass this course you'll need to share with me your final product, so that 1 
can evaluate both your talent and effort. What's required from you is to not only 
devise working spells, but also the most effective ones possible. 
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CHAPTER 268 
CODEX (2) 


"Among the spells of the same tier, those that require few words and simple signs are 
considered much more valuable. On the other hand, long and convoluted ones will 
get you a C at best." 

'Me and my big mind mouth.' Lith inwardly cursed at himself. 

'That takes faking out spells off the table.' 

'Don't be a sourpuss. Everyone else will have to work on their own, while you have 
me.' Solus cheered him up. 

'That's true. I'm confident that the two of us can understand almost everything about 
magic.' Lith mind nodded. 

'The only problem is that knowing is not doing. 1 hope this isn't as hard as 
dimensional magic.' 

"First of all, it's better if 1 give you the textbook." Nalear tapped her foot, making a 
small booklet appear on each student's desk. 

"That's a Codex. As you already know, a spell is composed of two parts: the magical 
words and hand signs. Magical words define the element the spell is based on, it's 
shape and properties. Hand signs are necessary to regulate the mana output and 
adjusting its effects instead. 

"The book 1 just gave you will help you with the words part. It contains all the most 
common prefix and suffix to alter first magic, plus the standard words that cause 
specific effects. 

"Let's make an example. Infiro is the magical word for fire, Menala means three, and 
Tach means explosion. Hence an Infiro Menala Tach is supposed to cause three fire 
based explosions. 
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"It's not actually that simple, but this is just a theoretical lesson, you only need to get 
the gist of it." Nalear shrugged lightly. 

"Now comes the hard part, finding the correct hand signs. Unlike words, there is no 
recording of them. Two people can create the same spell, yet use different words and 
signs. 

"Hand signs are strongly dependant on the imagination and willpower of the mage 
devising the spell. While once an incantation is complete anyone can learn it, during 
the creation process some signs will feel wrong to some mages, correct to others, 
and lacking to many. 

"Everything you have learned during the fourth year, even dimensional magic, it was 
all propaedeutic to this moment. You needed to go past the boundaries of the first 
three tiers of magic to develop your mana perception. 

"During all the exercises you have made, you have learned to control the mana flow 
with your will and to alter its properties. Without such solid foundations, creating 
even the simplest spell would require weeks, if not months of stumbling in the dark. 

"Let's get back to our example. Infiro Menala Tach it's a fire spell, so I'll start using 
the hand sign for first fire magic." Nalear drew a small circle in the air with her index 
finger. 

"Once you have a perfect pronunciation of the words, what you have to do is to focus 
only on your hands and your own mana flow. Say the words, draw the fire sign, then 
keep moving your hands. If you feel the flow continues, which will rarely happen at 
the first attempt, then you are on your way. 

"If you feel it stuttering or being blocked, then you are doing something wrong. As 
soon as it happens, stop and go back to square one until you find the next sequence 
of movements. I know it may sound like just a random process, but it's not. 

"At first, it will not seem so different from what you tried on your own in the past, 
but with a little practice, you will be able to understand what's the right sequence of 
movements by instinct. 

"Creating a spell from the first three tiers will take only a few days, while tier four or 
five ones may require weeks if not months. Let's ask our resident expert." 
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'Schrodinger's cat, here we go.' Lith inwardly cursed. 


"Quylla, Professor Vastor tells me you have a wonderful diagnostic spell. Do you 
mind sharing with the class what tier it is and how long did it take for you to create 


it? 


Quylla quickly straightened her slouched posture before answering the Professor. 

"Tier three. As for the creation time, it's hard to say. The first version took me years 
of practice, but after joining the academy 1 realize it was still lacking." She threw a 
short look at Lith. 

"1 keep perfecting it every time 1 improve or 1 learn something new. It's a work in 
progress." Previously having so many eyes on her would have been embarrassing for 
Quylla, but after months of Jirni's lessons, her voice was clear and steady. 

"Do you see it, guys?" Nalear gave her a small applause, followed by the rest of the 
classroom. 

"Years for a tier three. I'm not trying to belittle her talent or efforts, just highlighting 
how hard it was for her. What about the spell you used during the second exam?" 
Nalear was referring to Quylla's ice spell that was very similar to Lith's Checkmate 
Spears. 

"Tier three too, but it only took me a few months to make it." Quylla suddenly 
realized Professor Nalear's point in questioning her. 

"Exactly." The Professor nodded at her. "Because 1 have taught you how to 
manipulate your mana flow, while Professor Rudd gave you the necessary practice to 
alter it at will." 

"Professor, what about those like me who failed at dimensional magic? Can we also 
successfully create spells, or are we bound to be second rate magicians like Professor 
Rudd says?" Said a boy, clenching his fists hard under the desk. 

More than half the class had flunked it, managing to graduate only because 
dimensional magic was considered an optional subject. Yet it had impacted their 
final score, causing them to be classified as B++ magicians at best. 

They couldn't help but feel inferior to the upper percentile of the class. They also 
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considered the boy very brave for having the guts to say out loud what every one of 
them was thinking. 

"Good gods, that man is a monster." Professor Nalear was saddened by the lack of 
self confidence she perceived in most of the students. 

"Yes, you can create spells, maybe even faster than those who succeeded in 
dimensional magic. Albeit they are related, they are still two different talents. 
Dimensional magic requires Exacasting, a very strong mana perception, and 
manipulation skills. 

"Failing at it now doesn't make you lesser mages. You can keep practicing it on your 
own and learn it like anyone else. Most mages need years to master dimensional 
magic." 

"What about you. Professor?" The boy asked. 

"How long did it take you to learn dimensional magic?" 

Nalear bit her lower lip, struggling before answering. 

"1 learned it during my academy years." She would have liked to lie about it, to 
reassure them about their future. However, the records were public, making the 
truth easy to be discovered. Nalear had graduated first other year, ranked as an A++ 
mage. 

So she preferred to be honest, rather than give them false hope only to lose their 
trust in return. 

Most of the class sighed in despair. Professor Rudd's voice kept echoing in their 
heads, making Nalear sound just like a mother that was trying to comfort her 
children with white lies. 
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CHAPTER 269 
BODY SCULPTING (1) 


During lunch, the members of Lith's group were hyped at the idea of Nalear's new 
subject. The only exception was Lith himself. 

'1 really don't care about learning how to wave new fake magic spells. It's a chore and 
a bore. I'm already able to cook up new spells with true magic in a matter of days, 
hours if it's something Tm familiar with.' He inwardly grumbled. 

'So far, the fifth year is a let-down. Farg's course is useless too. 1 never did 
community service nor do 1 plan to work my a*s for free. This is just child labor!' 

'Well this is an academy for young adults, what do you expect? Also, do 1 have to 
remind you that despite your constant pessimism each subject we attended has 
either given us new ideas or helped to expand our horizons?' Solus said. 

Thinking back at the Necromancy class, Lith was forced to admit she was right. 

Solus wanted to be supportive, yet her greatest temptation was to tell him to stop 
whining and enjoy the company of his friends. 

The winter break had shown them how despite their bond, noble families were as 
busy as Lith, if not even more. They had called each other often, but aside for the 
Gala and Lith's birthday, the group had never managed to meet. 

'They have only so much time together, yet Lith doesn't seem to realize how quickly a 
year pass. I'd like for him to make happy memories rather than waste time 
grumbling.' She thought. 

"1 must say, so far the fifth year seems more exciting than the fourth one." Yurial was 
back being his old self. There were no bags under his eyes anymore, he smiled most 
of the time and had regained some of the lost weight. 

After the gala, Yurial had discovered that it was enough to pretend to call Lith to get 
rid of his fiancee for several hours. To make things even better, he had asked one of 
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his private tutors to teach him how to emit killing intent. 


Despite being a mage, it was something he had never learned to do it. On Mogar, all 
living being possessed mana. Emitting it was an involuntary act, just like breathing 
or perspiring. 

Intense emotions lead to an increase in the mana emitted. That, together with an 
aggressive disposition inflicted a mental pressure on those who were exposed to it, 
causing fear, panic, or even terror. 

The phenomenon was simply referred as killing intent. It wasn't necessary to be a 
mage to emit killing intent. As long one had mana, they could employ it. Even 
animals were capable of using it to scare their prey or threaten their enemies. 

Being a mage made things easier, since by possessing large amounts of mana it was 
possible to amplify its effects. It was the way killing intent was used by calm people 
like Linjos. 

Another method was to develop the ability to channel one's fury into the mana. It 
required to train the mind, allowing people like Jirni Ernas to scare even powerful 
mages despite her natural lack of magical talent. 

Then, there were people like Lith, that had plenty of wrath and mana of their own. 
Ever since he and Solus had met, it had been her task to suppress Lith's mana 
fluctuations until he became capable of doing it on his own. 

Otherwise, after he gained a green core, any animal or human in his presence would 
feel like a lamb in front of a slaughterhouse. 

Yurial had lots of mana but little aggressiveness in him. His life had been stressful 
but pampered. Since he was a child, everyone had treated him with care and respect. 
Being gifted with a calm and collected nature, anger was something that rarely 
affected Yurial's judgment. 

At least until he had been forced to spend so much time with Libea. His instructor 
was a battle veteran. He had no trouble teaching Yurial how to use his gifts to put an 
end to their constant squabbles. 

'It may be unfair on my side to use killing intent to shut her up, but it's much better 
than being forced to listen to her every day.' Yurial considered it justification enough 
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to quench his guilty conscience. 


"I don't have a single spell that doesn't come from textbooks or from my mentor. 
Between my duties as the heir of the Deirus Household and the academy, it's already 
a miracle for me to keep up with all the homework they assign to us. 

1 can't wait to create something that 1 can call my own. 1 already have several ideas in 
mind. 

Even Professor Farg's subject piqued my interest. Community service might sound 
boring, but 1 think it will be a great experience. 1 never set foot out of the high end 
residential areas. 

It's a golden opportunity to connect with the people of the Kingdom and understand 
their needs." 

"1 can tell you what they need." Quylla was pissed off at him. 

"They want tasty food, warm clothes, and some real justice. How do you expect to 
become a good ruler if you talk about commoners like they are some exotic animals 
you need to take care of? Do you have any idea how cold a winter can get? How 
many people starve every day?" 

Quylla was usually so calm that seeing her angry was almost scary. 

"She is right, Yurial." Phloria played with the food on her plate. 

"1 think Code of Practice is mostly aimed at us nobles as an eye-opener. Farg is right 
when she says we know nothing. 1 believe its purpose is to make us realize there is 
no easy solution to the Kingdom's problems." Visiting Lith's house had been almost a 
shock to her. 

Even after all the renovations and improvements thanks to Lith's hard work, it was 
still worse than the servants' quarters at house Ernas. 

When he had shown her the nearby village, Phloria had found it to be so small and 
dirty to make her heart tighten. After hearing Lith's stories about the farmers' harsh 
life, learning how even getting medical care was a luxury for them, she had felt guilty 
for days for having such a blessed life. 
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Friya shared Yurial's enthusiasm, but nodded at Phloria's words. She had never 
visited Quylla's village, yet all the stories about her previous life before she was 
adopted by the Ernas were enough to give Friya nightmares. 

After lunch, they headed towards the Light magic department for their first lesson of 
the Healer specialization. Lith was really eager to discover what kind of subject they 
would practice during the final year. 

They were already capable of healing all injuries and amputations. That left very 
little outside their reach. 

"Welcome back, my dear students." Professor Vastor hadn't changed one bit. He still 
looked like someone had attempted to fuse together an egg and a man. 

The top of his head was completely bald, the hair he had left on the sides was snow- 
white and so were his waxed handlebar mustaches. Vastor's belly was so big that it 
made hard to guess if he was larger than tall. 

"It seems 1 was a bit too pessimistic last year, saying that only a third of you would 
make it to graduation." He said while twirling his mustaches. 

"Anyway, the lesser the merrier. Now that we got rid of the dead weight our lessons 
will surely go smoother." Of the thirty-four students that had joined the healer 
specialization on the fourth year, only sixteen remained. 
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CHAPTER 270 
BODY SCULPTING (2) 


"Just like the previous year, we are going to spend the first two trimesters on a single 
but wide subject, while during the third one you'll get real practice in the field. This 
time as lead healers in the most important hospitals of the Kingdom. 

"What 1 am about to introduce to you today, is the last branch of healing magic you 
need to master before achieving the privilege and the honor of being considered full 
fledged healers. 

"Tier one to three have taught you to mend broken bones and to heal injuries. Tier 
four how to replace lost limbs and organs. Yet there is still a case we haven't 
explored. 

"What if our patient never had a limb to start with? What if they were born with a 
deformity or a defective organ?" He asked while walking around the class. 

"Are we helpless in front of such eventuality? The answer is no. There is nothing that 
a true healer cannot fix. Only death is beyond our reach, at least for now." Vastor 
declared with a proud look in his eyes. 

"The first four tiers of magic are completely useless against natural deformities 
simply because there is nothing wrong in the first place. You can't heal a man born 
blind because it's his natural status. 

"Even if his eyes were to be gouged and regrown, they would still be blind. Tier four 
magic simply gives the body the means to revert to its original status. Nothing more, 
nothing less. 

"Tier five Light magic brings in something that we have often mentioned but never 
worked on. The study of the life force. During the first trimester I'll teach you how to 
sense your own life force and how to use it to manipulate other people's life force to 
give them a normal life." 

The class murmured, for all of them life force was a vague concept. They had learned 
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how to share it with the patients, allowing them to survive critical wounds and major 
procedures, but nothing more. 


"That's only the first step, though. Once you learn how to control the life force comes 
the real deal. Let's suppose our patient is born with a deformed arm. It's the easiest 
case you'll ever face. 

"Two-bit healers will approach the problem by amputating the arm, to regenerate it 
in the correct shape. It works, yes. The arm will be perfectly functional, but that's a 
butcher execution that will teach you nothing and endangers the patient's life. 

"A real Healer uses a complex mix of light and darkness magic to perform what is 
called 'Body Sculpting'. Mastering the life force means you can find the dissonances 
in its flow and correct them accordingly. 

"Darkness magic is used to remove the excess parts or to clear the way, so that light 
magic can start the healing process while the mage teaches the body its new form, 
permanently altering its natural state. 

"That way, if the arm gets damaged or maimed, healing magic will restore it without 
the need of using Body Sculpting. 1 want you to understand the deep implications of 
altering someone forever. 

"Our physical appearance is something that defines us, or at least affects how others 
perceive us. Body sculpting is still a highly controversial ethical matter. Some worry 
it can be used to turn a human being into something else. 

"That through human experimentation it could breed all sorts of hybrids. Such 
concerns 1 can understand, but it's something for the Crown to regulate not for us 
mages to care about. 

"Some radical fools say that it breaches the boundaries the gods have set for humans. 
1 say that's bogus. 

"When the Crown passed a bill that forces those who oppose to Body Sculpting 
because it's 'unnatural' to give up all magical tools and commodities since they are 
unnatural too, no one dared to say a word anymore. 

They are just a bunch of hypocrites." Vastor snarled. 
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"Another thing that you must know, before learning Body Sculpting, is that like all 
magic it's not omnipotent. Along with the hypocrites that would like to outlaw Body 
Sculpting, there are also the quacks that try to abuse it exploiting the insecurities of 
the rich. 

"In theory, it can be used to change the shape of a nose, to make someone taller, 
slimmer, or to increase bust size. Quacks demand insane sums, but the results are 
underwhelming, if not fatal." 

'Seems plastic surgery still has a long way to go here.' Lith was fascinated by Vastor's 
explanation. Body Sculpting sounded a lot like the procedure he had performed on 
Tista years before. 

"Why fatal?" He asked. "A nose is external and relatively small. Compared to 
reshaping a whole arm, it should be much easier." 

Lith unconsciously touched his own nose, while the rest of the class wondered what 
they would change about their bodies if given the chance. 

"Excellent question." Vastor scratched his short button nose, wishing he could make 
it more manly. 

"Once you learn to perceive the life force, you'll notice that everything has a purpose. 
Our bodies have something 1 call a voice, for a lack of a better term, and you must 
learn to listen to it before applying the smallest modification. 

"A hand wants to grab, to touch." He said while flexing the fingers of his left hand. 

"A leg wants to walk, a nose wants to breathe, a heart to beat. What about a perfectly 
functional nose, albeit not easy on the eyes, like mine? If you could listen to my life 
force, you'd find out that aside from the problems related to age there's nothing 
wrong with me. 

"It means that altering my life force, even just on the nose, would have unpredictable 
consequences. Make it longer could cause me problems breathing, affecting my 
ability to cast spells. Becoming taller is alluring, sure, but what about the 
ramifications? 

"Even a few centimeters more imply that all my bones, my organs, everything must 
be reshaped. There is a reason why powerful mages aren't all muscular studs or 
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world class beauties. It's because the benefits are not worth the risks. 


Healthy organs have a healthy life force, their voice can't help you. Changing them 
means you are acting blindly, relying more on luck and wishful thinking than on 
scientific basis." Vastor took a brief pause, to make sure that his students had a clear 
understanding of his words. 

"Internal organs are even more tricky. Like all magic above tier three, the procedure 
requires a full medical team. Unlike regenerating an organ or a limb, the process 
can't be performed in one go. Cutting and reshaping take a huge toll on both the 
healer and the patient, especially if we are working on a vital organ. 

It's never wise to subject them to too much stress, because if complications arise, the 
body may not have the strength to make it through. Even if that's not the case, it may 
be necessary to switch the lead healer to allow them to rest. 

Body Sculpting is probably the hardest thing you'll ever do and also the way you'll 
lose most of your patients." Vastor looked down on the ground, his mind couldn't 
forget all those he had failed. 

Each death had changed him, making him more cynical and detached. They also had 
made him a better healer and a better man. 
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CHAPTER 271 
WHITE (1) 


"There are countless things that can go wrong during a Body Sculpting procedure." 
Professor Vastor continued. 

"I'm not going to lie to you. Despite our best efforts, 1 expect you to see a few people 
die before you graduate. Some may die under your hands. It's going to put you under 
a lot of pressure, testing your will. 

"Too many times in this job I've seen old men live long enough to not even remember 
who they were, their bodies refusing to give up, while young people not even old 
enough to marry would die under my care for no apparent reason. 

"Many healers refuse to practice Body Sculpting, either to not affect their reputation 
with repeated failures or because they cannot take it. Up to tier three, you can still 
blame bad luck. At tier four anything seems possible. 

"Once you reach tier five, you can only blame yourself. People will die because you 
aren't good enough, aren't prepared enough, or simply because you have let your 
pride get the best of you. Never be afraid to tell a patient that it's better a long but 
limited life than gambling everything on a maybe. 

"Never hide them the risks of any procedure or make them any promise. The final 
choice is theirs, but the final burden is yours." Vastor sighed deeply, before resuming 
his usual confident attitude. 

"One last thing. Don't think that once you graduate you are set for life. What we are 
teaching you are the basics of the basics. The difference between a quack and a real 
healer is the number of personal spells they develop, how much of yourselves you 
put into your work. 

That's why we'll also cover how to alter, improve, or create from scratch spells. 

The fifth year will make the fourth one look like a walk in the park. Class dismissed." 
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After listening to Professor Vastor's introduction to the subjects of the Healer 
specialization for the fifth year, the students were gloomy rather than excited. Up to 
that point, they had always worked in teams comprised of Professors and medical 
staff. 

They were a safety net, boosting the students' confidence that no matter what 
happened, things could still be salvaged. Now the rules of the game had changed. 
Only a few, like Lith and Quylla had lost a patient in the past, but no one had ever 
been responsible for a death. 

The thought was scary and not because most of the students had such a good heart. 
The reason was that the majority of the patients admitted in the White Griffon 
hospital were powerful mages or influential figures in the political world. 

Killing a commoner was one thing, explaining a powerful and well connected family 
why their loved one wasn't among them anymore could easily destroy lives. The 
Healer's life, to be precise. 

Lith was insensible to such worries. Partly because killing was second nature to him, 
mostly because lots of people had already died indirectly by his hand. Back at Lutia 
or during the plague, he could have saved dozens of lives if he had given up his secret 
and used true magic. 

'Seems 1 actually performed tier five light magic twice already. The first time with 
Tista, the second on mom.' Lith thought. 

'Yeah, but you only succeeded because of true magic. Tista's treatment took months 
since we lacked tier four magic, while Elina's would have gone badly if you acted 
alone. 

'I'm really curious to see how much our abilities will improve once we learn how to 
listen to the life force.' Solus considered all the fifth year subjects amazing. They had 
managed to mimic tier five spells despite missing so many pieces of the puzzle. She 
was eager to see how far they could get after mastering so much knowledge. 

Being the first day, they received no homework. It allowed Lith to go straight to the 
library and borrow books about the other specializations to copy them. During the 
fourth year, he and Solus had stockpiled an impressive number of tomes. 

Every time Lith had spent the night practicing a specific spell. Solus would use that 
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time to make copies. The information amassed in Soluspedia gave Lith an edge while 
studying most of the magic related problems. 

Even if his understanding of the basics of each specialization was shallow, he could 
analyze each situation from different angles to find the best possible approach. 

Lith decided to keep up the pace, using the time before dinner to work together with 
Solus and complete the first batch of copies. They could only borrow three books at a 
time and needed to return them before getting new ones. 

Since they used water magic to control the ink, each page took barely a few seconds 
to be reproduced. The problem was that each book was composed of hundreds of 
pages. They worked on a different book each to make things faster. 

'Don't you think it would be better to spend this time with your friends? Or at least 
with Phloria? You two only saw each other twice in the last three months.' Solus liked 
to be alone with Lith, yet since having a full free afternoon was a rare event, she 
would have preferred for him to socialize. 

During winter, at night or whenever his family was away and he wasn't busy with 
clients, Lith had already spent countless hours studying and researching magic 
inside the tower. After his speech in Phloria's room, she had hoped Lith would be 
more considerate, instead of having her making the first move as usual. 

'No.' Lith replied. 'This is a perfect opportunity to get some job done. If we manage to 
finish the three books early, we can visit them before dinner or spend the evening 
together. If we don't, we'll have to pull an all nighter, even if I'd prefer to sleep. 

'1 want to be at my peak condition for the first practical lesson of the Healer 
specialization. Besides, we still have to receive this trimester's books. The clerk 
should be here any minute.' 

He could feel Solus's disappointment, so he rushed to add. 

'It's not like we are hiding. If they have nothing better to do, they'll come visit us.' 

Lith had barely completed the thought when they heard someone knocking on their 
door. 

'See? This must be the clerk. Good thing we are here, otherwise we would have 
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missed them and be forced to go fetch our package from the secretariat.' 


'I bet this is Phloria. I hope she gives you a good scolding before dragging you 
somewhere nice for a date.' Solus cheated, using her mana sense through the door. 
Their guest had a bright cyan core and was very tall. 

It was unlikely for a clerk to be so powerful, while Phloria fitted the bill. 

They were both wrong. When Lith opened the door, he found Wil Ironhelm, the 
Professor in charge of the Battle Mage specialization, staring at him with an 
impatient look. 

"Good evening, Lith. Mind if 1 come in?" 

Lith was quite surprised. It was the first time a Professor came to his room and 
Ironhelm was the last one he would have ever expected paying him a visit. After Lith 
let him in, Ironhelm handed him a piece of paper containing a list of jobs. 
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CHAPTER 272 
WHITE (2) 


"Those are your available choices for the Code of Practice course." Ironhelm 
explained. 

You start tomorrow and we need to know where do you want to be assigned. The 
rules are simple. Each day you have to pick a different duty. 

"No repetitions allowed until the start of the following week. The Headmaster wants 
the students to acquire experience in as many fields as possible before graduating. 
I'm here to answer any question you may have and to offer you guidance." 

Lith read quickly the list, noticing that each job was listed along with the maximum 
number of points the student could be awarded according to their performance. The 
jobs ranged from clerk for the Mage Association to patrolman. 

"Why working as a Healer is not an option?" Lith found odd not being given the 
opportunity. 

"Because it would be overkill. Like all students with a practical specialization, you 
are already scheduled to spend a good part of the third trimester working in the 
field. Code of Practice gives you the possibility to try out things that you normally 
wouldn't do." Ironhelm explained. 

Lith nodded, simply selecting for the rest of the week the jobs granting the highest 
number of points in descending order. Ironhelm furrowed his brows, most of Lith's 
choices were identical to those of his colleagues. 

Being the last year, everyone was eager to score the maximum number of points, no 
matter what. Yet very few had selected the first job on the list. 

"Are you sure about this?" Ironhelm asked. 

"Yes, 1 am. Is there any problem?" 
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"Kid, I understand you are in the top three and want to keep it that way, but maybe 
you should rethink your choice. This is the real deal. 1 know that Linjos kept you safe 
until now, be it in the forest or during the house calls. 


"However, the Headmaster is only a man, he cannot guarantee your safety at all 
times. What good would points do you if you die?" 

"If it's so dangerous why is it available?" Lith didn't budge, merely raising an 
eyebrow in annoyance. 

"Because we didn't make this list, the Crown did. Academies are simply tasked with 
providing assistance, the final choice belongs to the student." Ironhelm scoffed. 

"Thanks for your concern, but 1 have made up my mind." 

Ironhelm shook his head. There were several things he would have liked to say, yet 
he remained silent. After inputting Lith's choices in his communication amulet, the 
Professor left the room. 

'Are you sure about this?' Solus asked. 'What about our plan of being low key?' 

'Too late for that. This is the final year, holding back is useless. 1 need to stand out as 
much as possible to acquire what 1 need and guarantee the safety of my family even 
during my absence. Besides, the Crown already knows about me. 

'During the last year. I've spoken with the Royals more often than most nobles do 
during their whole lives. 1 have allies in the army, in the Queen's corps as well as in 
the White Griffon. Before 1 was a nobody. 1 had to build up things slowly while now 
I'm a rising star. 

Even if 1 sit back and do nothing, a lot of people will try to get back at me for my 
success. As 1 see it, this is our only way out.' 




The following day, the city of Xenatos. 

Thanks to the Academy's Warp Gate, Lith crossed hundreds of kilometers in an 
instant. Arriving at the location of his first day of community service required help 
from a mage of the local branch of the Association. 
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Lith had never been there and time was of the essence. 


'I still can't believe we are going to do this.' Solus sighed. 

'What do you mean?' Lith laughed in response. 'It's our first opportunity to face 
normal human opponents instead of the wackjobs we keep meeting since we entered 
the White Griffon. Who knows? Maybe working as a member of a tactical team may 
be interesting.' 

Walking through the Warp Steps, Lith found himself inside an abandoned 
warehouse. It was a run-down place, dust and cobwebs covered most of the surfaces. 
The only clean spot had been arranged as a debriefing room, with wooden chairs and 
a white board. 

Lith could see the rough sketch of the layout of a building that was drawn on it. He 
counted three floors and what seemed like a basement. 

Several men and women wearing military looking uniforms were assembled in a 
circle around the boards, their faces were tense. No one had weapons, but only 
because each one had a dimensional ring. 

Their clothes were black in color, with the insignia of the local Lord's Household on 
their backs, shoulders, and heart. 

They also wore metal protectors on the forearms, shoulders, and chest. Solus 
completed the analysis for him. 

'Everything they wear is enchanted, but the quality is poor. The clothes are inferior 
to your old uniform. Only the zones also covered by protectors offer a decent 
defense.' 

Being used to the Queen's corps, the Talons, and all the marvels of the academy. 

Solus had high standards. 

'What do you expect? This isn't an elite squad, just a local police force. It must be the 
standard equipment. 1 could never afford my Skinwalker armor without the 
academy's points. How many mages?' Lith replied. 

'Good question. All those present have red cores, except the woman on the second 
chair from the right, who has a green one, and the man on the first chair on the left. 
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He has just a yellow core. She's probably a mage. Him, I'm not so sure. It depends on 
the power standards they use.' 

Solus pointed at Lith a woman with chestnut hair in her forties and a black-haired 
man around the same age. Everyone in the squad had an expression difficult to 
decipher. 

More than nervous, they looked like they were there because they had lost a bet. 

"The first saddle has arrived, captain." A rough voice scoffed. Lith saw it belonged to 
the man with the yellow core, who spat on the ground with a disgusted expression. 
The woman with the green core glared at him for a second but said nothing. 

'Saddle?' Solus was baffled. 

'Probably an insult. 1 guess they consider students like me dead weight, or worse.' 
Lith didn't like being offended, but he could understand the man's feelings. Whatever 
they were about to do was a dangerous job and the police officers would be forced to 
keep an eye on the students too. 

It would make their work harder and get back in one piece even harder. 

"Nice to meet you, son." The captain offered Lith her hand, which he promptly shook. 
"Tm captain Yerna of the Xenatos police force." 

"Tm..." 

"No names, son. We must judge only the performance, not the household." She said 
with a stern look. 

"Since you are from the White Griffon, we'll just call you White. That's sergeant 
Khran, my second in command. Sorry for the cold reception. Today's task would be a 
run of the mill, if not for the fact that we are waiting for another student." 

"Two rookies to the same unit?" Lith asked. 

"Yeah, the other one belongs to the Fire griffon." Yerna nodded. 

"Why did they send both of us here? It makes no sense." 
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"Thanks for your understanding, White. The problem is there aren't many missions 
that students can take part in without endangering themselves or the host team." 
She sighed. 

"Which is exactly you are doing by being here." Khran stood up, walking toward Lith 
with a menacing expression. 
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CHAPTER 273 
RED (1) 


"I know that for you nobles your points are much more precious than commoners' 
lives, but I'd like for your Lordship to realize that some of us may not come back to 
their families because of you brats. 

"Captain, instead of wasting our time with niceties, let's see how much a waste of 
space he is. What's your status. Saddle?" 

"1 have a girlfriend. Don't know if she's the right one, though." Lith pretended to have 
misunderstood the question. Being obnoxious was a game two could play. 

Seeing Lith's smug expression, Khran became red from anger. Some of the officers 
laughed at the joke. 

"1 don't give a damn about your love life. 1 want to know what can you do!" 

Lith took a mental note that no one was defending him. Even the captain did nothing, 
aside from the occasional eye roll. 

"His specializations are Forgemastering..." When Captain Yerna read out loud Lith's 
file, multiple groans and the sound of hands slapping a forehead or a leg in a fit of 
rage echoed through the warehouse. 

"That's great, another one as useful as a third nostril..." 

Yerna ignored Khran, raising her voice to cover the sergeant's whining. 

"...and Healing. Back in his village. White was a hunter and a bounty hunter. Last year 
he survived Balkor's attack, went toe to toe with a Valor and lived to tell the tale." 

Instead of wasting her time arguing, the Captain had decided to check her trainee's 
personal files from her data amulet. It contained an image of his visage to recognize 
him and all the relevant information for the mission at hand. 
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Many heads turned when they heard about the healer part, a few nods followed 
Lith's past as a manhunter, and clear disbelief accompanied the last sentence. 

"His village?" Many echoed. 

"Yeah, I'm a commoner, not a noble. I've worked very hard to get where 1 am." Since 
they showed him no respect, Lith was ready to pay them back in kind. His voice was 
cold while Death Vision showed him a series of gruesome deaths he had no intention 
of preventing. 

"A healer from the White Griffon sounds nice." Said a brown haired man in his mid¬ 
twenties. For Mogar's standards he was tall and lean, with his 1.74 meters. Like all 
the men in the unit, he was perfectly shaven. 

"I'm Huren Nacth, nice to meet you. Can you get rid of this scar? The ladies don't like 
it." He took Lith's hand in his own, making the request without a hint of shame. 

"1 could, for a price. It will leave you exhausted." Lith was amused by the change of 
attitude. The scar was long and deep, going from the lower half of the left cheek 
down along the neck. 

"A healer is damn fine as long as they are trustworthy." Khran spat again. 

"Every kid still attending an academy is a survivor, so there's no point in bragging 
about it. As for fighting a Valor, what kind of sick joke is that. Captain?" 

"It's no joke." The Captain replied. 

Yerna's words caused a small commotion. All the unit's members rushed behind her 
to read from the hologram projected by the amulet, but it was soon interrupted by 
the arrival of the second student. 

He was a fifteen year old boy, 1.7 meters [5'7"} high with blond hair and deep green 
eyes. The newcomer had the build of a soldier, rather than a student. Something in 
his confident attitude told Lith he had to be a lady-killer at his academy. 

The Captain moved to his file, hoping for another pleasant surprise. 

Alas, the student from the Fire Griffon was a Warden and an Alchemist. His only perk 
was having received some nondescript military training. Yerna clicked her tongue. 
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turning off the amulet before moving in front of the board. 

"Now that Red is here, let's wrap this up. Today's mission is very simple. We have to 
raid the drug depot of a local gang. It's a three stories building right in front of this 
warehouse. 

"Thanks to an informant, we know the disposition of doors and corridors. We'll split 
into four teams of five. Two teams will break in respectively from the front and the 
back door while the other two will secure the perimeter to prevent anyone from 
escaping." 

She pointed with her finger on the two entry points and then on the position of the 
windows on the first two floors. 

"According to our intel, each floor should be lightly guarded. Expect a minimum of 
five guards but no mages. The organization we are against is notorious for being 
ruthless. Its men carry Fire Seeds with them and have no hesitation to blow 
themselves when captured. 

Hence kill first and questions later. We are not taking prisoners." 

Captain Yerna took a deep breath before addressing their guests. 

"Remember that despite our targets do not have magical powers, they are likely to 
be well armed. Enchanted blades need one hit to rip to shreds a light armor and the 
one wearing it. They could also have Alchemical weapons, so never underestimate 
them. 

Any questions?" 

Lith raised his hand. Yerna nodded, giving him permission to speak. 

"Do you plan on breaking in or for a stealth approach?" 

"Stealth it's not an option. The doors could have magical traps or alarms and we 
don't know exactly how many people are inside. If we take it slow we would risk 
getting surrounded and outnumbered." 

"1 can detect and disarm magical contraptions. I'm a Forgemaster." Lith lied. 
Wanemyre had yet to teach him about those subjects, yet he was confident about 
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succeeding thanks to true magic. 


"And I can tell you how many people there are in the building and where they are 
positioned." Red said with a confident smile. "I'm a Warden and my family 
specializes in Life Detecting arrays. Speaking about my family, My name is not Red, 
I'm..." 

"Happy to have you with us, kid." Captain Yerna used one hand to shook Red's right 
one and the other to shut his mouth. 

"Today you are Red and you are going to be evaluated based on what you do, not on 
who your relatives are. Got it?" 

Red nodded with a slightly annoyed look. Only then Yerna took the hand off his 
mouth. 

"Good. I'm Captain Yerna, your commanding officer for today. He is Sergeant Khran, 
my second in command and he is White." 

Lith and Red were still deciding what to think about each other when Khran handed 
them a black uniform and a communicator earpiece each. 

"Welcome to the team, kids. There are no Griffons here, only members of this unit. 
Put on your uniform, so we can separate the good from the bad guys and you avoid 
getting shot in the back by friendly fire. You can change behind those crates." 

"Thanks, but it's not necessary." Lith put the uniform inside the blue gemstone at his 
neck, allowing his clothes to shapeshift into a new form. 

Red took step back from the surprise, while Khran took a wand out of his 
dimensional ring, pointing it against Lith's still morphing clothes. Its tip shined with 
a yellow light, allowing Lith to perceive the fire magic it contained. 

'Must be the equivalent of Earth's service weapons.' Lith thought noticing a small red 
mana crystal set into the alchemical tool. 

'Yup.' Solus confirmed. 'The crystals work as a cartridge. These guys must be good 
because a wand like that costs a pretty penny.' 
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CHAPTER 274 
RED (2) 


"A Skinwalker armor?" Red was amazed. 

"Your family must be loaded!" He ran behind the crates to change. Red didn't want to 
be the one slowing down the team. 

"With the two of you, we can give the stealth approach a try. Change into something 
less conspicuous, so you can scout the building without drawing the attention." 

A few minutes later, Lith was wearing his hunter clothes and studying the front door 
while pretending to be interested in the merchandise of a food vendor. 

"Don't try to be a hero. If you are not certain of your findings or don't feel up to the 
task just say it." Captain Yerna's voice sounded in his ear. 

'Solus?' Lith couldn't use Life Vision without scaring the cr*p out of the vendor. He 
still had to find a way to activate it without his eye glowing like small suns. Solus's 
mana sense was much more discreet. 

'The front door is clean. No magic at all, if there is anything it's mechanical in nature. 
There are no arrays active, but 1 can sense something magical and powerful on the 
third floor.' 

Lith bought some of the food, going into an alley to circle around the building. It was 
his first time in a slum of a big city. The alley was full of trash, forcing him to dodge 
rats eating rotten food while he walked. 

Now that he could use Life Vision, Lith detected that aside from the animals the alley 
was empty. He could see the people inside the building through the wall, and no one 
seemed to be alert. 

Lith used darkness magic to extend the shadows of the alley. It provided him a cover 
while he studied the back door from a safe distance. It also masked his glowing eyes, 
preventing onlookers to notice him. 
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"The front entrance is just a regular door." He reported via the communication 
earpiece. 

"The back door, not so much. It's reinforced by some kind of earth spell, making it as 
hard as stone. The lock is booby trapped to turn into a skewer of ice whoever tries to 
pick it." 

"Damn!" The Captain sounded really worried. "Not as easy as our intel told us. The 
front door is probably barred, if not even walled. Can you do something about those 
protections or do we need to abort the mission and request for reinforcements?" 

"Didn't you read my file. Captain? I'm the reinforcements." Lith grinned. 

After months spent studying the boxes and the countless attempts in breaking their 
locks without meeting a fiery death, the enchantments in front of him were barely 
more difficult than beating a monkey at a tic tac toe game. 

"I already finished disarming them while I was talking with you. I counted not less 
than three people from the windows on the ground floor." With the channel open, 
Lith could speak but not listen, missing all the gasps and swearing that filled the 
control room at those words. 

Lith could see several life forces down in the basement. They were too many and too 
weak to be guards, making him wonder what kind of mess he was walking into. 

'Either there is a Warp Gate in the basement and they are moving a small army or 
these guys do not smuggle just drugs.' 

On his way back he kept looking for windows, grates, anything that could give him an 
excuse to share the knowledge acquired with Life Vision. Lady Luck didn't smile at 
him. 

When he made it back to the warehouse. Red had done his part. He was filling the 
blueprint on the board with red dots according to his readings. 

"Your intel was completely off the mark." After listening to Lith's report he had given 
his best to impress his teammates as well. 

"The first three floors are almost empty. There are only three people on the first 
floor, five on the second, and four on the third..." Red stopped abruptly, wiping off a 
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red dot from the board. 


"Three on the third floor. Someone just died. There are also at least twenty people on 
the underground floor. Are you sure this is really a drug depot?" 

At that point, the Captain was the first to question her superiors' judgment. 

"Not anymore. I need to call the Headquarters. No matter if the mission gets aborted 
or not. You both did great and I'll make sure to write it down in my report." 

'I can't believe they flunked this so bad. We could have all died in there.' Yerna 
thought while conjuring a silence spell to prevent the following conversation to be 
heard. 

After a quick call with her commanding officer, she was pinching her nose with her 
eyes closed, trying to contain her anger. 

"I have good news and bad news. The good news is that the HQ agrees with us. This 
could be too big for a small squad, so they are sending reinforcements from the 
Association in case something goes wrong. They'll be here in a few minutes. 

"The bad news is that since the hostiles are so few and there is such a high number 
of potential hostages, prisoners, slaves, whatever those people in the basement are, 
we have been ordered to continue the mission. 

"They say our new objective is to prevent the hostiles from running away or get rid 
of the prisoners once they found out to be surrounded. The even worst news is that 
since the two of you have been so useful, you have to come with us." 

'Still, not a big deal.' He inwardly sighed. 'The ones on the ground floor were just 
humans, right Solus?' 

'Positive. Red cored humans with slightly above average life force. Easy to catch, easy 
to kill.' After spending so many years with Lith, Solus had little regard for human life. 
The only exceptions were those who she believed to be innocent or those she grew 
fond of. 

"I have two more questions. Captain." Lith raised his hand again. 

"Granted." 
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"Red, can you detect arrays? I don't mean to sound paranoid, but I'd prefer to avoid 
any more surprises." Lith was cautious of the content of the third floor, from which 
Solus perceived a powerful force. 

It wasn't a problem for him since he was already on guard and his partner could 
warn him on time. What worried Lith was being the sole survivor of whatever threat 
they could find. It would raise too many questions. 

"Yes. It's one of the easiest and fastest spells of a Warden." Red nodded. 

"It's unlikely we'll find any. A temporary one would imply the presence of a Warden 
and I can't imagine a mage wasting their talent with these dregs. A permanent one 
would cost far more the whole building is worth." 

"The same could be said for the back door." Lith pointed out. "I think..." 

"Wait!" Red cut him short. 

"Another person on the third floor just died and one of the two remaining life forces 
is fading quickly. What in the gods' name are they doing there?" 

"Weapons at hand, everyone." Captain Yerna took out a sword and a wand from her 
dimensional ring. 

"We are about to find out." 
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CHAPTER 275 
ROLL OUT PART ONE 


"I Still have a question, Captain." Orders or not, Lith had no intention of charging 
blindly. Whatever was happening inside the building was of no relevance to him and 
so were the people in the basement. 

He was there for the Code of Practice course, the only things that mattered to him 
were his own safety and the points. 

"Just be quick. White." Captain Yerna snorted. "Red, keep me posted if anything else 
happens." 

"Since the mission has changed, what are the new conditions to consider it a 
success?" 

"Kid, do you think this is some kind of game? People are dying in there!" Lith could 
understand Khran's righteous outrage, yet he found it annoying anyway. The 
Sergeant was a commoner, probably of humble origins just like him. 

Unlike Lith, he had dedicated his life to protect the weak. 

'What an irritating guy, always preaching his own ideas. 1 had hoped for having left 
this kind of zealots on Earth.' Lith thought. 

"So what?" Lith replied. "1 took no oath. I'm no policeman nor hero. I'm interested in 
the mission, not in some nondescript ideal." 

Captain Yerna grabbed Khran by the shoulder to prevent another outburst. 

"We only need to get in and check the condition of those in the basement. If they are 
hostages releasing them takes priority. If they are soldiers, we can just blow them 
into oblivion before moving on the rest of the guards. Is it clear, everybody?" 

The unit nodded in unison. 
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"Okay, then let's move. We need to be fast. There is no way to get to the back door 
unnoticed, so prepare for a warm welcome." 

"Actually, there is." Lith waved his hands in the only fake magic he really used. He 
opened a Warp Steps leading straight into the alley, in the last covered spot before 
their destination. 

Many people flinched in amazement. For non mages, dimensional magic was 
something straight out of a fairy tale. 

"Today's our lucky day, people." Captain Yerna was grinning from ear to ear. 

"Change of plans. My team and Khran's will take point and assault from the back. The 
rest of you will remain on standby until we check on the prisoners. On my command, 
surround the building. Red, with me." 

The others followed her through the Steps. Each unit was comprised of five people, 
leaving ten officers in the warehouse to close the perimeter or act as backup in case 
of need. 

"You really are a d*ck." Khran stopped for a second before stepping through the 
dimensional corridor. 

"Yet the gods know how much I'd like to have one like you on every mission." 

Once on the other side, the Sergeant conjured a shroud of silence around them 
before asking Red for an update. 

"Another life force disappeared. Now there's only one person on the third floor." 

"Damn!" Captain Yerna cursed. She had hoped it was some kind of internal strife, but 
three deaths in such a short time frame didn't fit the scenario. 

"What about the guards on the ground floor?" 

Red focused for a second, checking twice just to be sure. 

"There are none right now, but someone is coming down from the second floor. One 
person." 
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"Arrays?" Lith asked. 


Red handed to the nearest officer a red mana crystal he was using as a focus. 

Without it, casting another spell would cause him to lose control of the Life 
Detecting array. 

"1 can sense something on the ground floor. It's inactive at the moment." The unit 
inwardly cursed as one while Lith pondered on Red's words. 

'This means that neither Life Vision nor Solus can detect latent arrays. 1 need to learn 
the array detecting spell as soon as possible.' 

"What does it do?" The Captain asked. 

"No clue." Red shrugged. "Never seen anything like this." 

"Great. Let's finish this before we have to find out." 

Yerna took out from her dimensional ring what looked like a clump of clay, sticking it 
to the wall near the door. It created a thin air dome, silencing the area within a ten 
meters radius. 

The team entered the building, activating a new clump each time they neared the 
end of the air dome, generating a corridor of silence. It allowed them to speak and 
move while remaining undetected by the inhabitants of the building. 

"At least the layout of this place is as we know it." Khran cursed. Maybe it was 
because he knew they were potentially stepping on a minefield, but since they had 
entered the house the Sergeant had an eerie feeling in his gut. 

"The door to the basement should be on our right after the next corner. What about 
the person you mentioned earlier?" 

"It's closing in slowly. It should come from there." Red was pointing to the left branch 
of the t-shaped corridor. 

The Sergeant put a clump of silence clay on his hand while three members of the 
units aimed their wands in the direction from which they were expecting the enemy. 

"Shoot only after Ido!" Khran instructed. 
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The figure of a woman popped out of the corner. She was dressed in a brown sweater 
and cargo pants. Lith noticed she was young, couldn't be more than twenty years old. 
She was walking while spinning some odd handcuffs on her index finger. 

Sergeant Khran generated a powerful gust of wind from his hand, propelling the clay 
towards the girl's face. Despite the surprise attack, she managed to dodge it by 
rolling on the ground, taking out a wand from the back other pants. 

She screamed for help, but the clay was never meant to do damage. Lith could see 
her lips moving without emitting any sound, like watching an old silent movie. The 
same happened when streams of lightning made her slam against the wall in a 
seizure. 

Khan objective was a silent kill all along. 

"Hren, take care of the body and clean the scene. Red, stay with him and warn Hren if 
anyone else moves." Captain Yerna tapped on her ear to remind him of the 
communication earpiece in case he needed to contact her. 

The unit moved forward until the door to the basement. 

"White?" 

"Locked and enchanted." Lith replied using Invigoration to study it. It was a very 
crude pseudo core with only two mana pathways. Not strong enough to block 
someone determined to open it, but enough to slow them down. 

"Seriously, what do you usually do when you don't have a forgemaster?" 

"We mourn." Khran's reply didn't sound like a joke. 

"Klaatu Barada Nikto." Lith's fake magic word generated several tendrils of darkness 
that made short work of the pathways. Without something to contain its energies, 
the pseudo core faded away with a crackling sound. 

Lith took point to search for more traps, but there were none. The wooden stairway 
led them to a cellar six meters wide and ten meters long. Contrary to the run down 
look of the rest of the building, the room was clean. 

Behind a simple steel grille there were over twenty people of different gender and 
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age, laying either on the ground or against the walls. They were all shabbily dressed, 
their appearance suggested they had spent most of their lives on the streets. 

Yet they appeared to be well fed and in good health. There was no trace of dirt in 
their clothes. The weirdness of the scene didn't end there. 
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CHAPTER 276 
ROLL OUT PART TWO 


Lith signaled to those behind him to stop, scanning the place with Life Vision. 

'What the f*ck? 1 can feel the lingering presence of healing magic emanating from 
them. 1 can even smell traces of soap coming from their bodies. Someone has been 
taking good care of them, but why?' Lith thought. 

'Maybe 1 can answer that.' Solus felt there was something terribly wrong there. 

'All these people have only two things in common. Each one of them is older than 
twenty years and has at least an orange core.' 

'What?' Lith was bewildered by her words. So many people and no one with a red 
core was something impossible to achieve by chance. Not coupled with their age. 
Twenty years was the threshold of a mana core natural evolution for non Awakened 
one. 

"Is there something wrong?" Yerna asked. 

"Everything is clear. The grille is just a grille. Why no one is trying to escape?" The 
more Lith looked at them, the more the cellar reminded him of pigpen instead of a 
prison. 

Yerna walked past him, placing her hand on the keyhole turning it into an icicle 
before crashing it with her fist. She only needed to smell the breath of one of the 
prisoners to answer his question. 

"Ophaz. They keep them dosed." Ophaz was the name of a plant from which it was 
possible to extract the drug her team had been following for weeks. At low dosage, it 
induced a feeling of euphoria while at higher dosage it caused the user to be in a 
catatonic state. 

They would still be able to move and talk if interrogated, but their mind was clouded 
by the drug. They had no memory of themselves or will to fight. 
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"It's the latest form of slavery. Once you give someone the first dose, it turns them 
into meat dolls." 

"Do you want me to cleanse them?" 

"Gods, no. This is a blessing in disguise." The Captain shook her head. 

"Best case scenario, they would freak out. This way they are meeker than sheep. It 
will only take one of us to get them to safety. Can you...?" 

Lith sighed, opening a Warp Steps back to the control room. The prisoners moved 
sluggishly, mindlessly obeying the Captain's orders. 

"What do you make of this. Captain?" 

"Aside from a few exceptions, they are too bad looking or old to have any value as 
slaves, even for a fighting arena. Judging from the state of this place, they have been 
here for a while. 

"Only the cost of the drug necessary to keep them meek for so long makes the whole 
operation unprofitable. They have been nurtured for some reason I'm unable to 
comprehend." She then ordered the units outside to lock the perimeter. 

While Lith and the Captain were moving the prisoners, a couple of members of the 
unit performed a quick search of the cellar. They discovered a few small crates 
containing packets of drugs ready to be sold and several big crates. 

The latter contained luxury furniture ready to be shipped. 

"What the heck?" Hren was flabbergasted. 

"One of these things is worth more than I earn in a year!" 

"Seems we arrived just in time." Khran had a brooding face. 

"Those people were the last batch of whatever they are doing. The ringleader has 
packed their stuff and is ready to leave." 

Sweeping the first and the second floor took them less than a couple of minutes. 
With Red telling them where and how many their targets were, it was like shooting 
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fishes in a barrel. At each floor, Red would always detect the same inactive array. 


While moving through the various rooms and corridors, they could see that unlike 
the ground floor, the rest of the house was still completely furnished. Everything 
from the paintings to the tapestry was very valuable, but they were assembled with 
no taste. 

It seemed a patchwork made by a color-blind art connoisseur. 

'Ugh! 1 have never seen anything so tacky in three lives.' Lith thought. 

'Whoever did this would put the Mona Lisa beside a Pollock, with some piece of junk 
modern art in front of them both. I'm no expert, but that's enough to deserve to be 
hanged.' 

'Bad news.' Solus chimed in. '1 don't know if it's the same array Red sensed on the 
other floors, but there's one active on the third floor. 1 don't know its purpose, but 1 
can tell you it's something powerful enough to blind my mana sense. 

If not for Red, 1 couldn't tell you how many people there are up there.' 

"Wait, something is wrong here." They were moving in a single column and Lith was 
right behind the Captain, making it easy for him to stop the unit's advance. 

"1 can feel the hair on my neck standing up." He lied. According to Mogar's 
superstition, it was a common phenomenon in presence of powerful magic. In reality, 
it was just a reaction in front of impending danger, completely unrelated to magic. 

"1 thought 1 was getting paranoid because it's all too easy." Yerna nervously touched 
her nape. 

"What about you lot?" Fear spread like a disease, soon everyone shared the same 
feeling despite being calm until a second prior. 

"Red, check the next floor." 

"Gods protect me!" Red yelped after obeying the Captain's order. 

"White is right, there is something very wrong here." 
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'Of course, I am. Right, Solus?' Lith inwardly grinned. She didn't reply, limiting herself 
to a retching thought. 

"1 don't know what kind of array we are about to face, but 1 can tell you this. It's very 
powerful, it spreads through the whole house, and it feels..." 

Red extended his consciousness trying to probe deeper in order to understand the 
nature of their enemy. 

"It feels twisted. The spell is rooted from the light element, but the magic flows 
backward. It's hard to explain." Red was now drenched in cold sweat, his stomach 
was twisted into a knot. 

"Are you sure there's only one person left in the house?" Captain Yerna could feel the 
tension rising, her instinct was telling her to walk away. 

"Besides us? Positive." Red nodded. "It's right in the middle of the last floor. Hasn't 
moved since 1 cast the spell." 

"An array this powerful could make our numbers irrelevant. The hostages are safe, 
there is no reason to walk into a potential trap. Let's get out and wait for the 
reinforcements to arrive. This is above our paygrade. The Mage Association can deal 
with this much better than us." 

They walked back along the silence corridor they had created, quickly reaching the 
ground floor again. A blinding light erupted from under their feet. 

Red and Lith both understood what was happening. The former had studied hard to 
master such spell, the latter had already fallen for it once. 

The teleporting array moved the whole unit in the attic on the third floor. 

The entire floor was occupied by a single room, encircled by a dome made of light 
which pulsed with a rhythmical beat like it was alive. 

"First you interrupt my meal, then you steal my food." The man speaking was the 
most handsome and the most repulsing that any of those present had ever seen. 

"1 won't let you go away without proper compensation." 
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CHAPTER 111 
UNNATURAL (1) 


Saying that the attic was furnished would have been an understatement. Tapestry 
carpets, even the chair the man was sitting on were embedded with precious 
gemstones the size of a nut. 

Piles of coins and jewels were laying in random spots of the room as if a creature 
composed of living gold had a tour of the place while having a bad case of diarrhea. 

A magic eight pointed star inscribed in a circle made of pure white energy 
encompassed the whole room. At each extremity of the star, there was a small altar 
made of white marble. 

The surface of the altars was covered with runes that Red and Lith both would easily 
recognize as the same light magic runes that were empowering the array below their 
feet, if only they managed to take a single glance at them. 

If they did, they would have also noticed that on some of the altars there were dried 
up bodies, while the others had their pristine white surface tainted by an ashen 
powder. All the corpses were dried up like they had been dead for quite some time. 

Not even the fact that the body on the altar right in front of them was rapidly 
collapsing on itself, like it was a closed paper cup being sucked with a straw could 
make any member of the unit take their eyes off their unwanted host. 

The man literally sitting in the middle of that mess was on paper the embodiment of 
perfection. 1.9 meters [6'3"} high, with black hair of such a light shade to almost 
seem blue. His clear blue eyes were rested on a face that seemed to have been carved 
out by an artist in love with their own creation. 

His muscular body almost bulged out of his tacky clothes, like he could tear them up 
simply by taking a deep breath. 

Yet no man of the unit felt the tiniest tinge of envy nor any woman thought about 
anything outside pointing their weapons at him and fire them at will. 


traitorAIZEN 462 I 565 



He was too perfect to be natural. Each piece composing his body was flawless, but 
more than a person, he seemed like a patchwork of different humans assembled 
together. There was no harmony in his features. 

'That guy looks like the handsome brother of Frankenstein's monster.' Lith thought. 

After a split second of stupor due to the teleportation array. Captain Yerna pointed 
her wand at the man, quickly followed by all the members of the unit. They didn't 
give orders or made demands, they simply shoot a barrage of fire, ice, and lightning 
bolts until the man was turned into an half charred half frozen corpse and the chair 
into a bunch of golden splinters. 

'1 have bad news and 1 have worse news.' Now that they were inside the array, its 
mystical energies didn't impede Solus's senses anymore. With everyone busy and 
Red scared out of his wits, Lith was free to use his skills to get a grasp of the current 
situation. 

'1 think 1 know what this array does.' Solus explained while Lith used Invigoration on 
the array and Life Vision on the man. 

'It's filled to the brim with powerful energies, yet none of them belong to the 
unnatural man. My mana and life sense perceive at least nine different signatures 
currently coursing through the array. 1 think they belonged to the people on the 
altars.' 

The unnatural man was lying on the floor, but no one managed to relax. Despite its 
owner death, the light dome was still on. 

Seargent Khran tried to open the door, but the array also worked as a barrier, 
pushing him back with a jolt of light. Khran yelped in pain, the contact had badly 
burned his hands. 

"Who the heck was that guy? How do we get out of here?" He cursed. 

"Is, not was." Lith pointed at the body on the floor. "He is still alive and well." He 
could see how even after so many attacks, the body's life force was as strong as 
before. 

'Exactly.' Solus continued. 'The array keeps slowly injecting those energies inside 
him. 1 don't know why, though. The transfer's not fast enough to be some sort of 


traitorAIZEN 463 I 565 



healing device.' 


"Are you kidding me?" Khran scoffed while Hren helped him to drink a healing 
potion for his injured hands. "That guy is as dead as a doornail." 

"Am 1?" Said a silvery voice coming from the corpse as it tried to get up. A second 
barrage of spells stuck it before the sentence was completed, sending it sprawling on 
the floor. 

'Let me guess, that was just the bad news. What about the worse news?' Lith was 
putting together all the pieces of the puzzle. The picture taking shape in front of his 
eyes wasn't good. 

'The worse news is that the unnatural man seems to be a human Abomination 
hybrid.' 

Her words left Lith speechless. 

'Is he... like me?' 

'Not at all. 1 can see two cores inside of him, a bright cyan one and a smaller black 
one. 1 believe that just like Kalla's, his second core is artificial.' 

The corpse got on its back for a second time, getting blasted once again. This time no 
one stopped shooting until there was no charge left in their wands. 

"We need to get out of here!" Captain Yerna wasn't scared. She and her people had 
gone through worse situations in the past, keeping her cool had always turned out to 
be the winning move. 

"White, Warp us away from this sh*thole." 

Lith didn't make her repeat herself, but the dimensional door shattered as soon as it 
was formed. A second attempt bore the same result. 

"What's happening? Why it doesn't work?" Khran was starting to freak out, his voice 
rose of an octave. 

"1 have no clue." Instead of despairing, Lith placed both of his hands on the array. He 
was certain it was the root of all their problems. 
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"It's actually quite simple." The corpse of the unnatural man stood up from a pile of 
half molten jewels. Wands were once again aimed at him, but no spell was fired. 

"Dimensional magic requires a perfect balance between al the six elements." The 
unnatural man explained while his skin and hair regrew at an astounding speed. 

"This room is so filled with light magic that it makes impossible for a lowly human 
mage to find the balance necessary to tear up space. Don't blame the kid for his 
incompetence." He said with an amused look. 

"Even if he managed to do it, it would take me a simple wave of the hand to disrupt 
his focus. As I said earlier, no one is leaving until I get compensation for all the losses 
you have inflicted me. Kneel!" 

The unnatural man apparent kindness turned into a mask of fury. At his command, a 
new array overlaid with the already existing one. It increased the gravity of all those 
present by several folds, forcing them to fall on their knees. 

Only two people weren't affected by the new array. Lith, who was already hands on 
the ground studying the room, and the unnatural man, who kept standing as if 
nothing happened. 
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CHAPTER 278 
UNNATURAL (2) 


"Do you have any idea how hard it was to find humans smart enough to help me 
manage my business? How difficult it was to round up among the dregs of society 
the right ingredients for my path towards godhood? You..." 

The ramblings stopped. Suddenly the extra gravity had disappeared and the 
unnatural man could feel a stinging pain in his abdomen, along with a sensation he 
had never experience before in his life. Nausea. 

"You!" He screamed at Lith. While the others had jumped up on their feet assuming a 
defensive formation, Lith was still crouched. Several tendrils made of light and 
darkness came out of his body, tampering with the energy coursing below him. 

The array's magic circle was distorted, turning the clockwork formation into a 
shoddy mess. 

"Don't mind me." Lith replied with an innocent smile. "Keep talking, 1 was really 
caught up by your narration." 

'It seems you are right.' Solus kept observing the alterations in the man's cores. 

'The array is linked to his black core, feeding it of the accumulated energies inside 
the array. The black core absorbs and refines the energy before transferring it to the 
cyan one. 

'It's an artificial version of Accumulation. By my maker, 1 can't imagine how many 
lives it took for him to reach a bright cyan core.' 

'It was the only possible explanation for keeping those people prisoners.' Lith 
shrugged. 'He needs quality cores. That's why he fed and healed them. Probably he 
wanted them well ripened before squeezing them. So kind of him giving me a path 
straight to his mana core.' 

"How dare you touch a dragon's treasure?" The unnatural man turned into a blur. 
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charging at Lith while ripping to shreds all those standing on his path. Three 
members of the unit died without even managing to slow him down. 


'A dragon?' That word along with the man's speed sent a cold shiver down Lith's 
back. 

'1 thought it was just some psycho, but to be so quick he must be able to use fusion 
magic. Why the heck an Awakened need this contraption? Could a dragon really have 
just a cyan core? It doesn't make sense.' 

He didn't fear to fight another Awakened one, hybrid or not. Nor did he care about 
the rest of the unit, since they were dead the moment they would see his real skills. 
Lith was experiencing what all of his past opponents felt facing him. 

The confusion deriving from not having a clue about what he was against. 

The unnatural man jumped, extending towards Lith his hands that had turned into 
razor sharp claws. 

'What an idiot.' Lith sneered while getting back up. By leaving the ground, the 
opponent had actually slowed down. Once in the air, fusion magic was useless and 
the trajectory was easily predictable. 

Instead of freezing up in fear like his opponent expected, Lith took a side step. He 
then grabbed the arm while pivoting on his right foot, executing an overhead throw. 
Lith added his strength to the opponent's momentum, slamming him against the 
light dome. 

'This guy has no technique, just brute strength. Revealing his abilities just to scare 
me is stupid beyond reason.' 

'Why the throw?' Solus was confused by the turn of events. 

'Because normally one can't be harmed by their own magic. Yet 1 think he is trapped 
as well as we are.' 

The impact was strong enough to make the unnatural man penetrate into the light 
wall for a second. His flesh turned black while the energies trapped into the array 
reacted to the foreign body with a violent assault. 
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The unnatural man screamed in agony like he never did when the unit had showered 
him with tier three spells from their wands. The light dome pushed him away, 
making his body bounce on the floor writhing into spasms. 

Lith didn't wait for him to recover, using wind, gravity, and spirit magic to toss him 
again against the wall. 

'Bingo! The array is so filled with different energies that it's unable to recognize its 
master. 1 can kill him and not blow my cover. Two birds with one stone.' 

Alas, the unnatural man had no intention to cooperate. 

He roared with fury while his body covered with golden scales. Two membranous 
wings formed under his armpits, connecting his little fingers to the hips. The neck 
got longer while his face deformed into a long snout. 

His nostrils dilated doubling their size, his open mouth now bigger than a manhole 
revealed the rage burning within. The following breath of fire turned everyone on its 
path into cinders, making even the gold piles boil. 

When the jet of flames ended, the creature was over four meters [13 feet} tall, forced 
to bend over to avoid his head to graze the ceiling. His long tail whipped the air 
furiously, generating sparks whenever it briefly touched the array. 

Lith was taken by surprise, managing to dodge at the last second only thanks to air 
fusion. Yet his right leg was grazed by the flames, not even the Skinwalker armor 
could resist such intensity. 

Even using water fusion wasn't enough. The fire burned through the protective 
enchantment, covering the whole limb below the knee. 

Lith's skin was no more, his burned flesh left exposed the burned muscles still 
throbbing in pain. Four more members of the tactical unit were dead. Only the 
mystical energies of the array had protected the room, leaving the wall and the floor 
pristine. 

'That's not a man, that's a wyvern!' Solus clearly recalled Kalla's words during their 
last meeting. Magical beasts once Awakened would evolve into monsters. They could 
still have offspring, giving life to a new bloodline of creatures that wouldn't be 
Awakened ones. 
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He hid behind one of the altars, using light magic to heal his wounds. 


The wyvern roared in outrage. By slamming into the energy wall first and by 
recklessly using his fire breath, a good chunk of the energy stored in the formation 
had been lost. 

"1 was so close! Curse you, human!" 

Gadorf the wyvern was aware of being really close to a breakthrough. Even though 
he was no Awakened one, the black core he possessed gifted him with several 
powers. 

The ability to absorb the life force of living beings, to detect the magical talent of 
those close to him, enhanced regeneration, and partial resistance to most elements. 
At that moment, the only person that Gadorf hated more than Lith was his own 
father. 

It was because of his father's refusal of Awakening Gadorf that he had spent the last 
two centuries experimenting all kinds of forbidden magic. None of his experiments 
bore any fruit. Not until he met that arrogant, insufferable human. 

It was only by becoming their test subject that Gadorf had acquired the black core 
and the Life Draining array. That human was obsessed with the idea of achieving 
eternal life through the Abominations. 

After obtaining what he wanted, Gadorf would have gladly awarded them for their 
services with a swift death, but the Abominations serving the Master were too 
strong. 
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CHAPTER 279 
OPERATING ROOM (1) 


Gadorf had met the Master only a few years prior. Unable to assume a human form, 
the only way he had to acquire new techniques and materials was stealing them. 

Even if descending from the bloodline of an Evolved monster granted him the use of 
true magic on all six elements, the wyvern was still too weak to attack a major noble 
family or important merchants. 

Gadorf had already nearly got killed multiple times after raiding small cities. The 
Association responded quickly to threats, sending several mages at once to deal with 
him. Gadorf managed to survive only thanks to his mastery of light magic and arrays. 

In over two hundred years of practice, he had reached a level in those fields that very 
few mages could even start to comprehend. It was exactly because of his 
stubbornness that the Master had taken interest in him. 

Fighting the Master had been a humbling experience for Gadorf. Despite their 
experience gap, despite them being a fake mage, Gadorf's defeat took less than a 
minute. 

"You're lucky the Association put you on priority C until now." The Master wheezed. 
The fight had been brief, but exhausting for someone not used to fight like they were. 
Especially because they wanted to take Gadorf alive. 

"Me? A proud dragon, just a C-lister?" Gadorf's rage made the ground tremble, but 
the array keeping him prisoner didn't even budge. 

"A dragon? You?" The Master guffawed. 

"Good gods, your ego is bigger than Lady Tyris's a*s! Don't tell me that's the reason 
this dump you call home is full of gold and pieces of art?" 

Gadorf's reply was breathing fire with all the strength he had. The act almost 
resulted in suicide. The breath of a wyvern, just like those of a dragon, was neither 
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normal fire nor a magical one. 


It was a unique effect caused by the mix of their life force with the world energy no 
mana was involved. It was a similar effect Balkor had developed for his Valors, 
allowing them to emit rays of darkness from their eyes, without them being affected 
by slowness that affected all kinds of darkness magic. 

The downside of such powers was that just like a body can damage itself, so that 
kind of attack based on life force, no matter how little was employed, would harm 
the user as well as anyone else. 

Gadorf's screams of agony only made the Master guffaw until small tears of hilarity 
streamed from his eyes. 

"Conceited and stupid. It's a miracle you managed to survive this far. That's a good 
piece of news, Lizzie." The Master simply replaced the most consumed magic crystals 
with new ones. The array was back to full force in a split second, adding despair to 
the wyvern agony. 

"Tm not a lizard!" He roared. "I'm Gadorf, son of Xedros the first wyvern! One day 1 
will evolve into a dragon and feast on all those that belittled me. Be it you or my 
father, you'll end up the same way! Burned to death by my hand!" 

"The good news, Lizzie..." The Master continued after silencing their noisy prisoner. 

"...is that 1 believe that just like me, the gods don't play dice. We were destined to 
meet. My research can't go any further without a willing subject who allows me to 
study true magic, just like your pathetic daddy issues fueled quest can only get you 
killed if you keep acting on your own. 

Our interests are aligned. If you stop with your temper tantrums, we can make a 
deal." 

After summoning by their side an Eldritch Abomination to keep in check Gadorf's 
mood swings, the Master brought him to one of their labs. Gadorf was able to learn 
about Arthan's Madness and study its blueprints. The insane contraption turned out 
to be an endless source of inspiration for him. 

Together, they developed the Life Draining array for Gadorf and some of the 
technology the Master needed to fuse together Abominations in a stable form. 
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"I don't get it." While sealed up in one of the Master's gene-tanks, Gadorf could still 
talk while daydreaming about how inflict to his partner in crime the slowest and 
most painful death possible. 

"If you are already able to create artificial cores, why didn't you make one for 
yourself?" Gadorf was a prideful creature, to the point of considering even an equal 
partnership as a dishonor. He believed to have been born a ruler. 

As such, stomping arrogant ants was his birthright and the Master was no exception. 
By defeating him, by subjecting him to all those humiliating tests, the Master had 
earned themselves a thousand deaths. 

Alas, just like Xedros, the Master was too strong for him, yet. Gadorf could only suck 
it up and bide his time. 

"Because 1 don't like the middle way. The method we have developed for you may 
turn you into an Awakened one, but then what? You'll get a little more powerful, live 
a little bit longer. 1 find your idea of turning into a dragon is nothing more than 
wishful thinking. 

"You are already a wyvern, the very thought of someone as conceited as you 
becoming a Guardian is disturbing, to use a euphemism. Instead, if 1 succeed. I'll 
become an immortal being with no limit to my strength and none of the weaknesses 
that plague Abominations. 

"Humans have stopped evolving for a long time. Awakening is just a palliative care. 

I'll bring the dawn of a new golden age for mankind. Imagine a world where a 
selected few, the truly brilliant and enlightened, can lead the masses without the 
threat of death, aging, or illness." 

Gadorf had listened to that speech countless times. The Master's eyes always shone 
with a childlike enthusiasm that bordered madness. 

"Sure, there will be collateral damages. Some people will be sacrificed for the greater 
good, but Mogar is full of idiots that do not deserve to live. Small minded cretins 
incapable of seeing further than their nose." 

The rage transpiring from their words made Gadorf suspect that the Master was 
lonely, unappreciated, or both. 
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"You don't want to conquer the world?" Gadorf was flabbergasted. The Master was as 
powerful as short sighted. 

'Power is the only requirement to rule over the weak.' He thought. 

The Master laughed heartily at those words. 

"You really are insane, Lizzie. Tm just tired of seeing good people die while the 
mediocre thrive. To see true genius go unnoticed or buried under useless paperwork 
that could be handled by lesser men. 

"1 only want to show humans their true potential, to cure the ultimate disease: death. 
I'm sure that despite their name. Abominations are as natural as you and 1. They are 
the next evolutionary step, they just need to be perfected." 

After acquiring his black core and practicing his new skills, Gadorf was eager to leave 
the Master's side. The next time they met, it would have been when he ripped the 
Master's still beating heart from their chest. 

Or so Gadorf thought. 

"Where do you think you are going, Lizzie?" The Master refused to call him by his 
name until the wyvern gave up his pretentious dream of becoming a dragon. Both 
had proven to be stubborn. 
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CHAPTER 280 
OPERATING ROOM (2) 


"Away. I need food to evolve." Gadorf snarled. 

"You really are an idiot." The Master sighed. 

"Attack magical beasts and Evolved Monsters will kill you. Attack humans and mages 
will do the same. They are many while you are one. Not a particularly brilliant one at 
that." 

Gadorf growled, but didn't reply. He had always picked on humans because he was 
scared of meeting Evolved Monsters. The wyvern had always considered the humans 
as the weakest link, yet their fake mages had almost killed him several times. 

The Master was a human and a fake mage, yet had single handedly defeated him. 
Those words deeply wounded Gadorf's pride, yet their truth was undeniable. 

"This lab costs money. Giving you power cost me a lot of money. This isn't a bard's 
tale where you get riches simply thanks to the writer's pen. If you want your 'food' 
and get away with it, if you want your gold, you've got to earn it." 

The Master taught him how to feed only on the weak and the poor, those whose 
disappearance would cause no alarm, if not call for celebration. The Master also 
showed Gadorf how to alter his life force to assume a human form. 

It was something called "Body Sculpting". Last, but not least, the Master introduced 
him to the criminal underworld. Someone like Gadorf, capable of opening illegal 
Warp Gates crossing hundreds of kilometers at once thanks to his arrays, of 
transporting people and contraband alike, was a money-making machine. 

Drugs, fugitives, stolen goods, there was nothing Gadorf couldn't slip over the Griffon 
Kingdom's borders unnoticed. Even some of the most powerful noble families used 
his services to get to safety their endangered members, like the ex-Headmistress of 
the Lightning Griffon Linnea or Archmage Lukart did. 
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Thanks to their support and protection, his criminal empire had grown over time. 
The reports about his activities were constantly covered up or downplayed if hiding 
them was impossible. 

Sometimes, leading figures of human society would use him to get rid of overzealous 
officers, like Captain Yerna, or to settle their grudges away from the Crown's eyes, 
like in Lith's case. Yerna's execution was already scheduled, Lith's was just the icing 
on the cake. An opportunity to kill two pests with one stone. 

Gadorf needed food, they needed a killer, it was a win-win situation. 

The wyvern gladly indulged in such favours. He would get powerful mages to feed 
on, together with huge sums. The only sour note was that half his profits ended in 
the Master's pockets, to fund their research. 

'1 would have already acquired a treasure worthy of a dragon, if not for that leech!' 
Gadorf hated sharing, but the Master kept him on a tight leash. A single Eldritch was 
enough to chase him to the darkest corner of Mogar and put him down like a rabid 
dog. 

While Gadorf was assessing his losses, watching his treasures boil and his priceless 
furniture turn to ashes, Lith was back at his peak condition. 

'Where the heck are the reinforcements?' He had no idea that those sent to their aid 
were of no threat to the wyvern, nor that they had been sent to the wrong address. 
One hand washed the other, and both hands washed the face. 

'Who's left?' Among the smoke and flames, it was hard for Lith to see. Thanks to air 
magic, breathing was not a problem instead. 

'You, Red, the Captain, the Sergeant, and the only two orange cored members of the 
unit. 1 suspect the wyvern did it on purpose.' Solus replied. 

'No sh*t, Sherlock. We must be his full course. Time to go all out.' Lith actually had 
several attack plans, but none of his liking. The wyvern was bigger and stronger than 
him. 

Between the fire breath and the tail ending with a talon-like extremity, Lith was 
tempted to curse at the unfairness of the match. 
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'Could as well got a broom up his a*s, so he can sweep the floor and kick my butt at 
the same time.' Lith focused on Solus's ring, making it grow until it covered his whole 
right hand. 

Now it looked like a stone gauntlet with a yellow gemstone shining at the center of 
the back of the hand. Then, he used darkness magic to cancel his presence and fire 
magic to spread the smoke while making it thicker. 

Thanks to Life, Vision Lith could easily see Gadorf through to smoke and circle 
around him waiting for the moment to strike. The wyvern kept turning his head, 
sniffing the air in search of his prey. 

The array hindered his mana perception. Gadorf was sure to have left alive the right 
ones, but couldn't pinpoint their exact location. He tried multiple times to extinguish 
the fires and clear up the smoke, but someone was opposing him. 

'1 could force my way through, but this could be some kind of trap.' The resistance he 
felt made keeping control over the burning environment a tug of war of willpower. 

To prevail, Gadorf needed to focus. Such a focus would diminish his awareness of the 
surroundings. 

'Bah, I'm overthinking. 1 have nothing to fear from some weak humans and 
unharmed kids.' 

Lith felt his grasp over the smoke weakening and smiled for it. 

'He is no Awakened, otherwise the smoke wouldn't hinder his senses. Finally a piece 
of good news.' 

The moment the air cleared, Lith struck. He charged towards the wyvern's exposed 
back, his hands pulsing with electricity. Gadorf had centuries of battle experience, as 
soon as he smelled traces of ozone in the air, he reacted boosting his reflexes with air 
fusion. 

His tail lashed toward Lith with the bone stinger aimed at his shoulder. The ritual 
required a living prey, not a healthy one after all. Lith took out the Gatekeeper 
bastard sword at the last second, boosting himself with fire, air, and water fusion. 

The sword's appearing took Gadorf by surprise, while Lith's movements brought 
complete shock to him. They were too fast, leaving him no space do dodge. Too 
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strong, cutting through his scales, flesh, and bones like a hot knife does with butter. 


Too fluid, allowing his arms to move up and down like a slithering snake, amputating 
one chunk of flesh after the other. When Gadorf managed to pull the tail back, half of 
it was already painting the floor red. 

"My tail! How? Why?" Had Lith cut it once, reattaching the two severed parts would 
have been a piece of cake. Now the wyvern's only options were to collect and 
reattach the pieces one by one or regrow the tail. 

The latter solution would leave Gadorf drained. He didn't dare to leave himself more 
exposed to such a cruel sword. 

"Why?" Usually Lith wouldn't talk. This time he knew his opponent was getting 
weaker by the second because of the blood spurting from the amputated extremity, 
while as long he was allowed to use Invigoration his energy was endless. 

"Because this isn't a fight. This is just another operating room..." He infused the 
Gatekeeper with darkness magic, slashing the chunks of tail again. 

"...and I'm the healer." Lith taunted the wyvern with his sword, while the flesh rotted 
at a speed visible at the naked eye. 

"Curse you!" Gadorf charged in outrage, his blood boiling from fury, his hatred taking 
physical form, engulfing him with an armor of living fire. 

Red and the surviving members of the team couldn't believe their own eyes. None of 
what was happening made any sense. Yet Lith's next move surpassed it all. 
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CHAPTER 281 
LIGHT AND DARKNESS (1) 


From his first and only serious fight with Protector, back when he was still a child, 
Lith had learned an important lesson. 

Be it while facing one of the Kings of the Trawn woods, an Abomination, an Evolved 
Monster, or a Valor, he had always stuck to it, never allowing his pride to blind him. 

Even with an enhanced body, even despite all the changes he had experienced after 
the recent breakthroughs, Lith never allowed himself to forget that he was just 
human. 

There were enemies whose fury and savagery he couldn't match, no matter how 
badly he wanted it. Instead of charging blindly like his rage demanded, like his 
opponent was doing, Lith kept his mind cold while his mana core burned with 
power. 

He had to play it smart, eroding his opponent's strength until the tables were turned. 

Gadorf had never been so furious in all his life. He had allowed a simple human 
hatchling to mutilate him. With his flesh now rotten, reattaching the pieces was 
impossible, the only choice he had left was regrowing it. 

That was the exact reason why Lith had done it. 

'He is faster and stronger than me, but without the tail his balance is all over the 
place. No matter if he prefers to keep his energies and wobble like a duck or to heal 
himself and exhaust his reserves. Either way he is dead.' 

The stump had stopped bleeding, but Gadorf wasn't used moving, let alone flying 
without his tail and in such a confined space at that. To keep his balance, he ended 
up twisting his body multiple times, touching the edges of the array with 
catastrophic consequences. 

Every time the array and the destructive spell engulfing him clashed, both would 
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lose part of their power while waves of pain invaded the wyvern's body. Lith easily 
dodged the charge with a few side steps. When the left wing passed a few 
centimeters from him, he slashed down with both hands. 

The blade cut through the light bone of the arm, lacerating the wing almost all the 
way to the wyvern's hip. The short flight turned into a tumble, slamming against the 
altars before crashing into the barrier again. 

A new barrage of spells struck the wyvern's body, making him bounce back and forth 
against the dome of light like a pinball. Lith and the surviving members of the unit, 
even Red, were throwing everything they had, to pin Gadorf as long as possible. 

Gadorf was almost in agony. The phantom pain from the tail was blinding, his left 
wing was being consumed by the darkness magic Lith had infused into the blade, 
and his back was sizzling like a steak forgotten on the barbeque. 

Worst of all was his pride, shattered like it didn't happen from years. Yet the physical 
pain made him snap out of his fury. The wyvern was thinking clearly again. His 
survival instinct combined with centuries of battle experience allowed him to see 
how foolish he had been. 

'1 really am an idiot.' The Master's words echoed into his mind and for the first time 
the wyvern actually listened to them. Seeing that the kid with the sword was waiting 
for him to do something stupid again, Gadorf took a deep breath instead. 

Lith rolled behind the closest altar, expecting another breath of fire and so did the 
others. Gadorf channeled light magic into his wing instead, wiping off the dark 
energies and healing the limb. 

"Tm done underestimating you, human." 

Despite his arrogant tone, Gadorf didn't like his odds. His body was too huge to move 
nimbly inside the array's closed space. Yet he didn't dare return to his human husk. 
Tier three and below spells could barely break his skin, let alone harm his scales. 

The sword, though, was another matter entirely. His human form wouldn't be able to 
stand more than a couple of slashes from such a powerful weapon. 

'That kid is too fast for a human. Could he be like me? In disguise?' Another sting 
struck his abdomen while Gadorf was lost in thought. 
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Lith was tampering again with the array, poisoning its energies and the wyvern 
along with them. Gadorf inwardly cursed at him, quickly weaving a barrage of ice 
spears while taking back control over the array at the same time. 

Lith channeled fire fusion into the Gatekeeper, engulfing himself in a shroud of 
flames that turned the ice into steam. Gadorf looked at the sword with greed, before 
Blinking behind Lith and releasing a new stream of flames from his mouth. 

'Oh sh*t!' Lith inwardly cursed, realizing that the opponent not only could use 
dimensional magic, but also true dimensional magic. His instincts screamed at him 
to put the sword away and Blink to safety, an action that would lead to his death. 

Warp Steps had already failed him before, there was no reason to believe Blink 
would work any different. Also, without the sword, the difference in physical 
prowess would be crippling at such a close range. 

Lith clenched his teeth while suppressing his muscle reflexes. His only option was to 
dodge. 

Yet it failed. His legs were stuck to the ground, Lith found himself incapable of lifting 
a single foot. While the flames roared towards him, he needed only a glance to 
understand what had happened. 

The energy of the array was wrapped around him like a leash, blocking his 
movements. 

"Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me. The array is mine! You 
are not the only one that can twist it to your whims!" 

Lith didn't lose time wondering how the heck the wyvern could talk while hurling 
the stream of fire. He channeled water and air fusion into the sword, splitting the 
river of flames in two while generating a cold aura to protect himself from the 
scorching heat. 

Yet he was too close to their source and the wyvern's breath too deep. The creature's 
flames had an intensity on par with the tier five Raging Sun that had almost killed 
him in the past. They broke through the aura first and the armor later, prickling at 
his skin like thousands of white-hot needles. 

Lith's hair took fire, his skin was covered in blisters and burns despite the multiple 
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layers of magical protections. 


Captain Yerna didn't stand idle. She had attempted to contact the HQ multiple times, 
but the signal was jammed. Yerna had already used all the weapons she had with 
little to no effect. She only had one card left to play. 

While the two monsters fought, she reached Red's side. 

"Why are you staring at them like an idiot? Do something, now!" 

"Me?" Red was almost frozen in fear, his mind replaying Balkor's attack in a loop. 

"You are the soldier! You do something." 

"Kid, 1 only know tier three spells that the army bestowed to me. The Sargent is just a 
magico stuck at tier two. Do you really think we can help? You are a Warden and we 
are stuck inside an array. Do your thing!" 

Red cursed at himself. He had picked a potentially dangerous job to get rid of the fear 
and helplessness Balkor had etched into his heart. Yet just like during those days, he 
was cowering in fear behind others. 

"It's going to take time." 

"Then you'd better start now!" 
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CHAPTER 282 
LIGHT AND DARKNESS (2) 


Before the jet of fire ended, Gadorf charged head first at Lith like a ram. Even with 
the flames still raging around him, fighting off the blinding pain with light fusion, 

Lith saw the wyvern coming at him and acted accordingly. 

The heat had not only injured Lith, but also weakened his constraints. He could now 
let himself fall to the ground, holding the sword with both hands close to his chest. 

As he expected, Gadorf Blinked at the last second, keeping his momentum to strike at 
him from a dead angle. 

It was what Lith would have done in his shoes. 

With the back on the ground, however, he had no blind spots. The area was still 
shrouded in flames, Gadorf had no way to know Lith's exact position. His head only 
hit empty air, Lith rolled away as soon as the Blink happened. 

Darkness energy coursed through the blade, grazing one of the wyvern's legs as he 
passed. It was just a scratch, but it affected Gadorf's already precarious balance, 
chipping again his life force at the same time. 

The wyvern tripped on his own feet, crashing against one of the altars. The array 
protected and empowered it, giving Gadorf the impression of having hit a mountain. 
Lith was too weak, his battered body didn't allow him for fast movements anymore. 

Charging at Gadorf was like asking him to Blink and put him out of his misery. 

Lith lifted his sword again, using all the strength he had left to stab the ground, 
unleashing all the accumulated darkness magic into the array. The wyvern felt like 
his body was being torn into shreds. 

The array was like an IV of life force dripping straight into his core. If Lith's previous 
tampering felt like someone messing with the needle, now it was like venom had 
been injected into it. 
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"What the f*ck are you?" Gadorf yelled, writhing in pain. 


His words made no sense to the survivors. Their knowledge of magic was so limited 
they thought Lith's performance was thanks to his training and equipment. They had 
no way to understand the number of layers the fight was taking place on, nor the 
amount of energies which had been expended with every strike. 

Gadorf himself only understood that Lith was capable of using true magic, but Life 
Vision and Invigoration were beyond his comprehension. At that moment Lith was 
using his breathing technique not to heal his wounds, but to keep a steady flow of 
darkness magic through the blade, shaking the array to its foundations. 

The wyvern roared, realizing his chances to breakthrough to the next level were nigh 
zero. Best case scenario the array was damaged, worst case scenario it was poisoned. 

Gritting his teeth Gadorf conjured his strongest attack, the tier five light spell Purge. 
His eyes were fixated on Lith while the whole room was filled with streams of light of 
different colors, resembling an aurora borealis. 

Then, everything went black. Agony blinded his mind while a small icicle physically 
blinded him. 

"Forgot about me?" Captain Yerna's voice sounded from his right side. Between the 
pain from the array and his attention focused on his opponent, Gadorf had really 
forgotten about the insignificant ants. 

Yerna had managed to circle around him, waiting for the moment to strike. Her spell 
was too weak to change the course of the fight unless it hit a critical spot. Compared 
to the scales, the wyvern's eyes were soft. 

With his concentration lost. Purge was dispelled. Another ice dart was aimed at the 
remaining left eye. Gadorf only needed to slightly tilt his head to make it harmlessly 
strike the scales instead. The wyvern was enraged once more, on the brink of losing 
its mind again. 

The wyvern roared. Blinking behind the officer that had just shot from his wand, 
decapitating him in a single bite. He disappeared again, materializing in front of 
Sargent Khran, his mouth already opened. 

Gadorf hated wasting so much energy, but without the tail and an eye, moving 
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normally would mean becoming a sitting duck. Knowing what was about to happen, 
Khran inwardly cursed while raising his arms over his head. 

His last act wasn't a futile attempt of protecting his life. Khran was aware he 
wouldn't see ever again his wife or children. Gadorf's fangs effortless bit off his 
upper torso, swallowing it in one gulp. 

What the wyvern didn't know was that inside the Sargent's hands there were the 
broken extremities of his wand. The damaged alchemical tool went haywire, the wild 
energies it sealed quickly reached the magical stone, releasing all of its power in a 
small conflagration. 

Lith ignored the screams around him, focusing only on two things. Following the 
wyvern movements with Life Vision and corrupting the array as fast as he could. The 
energies seeping into the black core were corroding it instead of nurturing it. 

Once the black core filtering them was destroyed, the life forces contained into the 
array would directly reach the wyvern's true core, destroying it. 

The explosion caught both Lith and the wyvern by surprise. Gadorf's innards were 
strong enough to withstand the blow, but not without taking damage. The wyvern 
coughed smoke and blood, trying to breathe. 

It was the first real opening since the fight had started, yet Lith stood still. 

'Without dimensional magic, to get there I'd have to fly. Rather than making myself 
an easy target, it's better to keep weakening him. If he is able to cut off his pain 
receptors like I'm doing, he could ignore his wounds and crush me the second I'm 
within his reach.' 

Like they were sharing a mind link, Gadorf used darkness magic to stop feeling pain. 
He Blinked right above Lith, to squash him with his weight. The talons on his feet 
were longer than twenty centimeters [8 inches} and harder than steel. 

The wyvern slashed downwards with his legs, their longer reach prevented Lith 
from raising his sword and impale him. He had no time to adjust his position, 
standing there meant having his arms torn or worse. 

Lith rolled away, but the talons still managed to open deep wounds on his back, from 
the clavicle to under his rib cage. Blood spurted all over the wyvern's body, filling 
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him with renewed confidence. 


Gadorf pushed forward to not lose the advantage, following the prey closely. Lith 
couldn't expose his back anymore, so he turned around, slashing randomly with the 
Gatekeeper to keep the monster at bay. 

Lith's swordsmanship was already bad to start with. Now that his arms were 
weakened by the wounds, Gadorf had an easy time grabbing it in mid air and ripping 
it from Lith's hands in one fluid movement. 

Contrary to his expectations, the brief contact welcomed him into a world of hurt. 
The sword had been infused with light magic, granting it healing properties. The 
spell Lith had imbued it with wasn't meant to treat any injury, only to reconnect the 
severed pain receptors. 

Gadorf lost his grip, throwing the sword as far as he could. His throat was back to 
burning so bad that every breath was agony. Every time the ice shard piercing his eye 
moved, the pain would make his vision go blank. 

Suddenly Gadorf couldn't breathe nor see. He fell on his knees trying to control the 
spasms and shut down the receptors again. The wyvern regained his sight just in 
time to see Red completing his spell, turning the world around them into shards of 
light. 
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CHAPTER 283 
CALL(l) 


After Captain Yerna's wake up call, Red was forced to bet everything on a desperate 
gamble. The members of the unit were dying like flies and despite his outstanding 
equipment, there was only so much White could do against a wyvern. 

The Captain had asked him to do his thing, but there was actually a single option in 
his arsenal. Countering an unknown array was almost impossible, the only thing he 
could do was to identify its key points and use them to bring it down. 

Destroying an array was always risky, even more if you were blocked inside it. It 
meant twisting the energies coursing through the formation into chaos, turning the 
mana flow against itself until its structure collapsed. 

The stronger the array, the greater the risk for the consequences to be literally 
explosive. The only perk of the Disarray spell was to be relatively quick compared to 
most Warden incantations. 

'If it works 1 may die, but if it doesn't I'll die for sure. Here goes everything!' Red 
thought. 

The only silver lining was that, based on his previous analysis, the array seemed to 
be based on light magic, hence probably harmless. 

Probably. 

The word echoed in his mind while the Life Draining array shattered, freeing the 
prisoners from their cage. The life force released formed wisps of light, the intensity 
of which made it almost impossible to see. 

The surviving member of the unit jumped off the nearest window without hesitation, 
quickly followed by Red. While their uniforms could easily protect them from the fall, 
the same could not be said against an angry wyvern. 

Their escape almost had a tragic ending, since their colleagues surrounding the 
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house had been spooked by the explosion of lights. Not receiving any response from 
the Captain for several minutes, they had requested for back up and were expecting 
the worse. 

The sudden explosion made them trigger happy. A few of them shot at their falling 
comrades before seeing the black of their uniforms. 

Meanwhile, Gadorf was panicking. The array had been dispelled before the link 
between the magic formation and his mana core could be severed. What was meant 
to be his instrument toward godhood was now a gaping hole in his cores. 

He had the means and the knowledge to mend the damage, the Master had foreseen 
for such an eventuality to happen. The black core served both as a filter for the 
foreign energies and as a plug. 

The problem was the contingency plan had been devised for the case something 
went wrong during the casting of the array or the assimilation process, not to be 
used in dire circumstances. 

Gadorf was heavily injured, most of his mana spent. Not to mention he had no doubt 
that the monstrous kid wouldn't let him cast a new array and perform several 
healing spells while standing idle. 

"Come on. White. Let's go!" Captain Yerna was still there. White was just an unknown 
temporary member of her unit, but she had seen too many good people die in a 
single day to leave someone, especially a kid, behind. 

Lith's body was battered, covered with so many first degree burns his skin was nigh 
red rather than pink. Life fusion had partially healed the haemorrhage on his back, 
but it was still bleeding. 

Now he could Blink again, the problem was he had enough strength just for one last 
trick and movement spells inflicted no damage. 

'Leave no loose ends.' His mind kept looping. The wyvern knew. 

The wyvern had to die. 

Invigoration was off the table. The moment he focused on the breathing technique, 
Gadorf could still Blink. Even if Lith knew exactly where he would appear, the 
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wyvern had proved to be too fast even for his enhanced reflexes. 


That when his body had yet to become a bloody mess. 

Hearing Yerna's voice triggered Gadorf. His blind eye was a constant reminder of 
what underestimating her could cause. Following his mana perception, the wyvern 
cast a stream of lightning with his left hand while charging up a breath to intercept 
Lith the moment he came to the rescue. 

Seeing the air crackle, Yerna cursed at the monster before taking cover behind an 
altar, still refusing to leave. Even without the array, the marble was unaffected by the 
spell. 

Contrary to the wyvern's expectations, Lith didn't move an inch. His eyes kept 
staring at his opponent while his hands weaved and amplified a spell he was too 
weak to cast with his mind alone. 

"Damn you!" Gadorf cursed again. The woman clearly had no value as a hostage. The 
realization shattered his hopes to use her to stall for time and save his cores. 

His time was running out, he could hear the escaped officer yelling about the need of 
sending reinforcements. Gadorf was left with one choice. The energy from the Life 
Draining array was still lingering in the room and there was still more than enough 
to overload his core. 

Remembering the Master's words, rather than death Gadorf preferred to join the 
ranks of his Abominations. That was the black core's last trump card. 

Just like Kalla's blood core made it easier for her turning into an undead, the artificial 
black core was supposed to greatly increase the wyvern's chances of successfully 
turning into an Abomination. 

Gadorf used the last of his magical strength to collect all the energies and forcefully 
inject them into his body. Suddenly he was full of vigor, the missing tail and the 
pierced eye didn't bother him more than a scratch would. 

His rage and pride were replaced by a quiet hunger while his physical body started 
to crack under the massive pressure coming from inside. For the first time in his life, 
Gadorf felt at peace with the world. 
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His path was now clear in front of him, neither Lith or his father meant anything. The 
only sour note was that until he learned how to control his new body, magic would 
be out of his reach. 

"I'll need a lot of life force to complete the transformation. It's a good thing Xenatos 
is such a populous city." Gadorf's tone was relaxed, but he was actually focused. With 
his new senses, he could perceive that Lith's spell was a darkness one. 

"Since the two of you pushed me this far, it's only fair for you to become the 
foundations of my new life." The wyvern smiled softly while his flesh crumbled. 

Such a spell was useless against him now that he was back at his prime. Darkness 
magic was the bane of undead and Abominations alike, but even the most powerful 
sword was useless if it was unable to hit its target. 

Gadorf bolted toward Lith, lured by the light of his cyan core like a thirsty man by a 
gushing fountain. He moved in a zig-zag pattern, making impossible to predict his 
trajectory 

The wyvern was so fast that he had barely the time to notice that the young mage 
was uncaring for the evasive maneuver. Lith just focused all of his strength on his 
right hand. 

His right bare hand. 

'Didn't he wear a magic gauntlet? Where has it...' Even if he had realized it earlier, it 
would have been useless. Back when he had ripped the Gatekeeper from Lith's hand. 
Solus had followed suit, suppressing her energies behind the sword's waiting for an 
opening. 
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CHAPTER 284 
CALL (2) 


While the wyvern wasted his movements, the sword flew in a straight line held and 
empowered by Solus, whose senses allowed her to pinpoint her target with surgical 
precision. 

Infused with air magic, the Gatekeeper struck a split second after leaving the ground 
where it lied in ambush. The blade went through and through, adding its own 
momentum to the wyvern's to drag him to his demise. 

Lith unleashed the darkness spell while Solus acted like a lightning rod, guiding it to 
destination. Their lives were linked and so were their energies. Manipulating Lith's 
spells, even from a distance, came natural to Solus like thinking. 

"There's two of you?" There was no rage in Gadorf's last whisper, only surprise. 

His cores were already weakened from the continuous poisoning Lith had inflicted 
them and the stress the metamorphosis caused. The first wave of darkness was 
enough to wipe them both away, turning the wyvern into a bad memory. 

The sword disappeared into the glove and the glove shapeshifted back into a ring 
before returning to Lith's finger. When Yerna came out of her hiding spot, it was 
already over. Everything had happened in just a few seconds after the lightning 
struck. 

"A little help here." Lith was sitting on the ground in a small pool of his own blood. 

The Captain had no idea what had happened, yet it didn't stop her from applying 
first aid at the best other capabilities. The wounds were too extensive, they required 
tier four healing magic. Stopping the bleed was within her reach instead. 

"The monster?" She looked around nervously, expecting it to jump out from the 
shadows. 

"Dead. That lightning was his swan's song." Lith lied, pointing his finger to the few 
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scales still in the process of turning into light. 


"Seems his life and the array were connected. Red saved our lives." 

"Saved our lives my a*s!" The Captain cursed. She knew it was unbecoming of an 
official and didn't care one bit at the moment. 

"Even if what you say is true, it means that if instead of chickening out he had acted 
earlier, half of my team would still be alive. Khran would still be alive!" Yerna had yet 
to come to terms with the massacre other unit. 

"You are crazy, instead. Tampering right off the bat with an unknown array and 
holding your ground like a madman." She wanted to scold him, but found herself 
unable to. 

"The good kind of crazy. Red or not. I'm going to write in my report that if it wasn't 
for you, we would be lying on those altars, waiting for that crazed monster to turn us 
into dried meat. That and the fact we've been set up." 

"Set up?" Lith raised his eyebrow in interest. 

"Yes, even if 1 have no proof, Tm certain of it. Too much of our intel was wrong. The 
support was supposed to be on stand by, yet never arrived. Too many things do not 
add up. It's likely to be all my fault. 1 stepped on too many entitled toes during the 
last years. 

"Tm ready to bet my next two months' pay that everything will be covered up. Some 
minor bureaucrat will be fired, all thoughts and prayers to the victims, but in the 
end, nobody will be held accountable. 

"Those rich bustards always get away with everything." Rage and sorrow cracked her 
voice. 

"Gods, so many people have died today. Good people. What Tm going to say to their 
families?" 

Lith didn't know and didn't care. 

"Tm not much for justice..." He took out his communication amulet. 
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"but revenge, is something I respect. It's time to see if my pin is worth its troubles." 
Lith called what he thought being his most powerful ally. He had no idea if the real 
target was him or the Captain. Either way, Yerna's reasoning was sound. 

Someone had to pay. 

The royal constable Jirni Ernas was surprised seeing Lith's identification rune, he 
never called her before. 

"This better be imp... What happened to you?" Lith looked like a burning building 
had just collapsed on his head, yet Jirni knew he could shrug off such a trivial event 
without a scratch. 

"Murder attempt. I've been set up during academy duty." Lith used the same tone 
anyone would use to talk about the weather. 

Jirni liked him more every time they spoke. 

'Calm and collected, like a professional.' 

"Tell me everything." 

"One moment." Lith gave the amulet to the captain, who didn't know how to react. 

"Ma'am, your son is safe and sound. I can't tell you more and neither should he." 
Yerna threw a mean look at Lith. 

"Today's events are likely to be classified. I'm really sorry." 

Jirni found the situation hilarious, yet she just smiled warmly. Unlike Lith's standard 
issue communication amulet, her own was capable of forwarding and registering 
conversations, among many things. 

She shared the call with Linjos and the Queen, before making the proper 
introductions. 

"Don't worry. Captain Yerna." Her amulet's facial recognition program had already 
uploaded the Captain's personal file along with all the relevant information about 
her career. 
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"I'm not his mother. I'm the royal constable Jirni Ernas. Give me a detailed report of 
what happened. Start from the beginning.' 




"A wyvern?" Linjos was shocked, the Queen merely amused. 

"What are your orders, your Majesty?" Jirni asked. 

"Go to the precinct, interrogate everyone thoroughly. Find who is behind this attack 
and why it happened." Queen Sylpha was wandering how valuable could it be a mage 
who faced a Valor first and an Evolved monster later and lived to tell the tale. 

"It won't take long." Jirni was on her way since the Captain had finished her report. 

"Once I find them?" It wasn't a matter of 'if in her mind, only of 'when'. 

"Search their homes, interrogate them very thoroughly and once you are finished 
with them, kill them all." The only answer that came to Queen's mind was 'priceless.' 

"Something slow and flashy. I want to send the message that the Crown is not to be 
trifled with. Just to be sure to hit where it really hurts, strip their families of all their 
wealth. Half for the Crown, the other half to split between the academies involved. 
Make sure the families of the victims get properly compensated." 




'Well, not bad for just an hour of work.' Lith thought once he was back at the White 
Griffon academy. There was still one hour and something before the beginning of the 
next lesson. 

Arriving at Xenatos, listening to the debrief, and scouting the place had taken them 
half an hour. The assault at the building lasted less than ten minutes, the rest of the 
time had been lost receiving first aid. 

'I could have healed everything by myself, but since normal people need hours to 
regenerate mana or life force, it's better not to show off.' 

'The plan worked like a charm.' Solus thought merrily. 'My new powers grant me 
much more versatility. Tm still a yellow core, but I can pull my weight now.' 
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It was her first time killing someone, yet she couldn't care less. 
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CHAPTER 285 
SCANNER (1) 


The Skinwalker armor had more holes than swiss cheese, but it was perfectly 
functional. The problem was repairing it required time or mana. Alas, Lith had a 
shortage of both. 

Luckily, the Warp Gate [*} brought him straight from Xenatos to Linjos's office, where 
Manohar, Vastor, and Marth were waiting for him. 

Marth was there to heal his wounds while Vastor replenished his life force. Manohar 
was attending out of curiosity. He seemed to find the story of the wyvern and his 
mysterious array quite fascinating. 

Lith reported to them the events, replying to all their questions about the nature of 
the Life Draining spell being careful to not blow his cover. 

"Fascinating!" Manohar listened to every detail like they were sweet words from his 
beloved one. 

"Wyverns are also known as pseudo dragons or lesser dragons. Never use those 
terms in front of them. They consider it a racial slur, just like the word 'lizard'." 

"Bah!" Vastor scoffed at Manohar's childish enthusiasm. "1 have yet to meet a single 
dragon and even if they exist, they would still be lizards. A wyvern is even worse, it's 
just a lizzie." 

"A what?" Lith asked. 

"It means a lizard with an inferiority complex." Marth explained. 

"It's how we members of the Queen's corps refer to W 5 rverns when they are not 
within earshot." 

"Wait, you are members of the Queen's corps?" Lith was flabbergasted. Vastor looked 
more like a chef than a fighter. Marth closely resembled one of his high school 
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teachers. As for Manohar, he was Manohar. 


It was an inhuman task just to imagine someone willing to fight beside him without 
being given the opportunity to strangle him on a regular basis. 

"We are. Don't underestimate me because of my well-fed exterior." Vastor patted his 
large belly to emphasize the point. 

"Every element is deadly. It all depends on the user. Also, there is no one mad enough 
to walk into a fight without a true healer. After you experience enough battles, even if 
you start as a total rookie, you are bound to pick up a few tricks along the way." 

"Indeed. Until wars and illnesses exist, healers are like breathing. Something 
annoying that you can't live without." Manohar nodded in agreement with Vastor. 

"Back to the lizzie's topic, I wonder what the array did for him. Beasts use a kind of 
magic completely different from ours. Maybe we could have learned something by 
comparing a human and a beast array." 

"Unlikely." Vastor scoffed again while checking Lith's vitals. 

"Surely it was something idiotic. It cost him his life." 

"Today I find myself agreeing with you often, my mildly esteemed colleague." 
Manohar nodded again. 

Vastor took the unintended insult gracefully, barely dilating his nostrils in 
annoyance. 

"How do you feel?" Marth had just finished regrowing his hair. 

"Tired." Lith replied. 

"You don't say, Lith." Vastor gave him a hospital gown to wear over his tattered 
clothes. 

"The first lesson of Body Sculpting will be a simple one, but you still need mana. Let's 
go to the hospital and find you a bed. You can rest until your companions get back 
from their chores." 
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A Warp Steps brought them to destination. 


"I'm really proud of you. It's amazing how much you have grown as a mage in a 
single year." Vaster said while Lith was tucking himself inside one of the beds in the 
VIP wing. 

"Yet I feel forced giving you an unsolicited piece of advice. Being under the spotlight 
feels good, I know it very well. Sometimes it's better to keep a low profile, though. 
Otherwise the wrong kind of people will take interest in you. 

"At that point, being a healer will become a hobby, a cover story at best. Small or big, 
there is no country that isn't constantly looking out for a Highmaster." Vastor sighed 
deeply. 

His eyes went out of focus, Lith's enhanced instinct could sense that the Professor 
was being overwhelmed by bad memories. 

"That's how the Griffon Kingdom calls them." Vastor mistook Lith's curiosity about 
his past for confusion about the unknown term. 

"The Gorgon Empire prefers the term Ravager while the Blood Desert calls them 
Starkiher. No matter the name, they are ah the same. Mass murderers with a badge." 

"I thought War Mages and Wardens are the real backbones of an army." 

"They are." Vastor nodded. "Highmasters rarely take part in a war. It's too risky. They 
either start or end it." 

A long silence befell between the two men, while Lith mulled over the Professor's 
words. 

"This time you had no choice, but the next time you attend a party, do not show off 
that much. Otherwise when you get to my age, you'll have a lot of regrets." Vastor 
closed the curtains around the bed, giving Lith shade and privacy. 

'He's a man full of surprises.' Solus said. 

'Indeed. The real question is: is he worried about my future or rather that someone 
recruits me before he does? There is no such thing as a free meal.' 
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'Your paranoia it's disheartening.' Solus pouted. 'Can't you just accept someone's 
kindness at face value for once?' 

'My paranoia is one of the reasons I'm still alive.' After all that had happened that 
day, Solus had no argument to refute his logic. 




When the first gong woke Lith up, most of the damage sustained by the Skinwalker 
armor was repaired. It took him a bit of mana for the finishing touch while using 
Invigoration to recover his strength. 

His body was in perfect condition, but his mind was still sluggish. 

'The Skinwalker amor's self repair speed is much greater than the uniform's, yet it's 
still not enough. 1 better recover at least half of my mana. No matter how simple the 
lesson can be, 1 don't want to suffer a headache the whole time.' 

Professor Vastor was waiting at the hospital's entrance for the students to arrive. He 
led them inside a small laboratory that had been rearranged to be used as a 
classroom. It contained sixteen desks, each one with a sealed fish tank on it. 

After the students took their places, Vastor snapped his fingers. Inside the tanks now 
there was what appeared to be a cake shaped gelatine. They were all identical, each 
one was a translucent, colorless mass with no distinguishing feature. 

Only when the 'cakes' started to move around, looking for a way out of the fish tanks, 
some of the youths realized what was in front of them. 

"Is this a slime?" Yurial asked pointing at the thing that was slowly climbing the 
glass, until it was hanging upside down from the top of the tank. 

"Yes. Ten points to Yurial for his expertise." Those that had recognized the creature 
too but hesitated to express their mind, silently cursed at Yurial. 

"The first part of today's exercise is to learn the Scanner spell which detects the 
subject's life force, and then use it on the slime in front of you. These creatures have 
the simplest life force pattern known to man, so 1 expect it shouldn't take much for 
talented students like you to get accustomed to it." 
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"What's a slime?" Lith asked. He had never found a trace of them in any bestiary he 
had purchased, nor met any during his hunts. 

"Excellent question." Vastor nodded while throwing a mean look at those that were 
sniggering behind Lith's back. 


traitorAIZEN 499 I 565 



CHAPTER 286 
SCANNER (2) 


"Even if can be dangerous if let grow unchecked, a slime is not a monster. By 
definition, a monster is a sentient creature that naturally harbors hostility towards 
mankind. 

"Despite having the intelligence and the means to communicate, monsters see us as 
we do with cattle. That's why magical beasts are not considered monsters, because 
they are capable of understanding human speech and cooperate with us. 

"The same applies to Evolved monsters that are called as such simply because they 
don't resemble animals anymore and because we humans need to put tags on 
everything. 

"The slime is not a monster because it lacks both sentience and hostility It's a 
mindless natural scavenger that preys mostly on small animal carcasses. The more 
they eat the more they grow in size, until they split generating two individuals that 
are the exact copy of the original one. 

"Some researchers even hypothesize that all existing slimes have spawned from a 
single one over the millennia, but 1 digress. What matters to you for this exercise, is 
that all the slimes on your desks are identical and we have more to spare. 

"So even if you mess up, you can get a replacement." 

A snap of Vastor's finger made a slime appear on the desk in front of him. He quickly 
cast Scanner, making the slime deflate while its fluids spread inside the tank 

Some students shuddered, imagining the same thing happening to a human patient 
in front of them. 

"Is the Scanner spell harmful to the patient?" Lith asked. 

"Ten points to Lith for his scientific curiosity and admirable work ethic." 
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Once again, each assigned point was a knife in the heart of those that despite having 
the same question didn't ask it, fearing it was a stupid one. 

"No, it's not. However, some students get carried away in excitement and attempt to 
manipulate the life force with messy consequences." 

At that point, Vastor taught them Scanner. Less than five minutes later everyone had 
mastered the spell and were using them to study their own test subject. 

"Professor, my slime keeps moving around. Is there a way to hold it still?" Asked a 
boy. 

"Sure, you just have to kill it." Vastor replied with a sneer. 

"Do you expect a heart to stop beating or the blood to stop flowing to make your life 
easier? Consider the slime as an involuntary muscle." 

Lith was amazed by the slime's composition. Despite being liquid looking, once seen 
through the Scanner spell it actually resembled a stack of gelatinous lego bricks. To 
move they would slide along each other, swapping their position like a treadmill. 

Each brick emitted a red pulsing light that defined its contours, its individual vitality, 
providing a living map of the whole creature. Even if the bricks appeared to be 
capable of independent movement, after further examination Lith noticed a red 
pathway connecting all the nearby bricks. 

He then used Invigoration to compare the two skills. 

He hoped that just like clothes, the thin barrier between the slime and his hand 
wasn't enough to block his magical sense. Through Invigoration Lith could sense the 
creature's life force, its feeble mana flow, but no life force or any organ. 

To Invigoration the slime appeared like a huge single-cell organism. 

'Seems fake magic just beat us this time.' Lith was amazed and kind of frightened by 
the discovery that even Invigoration had limits. 

'For now.' Solus eased his paranoia with her soothing voice. 

'We can always master Scanner and evolve it into true magic. Also, who knows? 
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Maybe it can teach us new ways of using Invigoration.' 


Lith inwardly nodded, going back to use Scanner, but this time on himself to better 
comprehend what the spell was showing him. Unlike Invigoration, Scanner was 
unable to provide full-body imaging. 

Everything appeared as a red blur until Lith focused his attention on his arm and 
then on his hand. Now he could see the muscles, the bones, the blood vessels as well 
as the nerves surrounding them. 

Yet he visualized them as red lego bricks too. Some were smaller, others bigger, but 
all were connected by multiple glowing red strings the complexity of which made 
him dizzy. It was like studying a 3D railway map made with an erector set. 

The intricacy of a single of Lith's fingers was way higher than that of the whole slime. 
Lith went back to examining the slime again, gaining a new understanding of how 
the creature worked. 

Suddenly, Vaster clapped his hands, almost making him flinch in surprise. 

"The first hour is over. Enough with the theory, it's time to put what you have learned 
to practice. 1 can tell you in advance it's a bad day for being a slime." 




Griffon Kingdom, City of Xenatos, House of Duke Cailon 

Eberst Cailon, twelfth Duke of Xenatos, was a big and burly man. Even though he had 
been born a noble, Eberst had voluntarily served in the army, quickly achieving the 
rank of Captain. 

After the honorable discharge, he had never stopped training himself following a 
rigid schedule. With his 1.9 meters [6'3"}, he was an imposing sight to behold. His 
pitch black hair and beard made him look authoritative, almost cruel. 

Rumour said that he never cried during his adult life. Neither when his beloved 
parents died of old age or when his wife gave birth to his firstborn. 

Yet now, while Lith was studying his slime, Duke Cailon was sobbing, shivering 
uncontrollably. There were no restraints preventing him from standing up from the 
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chair of his own office and run for his life, yet he didn't dare to. 


Not after his last attempts only resulted in a dislocated shoulder, three broken false 
ribs, and his index fingers more twisted than a pretzel. 

Fear blocked him like the cruelest of chains. He couldn't understand how someone 
so small could also be so strong. 

Lady Jirni Ernas was a petite woman, barely 1.52 cm [5'} high. She was wearing her 
dark blue military uniform that emphasized her blonde hair held up in a ponytail 
and her sapphire blue eyes. She looked like a doll. 

If the doll was Chucky's blood relative, of course. 

"You are really making things hard for me, Ebert." Her tone was sad, almost 
sympathetic. 

"Everyone at the precinct, even the chief of police, was so kind to break in less than a 
few minutes of interrogation each. 1 already have everything 1 need to convict you of 
capital crimes." 

Jirni pointed at the several folders she had thrown on the desk of his own office at 
the begin of their conversation. Each one contained hard proof of how large sums of 
money, after passing through the hands of several figureheads and being laundered 
by shell companies ended straight in his personal accounts. 

Each folder was a different source of income. Human trafficking, embezzling of royal 
funds for the territory, bribery, and so much more. Some of those papers weren't 
even supposed to exist, but in such shady business, it was common practice for the 
involved parties to keep some records as "insurance", in case something went wrong. 

Duke Cailon accomplices had sold him. Some in exchange for a reduced sentence, 
others just to make Jirni stop. 

A burst of pain from his shoulder made him scream. 
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CHAPTER 287 
CHISEL (1) 


"Finally!" Jirni exclaimed. Ebert Cailon had managed to impress her. Hurting or 
threatening him had been useless until that moment. It was the first time he made a 
real sound. 

"Aside from cracking their own nails, nobles are not supposed to have a notion of 
pain. It's what makes you so easy to interrogate. Now we have something to work 
on." She removed the ten centimeters [4 inches} enchanted needle imbued with her 
light magic. 

The pain disappeared, leaving only a small trickle of blood. 

"What was that?" Duke Cailon asked while gasping for air. 

"A nerve bundle in your deltoid muscle." 

"Do your worst, witch." He replied while gritting his teeth. "If I'm already dead, 1 have 
nothing to lose. You can make me scream, but 1 will not betray my comrades!" 

"Comrades? This means they are your buddies from the army." She giggled. 

Eberst bit his tongue in despair. Then, everything went off the rails. 

"As for having nothing to lose, 1 beg to differ." She showed him her communication 
amulet while pressing a too familiar contact rune. 

"That's my son's rune! How did you get it?" Duke Cailon went pale. 

"Dad?" A childish voice came out of the amulet. 

"Is that you? Is everything ah right, daddy?" 

Jirni pressed the rune a second time, ending the call. 
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"You can talk now, or I can make your son spectate to our next session. It's all up to 
you." She smiled softly, aware that her prey was mortally wounded 

"You are a monster!" Ebert jumped from the chair trying to tackle her. He held his 
only arm high to protect his vitals, as the army had taught him. 

Jirni executed a low kick in response. The steel toe other booth hit the side of his left 
kneecap, shattering Ebert's balance and knee joint at once. Before he could fall on 
the ground, she headbutted Duke Gallon on the nose and back on the armchair. 

Her right hand moved like a snake, striking at a nerve on the back of the neck with 
her index and middle finger. The pain hit like a shockwave, making Ebert forget for a 
second about his broken joint. 

"Ebert, start telling me something I don't know. Otherwise I'll show you what a real 
monster is." 




White Griffon Academy, in the same moment. 

A second sealed fish tank appeared on each desk. At first glance there was no 
difference between them, nor between their inmates. 

"The first slime is a 'healthy' one. The second one is your patient. We Professors have 
altered their life forces and created anomalies in their bodies. You'll use the first 
slime as a baseline to find what's wrong in the second one and understand how you 
are going to fix it." Vastor explained. 

'It's the same method I used to cure mom.' Lith was amazed by how much tier five 
magic resembled true magic. 

Several hands were raised at once. Vastor pointed at Friya, allowing her to talk. 

"Professor, before you effortlessly killed a slime. Does this spell have any combat 
application?" 

"No." Vastor shook his head. "I managed to do that because all slimes are identical. I 
don't even need to look at their life force anymore to know how to manipulate them. 
To use it against an opponent. I'd need them to be still long enough for me to 
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understand their life force. 


"During all that time, 1 could kill them hundreds of times by using more ordinary 
spells." 

Now it was Quylla's turn to speak. 

"Professor, are we really sure they are mindless creatures? This exercise seems 
cruel." 

"Mindless, yes. 1 can assure you about that. They have no mind nor memory, just 
instincts. It has been proved by countless experiments. 1 won't lie to you, though. 
They are still living beings, so they feel pain. Remember this while you play with 
their lives." 

Some students shuddered. They unconsciously took a step back from the tanks. 

"No one forces you to be here. No one forces you to become a Healer." Vaster sighed. 

"Tier five healing magic is extremely delicate. It can only be learned through a trial 
and error process. We start with slimes because they are easy to deal with, but also 
because they are the perfect starting point to steel yourself. 

"They have no eyes, no mouth, no fur. Nothing that can make you empathize with 
them. Then we will move to small animals, bigger animals and lastly on humans. If 
you hesitate now, how will you be able to heal anyone?" 

"Humans? We'll have patients?" Many students asked in unison. 

"No. You'll have convicts, not patients. People whose actions are so terrible that even 
the death penalty has been deemed not to be punishment enough. People that no 
one cares about and would be better off dead, but still people." 

Several of those present gulped a lump of saliva. They looked at each other, 
wondering what to do. Some even eyed the door, uncertain for the first time about 
their career. 

"Would you prefer to practice on innocents? To kill anyone dumb enough to ask for 
your help until you learn how to properly perform Body Sculpting? If it can ease your 
conscience, those convicts would die anyway after several hours of torture. 
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"They volunteered for this. You are their only hope for a clean death. If you are so 
worried about hurting someone, you shouldn't have picked any specialization. A 
Healer is also a torturer. 

"Battle and War Mage are fancy names for killers. Alchemists and Forgemasters are 
nothing more than weapon dealers. Now, for those still interested in becoming 
Healers, I'll explain the Chisel spell. The rest of you feel free to leave." 

No one left the room, but it was clear from the mood that many had doubts. 

The spell was complex and required a lot of focus. It generated a single blue tendril 
of mana that allowed the student to interact with the patient's life force with surgical 
precision. 

The task was made even harder by the necessity of employing two spells at once: 
Scanner and Chisel. Vastor explained that a full fledged healer required at least triple 
casting. The ideal procedure required to use Scanner twice. One for the patient and 
the other for the healthy subject, usually the Healer themselves. Chisel was 
employed only on the patient. 

A few slimes were colored, some had odd shapes, others had small tendrils. Lith's 
slime was one of the latter. After carefully studying both slimes, he came up with two 
possible solutions. 

'From what 1 can see with Scanner, while normal bricks are all linked between 
themselves, those that make up the tendrils are disconnected from the main body, 
with the only exception of those at the base of the tendrils. 

'So, 1 can either severe the life force connecting the bricks that serve as junction or 
make them be reabsorbed. 1 have no idea how to perform the second procedure, 
though.' Lith pondered about the problem, before following Occam's Razor. 

The simplest explanation is usually the correct one. 

The first method was similar to amputation, something that Vastor had harshly 
criticized during the first lesson. It was bound to be painful for the patient as well as 
wasteful. Hence Lith deduced it was also the wrong solution. 
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CHAPTER 288 
CHISEL (2) 


The second method, instead, required for Lith to create new strands of life force and 
use them to connect the isolated bricks inside the tendrils to the ones inside the 
body. Lith did like Vaster suggested, using triple casting to keep everything under 
control. 

When the gong rang, the class was disheartened. Only a few slimes had died, but 
none of the students succeeded Sculpting the slime back to normal. Lith had only 
managed to make a single tendril a bit shorter after the whole hour. 

Vastor didn't seem to mind, patting their backs and complimenting them. 

"Excellent work, people. I'm amazed by how many of you successfully used triple 
casting. We'll continue next time." 

"Continue?" Everyone was dumbfounded. 

"Well, yeah." Vastor replied with a laugh. "To finish at your first attempt in just an 
hour you should be monsters. Before you go, a word of advice to those who killed 
their slime. Cutting meat it's a butcher's work, not a Healer's. 

They may be mindless creatures, but if you do not anesthetize them, even slimes die 
out of shock from the excessive pain. Class dismissed." 

Lith walked toward his companions, pondering about what he had learned. 

'Now 1 get why Marth was so enthusiast about the diagnostic spell 1 shared. Scanner 
is able to sense life force in great detail, but it gives no information about the actual 
body. Also, it's overly convoluted. Even repairing a single bone by altering the life 
force is not an easy feat. It's much simpler to use normal light magic.' He thought. 

'Not only that.' Solus chimed in. 'It's also very risky. Altering the life force means that 
the slightest mistake causes damage that can only be fixed by using Chisel again, 
which can lead to another mistake. The silver lining of this method is that on Mogar 
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they can use it to fix genetic disorders.' 


'Indeed. We must find a way to incorporate Scanner with Invigoration or at least 
with your life sense, otherwise...' 

"Is it true?" Friya interrupted their conversation. Yurial and Quylla followed her 
closely. 

"What is true?" Lith was still thinking about genetic disorders, but there was no such 
term in Mogar's tongue. 

"That you fought a wyvern, you dummy!" 

"I thought it was supposed to be a secret, but yes it's true." Lith nodded in slight 
surprise. 

"It's a secret if you have no relatives in the army, the Mage Association, or in an 
important family." Friya scoffed at his naivety. 

"That or if unlike most of us, you aren't working as a clerk for the Association." 

Quylla pointed out. It was the second available duty awarding the most points. It 
came with zero risks, aside from dying of boredom under a mountain of documents. 

"What happened in Xenatos generated a mountain of paperwork. I doubt any 
student of any academy at this point doesn't know about it." 

"Who cares about the paperwork!" Yurial wanted more juicy news. 

"What does a wyvern look like? Was it strong? How the heck did you survive? The 
reports didn't say much. You must tell us everything!" Lith was happy and pissed off 
at the same time by seeing them so excited. 

Happy because after Balkor's attack, the mood turned heavy. It took the whole 
winter break for things to slowly go back to normal. Pissed off because it was his life 
they were talking about like it was some kind of reality show. 

"He was impressive." Enemy or not, Lith refused to speak about Gadorf as a thing 
instead of a person. He used the same respect he would have liked for himself or for 
Solus, if their true nature was ever exposed. 
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"A wyvern..." 

"Thank the gods you are okay!" The moment they walked out the light magic 
department, Phloria hugged him tightly, lifting him a few centimeters from the 
ground. 

"I'm going to kill you for making me hear about it from my mom instead than from 
you." Contrary to her words, the embrace was tender and her voice filled with 
warmth. 

"1 didn't want to bother you during your community service." He had prepared no lie, 
so Lith spoke the truth. 

"How can you put your life and my community service on the same priority level?" 
Phloria was shocked. 

"Did you at least call your parents?" She put him down. 

"Why would 1?" Her questions didn't make any sense to him. 

"Are you telling me you almost got cooked, sliced, and yet you didn't feel the need to 
call anyone? To hear a friendly voice to share the joy of being alive? Seriously, what's 
wrong with you?" Now her voice and words were a match made in heaven. 

Lith froze for a second. It was all true. Between the disregard for his own life he felt 
ever since he was on Earth and everything that had happened on Mogar, a near death 
experience felt just like a Monday to him. 

The realization was disturbing. 

"1 never made a mystery of being kind of insane in the membrane." Lith tapped his 
temple with an index finger. 

"So do you want me to list what's wrong with me in chronological, or alphabetical 
order?" 

The group had a good laugh at Phloria's expenses. She was the only one to not find 
the joke funny. Not one bit. 

She pinched her nose with her eyes closed, trying to calm down. 
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"Okay, now tell me everything about your day from the beginning. 1 need to know 
how bad it is." 

While they walked toward the canteen, Lith shared with them the whole story. 




House Ernas, at that moment. 

Lady Ernas managed to get home just in time for lunch. Even if their duties kept 
them apart for most of the day, she and Orion always tried to consume their meals 
together. It was a way for them to relax and unload their daily burdens. 

Jirni had still much to do in Xenatos. After Cailon surrendered, he had given her the 
names of all the players involved in that morning's events together with all the dirt 
he had on them. 

In the underworld, there was no honor among noble criminals. The best way to get 
rid of a competitor had always been to collect incriminating evidence until there was 
enough for an anonymous tip. 

At that point, if the constable assigned to the case was competent enough, it was only 
a matter of time before the Kingdom did the dirty work in their stead. What Duke 
Cailon had given her wasn't enough to indict any of them, but enough to start an 
investigation. 

A confession to a Royal Constable didn't allow to bargain for a reduced sentence 
unless it was backed by proof. That was another reason why so many collected 
information about their competition. It was both a weapon and a shield for rainy 
days. 

Now that she had completed a branch of the investigation, she had to open the new 
one from what she had. Like a domino, Jirni had to bring down the little pieces, until 
she had enough to make the big ones fall too. 

There was only one rule in that game: follow the money. 

While power plays could be concluded with an allusion or a handshake, moving huge 
sums always left a trail. Following such trails was Jirni Ernas's specialty. Aside from 
interrogation, of course. 
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She was surprised to discover that Orion had prepared the main dish. Cooking was a 
hobby he practiced when something was troubling him. 


"Did something happen today to you too, dear?" Orion was a good cook. It was the 
timing of the events worrying her. 

"As a matter of fact, yes. From today onwards. I'm relieved from all my duties as a 
member of the Knight's Guard." 
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CHAPTER 289 
BONDING (1) 


"What? Why?" She couldn't believe her own ears. 

"Do you know what happened today at Xenatos?" 

Jirni nodded. 

"Well, it seems that one of my swords was decisive in slaying a wyvern and now 
everyone wants one!" 

"How is that bad news?" Jirni laughed, her fears were relieved. 

"It's not bad news, it just doesn't make sense. The Gatekeeper is something 1 made to 
keep you and our little Flower happy. Since Lith is no swordsman and can't use spells 
with only one hand, its only ability is to channel and amplify first magic. 

Phloria always says he is very good at it." What Orion didn't know, was that true and 
first magic worked through the same principles, making the Gatekeeper the perfect 
weapon for an Awakened one. 

"Only ability? Do you mean you realized something that boosts the effects of the only 
kind of magic anyone can use and which can be cast silently, taking the opponent by 
surprise?" 

"Yes. Even though when you put it that way, you make me feel quite dumb." 

"Why didn't you make one for me too?" Jirni almost felt jealous. 

"Because it's just a jack of all trades but master of none. 1 made you much better 
weapons!" Orion almost felt offended. Jirni's needles were among his masterpieces. 

They amplified her light magic, allowing Jirni to stimulate the victim's pain receptors 
maximizing the effects of her interrogation techniques and healing most of the 
damage dealt at the same time, it was just one of their functions. 
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"Still, 1 could use a Gatekeeper." Jirni added. "1 think you simply underestimate your 
talents dear. Why the suspension, though?" 

"That's the odd thing. I'm assigned at Forgemastering duty until 1 deliver nine blades 
like that to the Crown." 




White Griffon Academy 

Lith was really happy to have managed to tell most of the story on the way to the 
canteen, otherwise lunch would have taken forever. After sustaining so many 
wounds and consuming so much mana, he ate the equivalent of a whole turkey by 
himself. 

By sharing with him part of his life force earlier, Vastor had replenished Lith's 
stamina, not his nutrients reserve. Magic couldn't create life, only enhance or alter it. 

"Just how badly did the wyvern hurt you?" Phloria was worried. The few times she 
had seen him eat like two Quylla was when he had been pushed an inch from death. 

Lith shrugged. He had nothing to add to his report. 

"Okay, that's it. Luckily, there is still quite some time before the next lesson." She 
stood up dragging him by the arm. 

"Sorry, guys. Lith needs to rest and I'm going to make sure he doesn't do something 
stupid like training or studying." 

They got out of the canteen so fast that Lith had just the time to say: 

"See you later!" 

Quylla and Friya giggled like crazy at the scene. 

"1 swear, sometimes they look identical to mom and dad." Quylla was truly happy for 
her sister. Over time, she had outgrown her puppy love for Lith. Her new family had 
quenched Quylla's desperate desire for affection, allowing her to understand better 
her own feelings. 
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"If only their heights could be swapped it would be a perfect match." Friya added, 
making them laugh even harder. 

"Is it me or Phloria got prettier?" Yurial felt uneasy asking such a question. 

"Did you notice too?" Friya nodded. "After Balkor's attack, she's lost part other 
edginess. Mom says it's because when a woman falls in love, she becomes more 
dazzling." 

"The real question is: why do you care? Do you have a crush on her?" Quylla was a bit 
annoyed. After a whole year using Vastor's tonic and proper feeding, she was the one 
that had improved the most among the three girls. 

She not only had become taller, but also her body had developed enough to make her 
look like a young girl instead of a child. Yet no one seemed to have noticed, even after 
the winter break. 

"No, but I'm afraid I maybe developing it." He sighed. 

"What?" Friya was flabbergasted by his answer, but most of all by his honesty. 

"I thought she wasn't even your type." 

"She doesn't even get close. It's just that I'm desperate at the idea that I never had 
anyone that cared so much for me and probably I never will." 




Lith was forced to spend the time before the Forgemastering lesson sleeping. Phloria 
had managed to knock him out with a clever trick. As soon as they started cuddling, 
she told him about her day and all the archiving protocols she had learned about. 

Lith's mind didn't last five minutes. 

Despite Invigoration, he still felt fuzzy. 

'Damn, she was right. I really needed to...' 

The moment he stepped into the class, Lith was assaulted by enough hostility to give 
him the creeps. There were less than twenty people, no one seemed to pay him any 
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attention. Yet his instincts were warning him about an impending danger. 


'There is no hidden threat.' Solus kept scanning their surroundings to no avail. 

'1 can get some of these spoiled brats are angry at me, but this much? It's not a single 
individual, more like a collective will. A shared emotion.' Lith thought. 

"Why are you blocking the door?" Lith turned around, discovering that Professor 
Wanemyre was right behind him. He was so tense to not even notice her arrival. 

"Sorry." He walked to the nearest desk. The hostility had disappeared, but he still felt 
nervous. 

"Welcome back, future Forgemasters." Wanemyre was back in her prime. The effects 
of the toxin had completely disappeared. 

"Today I'll explain to you the true value of magic crystals and how to employ them in 
your creations." Lith carefully observed her and all of those present. No one seemed 
to be aware of what had just happened. 

"What you are going to learn today, requires you to have mastered everything we 
practiced during the fourth year. We are going to expand and revise your foundations 
of Forgemastering. From here, the sky and your talent are the only limits. 

"First of all, why are magic crystals so important for us? Because as 1 previously 
explained, unanimated matter resists to our attempts to imbue it with external 
magical power. 

"That's why without a crystal you can't put more than one spell per item, why the 
time window for the enchantments is so short. Forgemastering requires the strength 
and the skill to permanently force your magic onto something. 

"Let's make an example with made up numbers. An iron sword has an innate magic 
of ten, while a tier three spell requires one hundred. This means that creating an iron 
sword capable of shooting lightning requires infusing it with a magical force ten 
times its natural capacity. 

"It makes the process difficult and limited. Difficult because the sword will attempt 
to reject nine tenths of the spell, limited because if 1 try to infuse a magical force 
above the tenfold threshold the item will break." 
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'I wish I knew all this earlier.' Lith inwardly sighed. He remembered how many 
materials he wasted before discovering that silver was the best suited element for 
hosting great magical forces without the support of a crystal. 
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CHAPTER 290 
BONDING (2) 


"Magic crystals allow us to overcome this issue. Forgemasters and Alchemists both 
consider a crystal as a beating magical heart in search of a body. The more powerful 
the gemstone, the greater the number and quality of enchantments it can sustain. 

"That is also the reason why Alchemical tools mostly use up to yellow gemstones, 
because it would be a waste otherwise. Alchemical tools are meant to be cheap and 
mass produced. 

"Using green crystals or above for a single spell would defy everything Alchemy 
stands for. The cost of the gemstone alone would be enough to buy a better 
Forgemastered item. 

"Embedding a crystal is a delicate and irreversible process in Forgemastering. Once 
the heart has a body, they become one. If the iron sword of my previous example 
were embedded with a green crystal, its innate magic would raise to one thousand. 

This means that we can now infuse into it a magical force up to ten thousand. It 
makes it possible to imbue the sword with multiple spells." 

"How does a crystal fix the problem of the limited time window for enchanting an 
item?" Asked a chestnut haired boy. 

"Once one or more crystals are embedded, the Forgemaster no longer channels their 
magic directly through the object, but through the gemstones instead. They are also 
amazing magical conductors that widen the time window from a few seconds up to a 
few days, depending on their strength. 

"Otherwise it would be impossible for a single Forgemaster to have enough mana to 
imbue so many spells at once. Another reason for using mana crystals is because 
they are a power source. 

"If you remember, the elemental weapons you crafted during the past third trimester, 
can be only used two, three times a day tops. Gemstones allow using multiple spells 
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in a short time frame with no mana expenditure from the user. 


"Good magical items, like your communication amulets, require one blue gemstone 
minimum. Blue and violet gemstones are expensive, but they absorb mana very 
quickly from the environment, making it possible to keep an enchanted item active 
almost indefinitely. 

"Green and cyan crystals are employed only for making toys or ceremonial weapons. 
Any more questions before we move to a practical demonstration?" 

Lith raised his hand while Solus left his finger to take a closer look at the students. 
Her mana sense perceived a familiar sensation, but it was too faint to recognize it 
from a distance. 

"Does it mean that crystal embedded Forgemastered items can last forever?" Lith's 
question was linked to Solus's nature. 

'What Wanemyre explained doesn't make sense. Thanks to true magic 1 know that 
without the imprinting from the mage, the mana pathways fade away with time and 
the pseudo core dissipates. If crystals are also power sources, why Solus almost 
died?' He thought. 

"1 would have talked about this before we studied constructs, like golems or 
gargoyles. No harm in moving a little ahead of time, though. The answer is no, they 
don't. Most stories about heroes finding legendary equipment laying on the floor are 
just stories. 

"Without a user, an artifact will degrade over time, magical gemstone or not. It 
happens because all items have passive properties that are always kept active, like 
weight reduction, self repair, or enhanced resistance. 

"Usually, the more powerful the artifact, the more passive abilities it has. It means 
that magical gemstones alone cannot keep up with the mana expenditure. That's 
why golems require arrays that serve as recharge pods. 

"Unlike artifacts, arrays have a single function making them easier to preserve. 
Ancient noble households are protected by several arrays, but each one has its own 
magical stones and requires maintenance. Anything else?" 

Lith shook his head. 
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'The tower from her memories was so big and powerful that probably it would have 
required a whole crystal mine to keep it active. Especially since Solus cannot go in 
stand by mode. It would mean her death.' 

By the end of Wanemyre explanation, Solus had returned. 

"Yes." Asked a black haired girl. "Why not just enable passive abilities to be turned off 
whenever the object is not imprinted?" 

"Because most of those spells are needed to preserve the magical item. Even if you 
do not notice it, imbuing an object with a great magical force causes a constant 
erosion. If an artifact sustains too much damage, it loses all its magical properties. 

"The only way to preserve it from the passage of time is either to pass it to a new 
owner or use an array. Both solutions require for the original user to die in a manner 
convenient enough to allow for the artifact to be preserved. Useless to say, it doesn't 
happen often." 

Then, Professor Wanemyre proceeded to teach them the Bonding spell before giving 
a practical demonstration. She placed an amulet and a green gemstone inside a 
magic circle entirely made of runes of power. They were so tightly packed to almost 
resemble a straight line. 

"1 hope you learned to use water magic well, or drawing this kind of circles will take 
you days." Wanemyre grinned seeing many quivering at her words. 

She didn't need to charge the magic circle with mana. Wanemyre directly chanted 
instead. 

The amulet and the gemstone started to float in mid air, orbiting around each other 
like twin stars while the runes turned into threads of blue light. The threads pierced 
both items, passing through them over and over again. 

After each passage, the amulet and the crystal neared each other until they came into 
contact. Then, Wanemyre chanted a different spell. The threads entered inside the 
gemstone, painting it blue before spreading to the whole surface of the amulet. 

Lith could see the lines of power even without Life Vision, finally understanding why 
crafters considered magic crystals like living hearts. The threads had formed the 
equivalent of a mana circulatory system, allowing the gemstone to fill the 
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amulet/body with its power. 


The lines turned from blue to green before disappearing, while the amulet returned 
on the flat surface of the black Forgemastering table. 

'It's just as she said.' Solus was amazed. '1 can see with my mana sense that the 
amulet has now a powerful magical aura. In a way, it reminds me of ourselves.' 

"Now the amulet is ready to be enchanted. The use of the Bonding spell does not 
imply the need to imbue spells right off the bat. Bonding and Forgemastering can be 
considered two separate processes. 

"Now it's your turn to try. This is tier five magic, so remember that the spell requires 
from you to generate as many threads you can control. The greater the number, the 
better the Bonding. A Forgemaster like me can generate one thread per each rune. 

"In your case, since it's your first attempt, one out of four runes can be considered a 
passing grade, but only if the Bonding is successful. All the threads must always go 
through both targets. If even one misses, the spell will fail. Who wants to go first?" 
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CHAPTER 291 
GROWING HOSTILITY (1) 


Lith stood up, eager to put his talent as Forgemaster to the test. The pattern of the 
spell was simple, but the execution was complex. It allowed the mage to choose if to 
power up the runes one by one like Wanemyre just did, or to group them up as she 
suggested. 

Making a single strand out of four runes meant a lesser strain on the mage during 
the first chant, since it required an average level of multi casting, but it made things 
more complicated during the second spell. 

It would generate a thread four times thicker and likely four times harder to control. 
The second spell was just a crutch for the mage's willpower, making it easier to 
control the conjured energies. 

After learning the spells, Lith went all out. His multi casting ability allowed him to 
control ten spells at once, one for each finger. He created one thread out of two 
runes, twice the number Wanemyre required. 

Lith could have conjured more, but it would have meant risking to fail. Since it wasn't 
a life or death situation, there was no need to bite more than he was certain to be 
able to chew. 

When Wanemyre performed the spell, the resulting energy strands were as thick as 
hairs and moved in unison, like they shared a hive mind. Lith's performance turned 
out much different. 

Each strand was as thick as a finger and moved like a snake slithering for its life 
while having a seizure. 

'Damn! 1 thought that my experience with true magic would make things easier. It's 
the first time 1 meet such wild energies. Let's hope the second spell helps.' 

Lith started the next chant. He had a hard time just to prevent the blue threads from 
crashing against the walls of the classroom, marking the failure of his attempt. 
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"This is a classic rookie mistake." Wanemyre explained to the rest of the students. 


"Always remember to commence the second spell as soon as you finish the first, 
otherwise the Bonding spell goes rampant." Contrary to the expectations of most, 
she didn't deduct any points from Lith. 

The second chant was a revelation for him. He could feel small tendrils of pure mana 
emanating from his body. They latched themselves on the wild energy threads, 
taming them like trained dogs on a leash. 

'1 never thought it was possible to use spirit magic to control remotely another spell!' 
Lith was overjoyed. '1 have to master this Leash spell as soon as 1 can. It has 
countless applications!' 

From that point onwards, the rest was easy. Lith successfully completed the Bonding 
spell, but the difference between his product and Wanemyre's was like heaven and 
earth. 

Lith's amulet had a much weaker magical aura, not even half as strong as the one the 
Professor made. The mana vessels he created were fewer, smaller, and formed a less 
complex pattern compared to hers. 

'Seems the results of the Bonding spell aren't linearly proportional to the number of 
threads generated, as much as exponentially.' He thought. 

"Outstanding job!" Wanemyre clapped her hands with a big smile on her face. 

"Thirty points for handling so many threads at the first attempt, thirty for 
succeeding at the first try, and another forty for achieving all the above despite my 
mistake." 

"Your mistake?" Lith raised an eyebrow in confusion, while the rest of the class heard 
nothing after realizing the total sum was one hundred points. 

"Yes." She nodded. 

"1 forgot to point out the importance of the timing for a successful Bonding. Unlike 
everything you have attempted before, the two spells are interlinked. My blunder 
affected negatively your odds of success. Hence the forty points. 
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"Now let's see how those that were so smug while you were about to fail perform. 1 
expect great things from them." She threw a cold look to a few students that went 
immediately pale. 

Lith turned around to go back at his desk, when suddenly the hostility returned. The 
threat was as close as pressing, forcing him to perform a quick 180° turn by pivoting 
on his front leg. 

Wanemyre looked at his arms raised in a guard position with a puzzled look. The 
feeling of danger coming from behind had disappeared. 

"Is it something wrong?" She tilted her head in confusion. 

Lith shook briefly his head before returning to his station. 

'Okay, something is f*cking wrong here. First the brats, now the Professor. Solus?' 

'1 was going to wait until the end of the lesson to tell you, but at this point we cannot 
take any more risks.' Lith could feel Solus using all of her senses to keep the whole 
classroom under surveillance. 

'Do you remember 1 told you there was something familiar? Well, 1 was right. When 1 
went checking your colleagues, 1 noticed that at least five of them wear trinkets 
bearing the same pseudo core of those we found in the boxes. 1 have no idea what 
they do, but this can't be a coincidence. 

'Until we figure it out, 1 want you to wear your paranoia cap and never take it off.' 

Lith inwardly cursed. He hated being forced on the defense, but there was nothing he 
could do. Lith had no reason to report them, nor he could explain in any way the 
significance of the trinkets they wore. 

'Even worse, we recognize them only because we can see their pseudo cores. 1 have 
no plausible way to justify how 1 know that completely different items all do the 
same thing. Do you think Wanemyre is involved in this too?' 

'1 can't be sure.' Solus replied. '1 didn't take a close look at that betrothal gift of hers 
back then, but 1 remember its vibe. It's definitely possible.' 

Those words were enough to make Lith shiver. It was only the second day he had 
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returned at the academy, yet another storm was already brewing at the horizon. 




Meanwhile, in the Headmaster's office, Linjos was even more worried than Lith. 
Despite taking all the necessary precautions, he could feel the control of the academy 
slipping through his fingers. 

He had spent the winter break personally crafting the new Ballots, giving them to 
students and Professors alike to make it possible for them to record any suspicious 
activity they may encounter, but to no avail. 

An academy's power core was a priceless treasure for the Griffon Kingdom. To avoid 
enemies or spies from tampering it, in times of crisis only the Headmaster could 
access it. It was the reason why one of the qualifications for becoming a Headmaster 
was to also be a Forgemaster. 

"Today's attempt on Lith's life it's undeniable proof that traitors are still operating 
within these walls." He said to Marchioness Distar. Linjos was one of the few people 
aware of her real nature of mage and of her role as Lord Commander of the Queen's 
corps. 

"Constable Ernas's investigation proves that the real target was Captain Yerna, but to 
assign Lith to a slaughterhouse, those nobles needed help from inside the academy." 

"Agreed." The Marchioness nodded. "Even sending Professors to do a clerk's job 
didn't help. Let's admit it, our opponent beat us at our own game. Information keeps 
leaking and now you tell me materials have started to disappear?" 

"Yes." Linjos sighed deeply. "Small quantities at a time, but what worries me the most 
is that they are all ingredients necessary for making weapons. Military weapons at 
that." 
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CHAPTER 292 
GROWING HOSTILITY (2) 


Mirim Distar slammed her fist on the armrest other chair. 

"Fine. If they want war, then war it is. Enough with finesse and schemes. I'm going to 
make all the necessary preparations to detain and quarantine all the academy staff 
until the traitors have been found." 

"This... this will have terrible consequences for the academy's reputation and the 
students!" Linjos stuttered in bewilderment. "Classes will be suspended, exams 
delayed. Not to mention we have yet to prepare for Balkor's incoming attack!" 

"Not as terrible as more dead students would, Linjos." The Marchioness understood 
his concerns, but she could see the bigger picture. 

"A reputation can be rebuilt, the same applies to an academy. The dead though, have 
no such luxury. I don't want any more students endangered by political plays, nor the 
White Griffon to suffer from sabotage like last year. 

"Get rid of some of the most useless members of your staff. I'm going to replace them 
with constables, some undercover, some not. We have an advantage our opponent 
lacks: we are the ones making the rules of this game." 

Linjos opened the Warp Gate of his office, allowing the Marchioness to get straight to 
her mansion. 

'Gods, I hate how right she is.' Linjos held his head between his hands in despair. All 
his hopes, his ideals were shattering one after the other against the harshness of 
reality. 

'At this point, I can trust no one. Not even my inner circle. I'm completely alone, 
surrounded by enemies!' He banged his head against the desk, realizing how devious 
was the human heart. 




traitorAIZEN 526 I 565 



'At this point, we can trust no one. Not even the Professors. We are surrounded by 
enemies.' Solus thought with a sigh. 

'Yeah. Same old same old.' Lith shrugged. 'The trick is to keep our eyes wide open 
and our buttocks tightly closed, so no one screws us from behind.' 

Lith took off, flying at break neck speed towards the Mage Knight training hall. Since 
Wanemyre gave the students a single attempt at Bonding, the Forgemastering class 
ended before the gong resounded. 

While she explained to those who had failed their mistakes, the others were free to 
leave. Thanks to the map in Soluspedia, Lith always knew the shortest path to his 
destination while his senses allowed him to avoid collisions in mid air with other 
students. 

When Friya and Phloria came out of the hall, they were in the middle of a lively 
conversation about some technique they had recently practiced. Their faces were 
drenched with sweat which they dabbed with a towel around their necks. 

All the students had an exhausted look. Most had bruises visible on their exposed 
skin, especially on the arms. Combat specializations were demanding both physically 
and mentally, often involving getting hit at the slightest mistake. 

"Hi, girls." Lith drew on himself hateful looks. Most of the boys hated his guts from 
the fourth year. Despite being three years younger than them, with his 1.66 meters 
[5'5"} was already taller and with a better physique than them. 

On Mogar, youths developed mostly during their thirteenth year. After that, there 
could be small adjustments until the sixteenth one. It was the limit after which the 
body stopped growing. 

All of them hoped to become elite troops and while being tall wasn't necessary, it 
sure helped. They could only envy the kind of monster Lith would grow into. 

"Hi, Lith!" Phloria was pleasantly surprised. Usually in their relationship it was up to 
her to take the initiative. 

"If you give me an hour to catch my breath, we can train together with the sword 
before dinner." She knew Lith was a workaholic. Phloria assumed that after his fight 
with the wyvern, he was eager to accept her offer to train him. 
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"Who do you take me for? Some battle maniac? Thanks, but no thanks. I had enough 
for today. I was more thinking about taking advantage of the lack of homework to 
take you out for dinner." 

Invigoration or not, Lith felt the need to rest. Phloria was the only person beside 
Solus with whom he was able to lower his guard. He wanted to go outside the 
academy to relax and talk freely. 

Lith also used the assembly to have Solus scan the students for the mysterious items. 
He suspected there were more involved in the poisoning who Linjos hadn't managed 
to smoke out. 

He was right. Solus spotted four more. 

"Really? 1 mean, sure." She replied with a dazzling smile from ear to ear. 

"1 still need an hour to make myself presentable." Phloria drew on herself hateful 
looks. Most of the girls of the fifth year hated her guts. How such a plain looking girl 
managed to date a pin wearer was a mystery to them. 

From Lith's dating experience on Earth, one hour was an optimistic estimate for an 
improvised date. 

"Sure. I'll go visit Yurial in the meantime. Call me when you are ready. There is no 
rush." He wiped a drop of sweat that was streaming along her cheek with his thumb. 
All the bruises on her body healed, her muscles and joints stopped aching. 

Instead of getting tired because of the light spell, Phloria felt her fatigue disappear. 

"How did you do it?" She was amazed. Lith hadn't used any sign or magical words. 

"We are inside one of the great academies, so I'll go with magic." He shrugged. 

"What about me?" Friya hadn't missed how Phloria's breathing was back to normal 
or that she had stopped sweating. 

"Sorry, three is a crowd. Find yourself a boyfriend." He said taking off before she 
could give him the finger. 

"1 meant the healing, jacka*s!" She yelled even though Lith was already too far. 


traitorAIZEN 528 I 565 



Yurial was pleasantly surprised to see Lith too. It was rare of him to seek Yurial's 
advice or help, which made him happy to oblige. 

After the fight with Gadorf, Lith understood he needed a better grasp of the power of 
arrays. Since he was still stuck with Silverwing's Hexagram, Lith decided it was time 
to ask the opinion of an expert. 

"Can you check if this is an array?" Lith asked after materializing a small golden 
hexagram between his hands. 

"Sure thing. It's unlikely though." Yurial's array detecting spell begged to differ. 

"1 stand corrected. This is an array and an impossible one at that." 

"What's an impossible array?" Lith asked. 

"Arrays are spells that require a long cast time and that can be placed in a specific 
spot for a time. This one defies all the above. It disappears as soon as you stop 
spending mana and appears relatively quickly." Yurial explained. 

"There are several recordings of impossible arrays like this one, all left by past Magi. 
They are only used as training material for multi casting, though. They have no 
practical use and are considered nothing more than magic tricks." 

"How so?" 

"Because they come with no explanation, no hand signs, nor magical words. Even if 
they had a decent effect, they can only be used with first magic. Turning them into 
real arrays would require to study their properties and then find signs and words to 
match. 

"It's much easier creating a new one from scratch. Also, what use could possibly have 
an array that requires constant chanting and mana expenditure? The mage couldn't 
even move, being forced to become an easy target." 

"Maybe. Maybe not." Lith pondered. 
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CHAPTER 293 
DISCOVERIES (1) 


"Can you help me discover what Silverwing's Hexagram does?" Lith asked. 

"Sure, no problem." Yurial was happy to be finally able to repay his friend of all the 
help he received in the past, even if it was for a fool's errand. 

"I'd also like to see those impossible arrays you mentioned earlier." Lith was sure to 
have struck a gold mine. Having true arrays in his arsenal was an opportunity he 
couldn't miss. 

Lith kept the Hexagram active, making it possible for Yurial to perform a series of 
experiments and spells to determine the newfound array's properties. While Yurial 
studied it from the outside, Lith could perceive from the inside the changes in the 
mana flow each test produced. 

After a while, they compared notes about their initial findings. 

They were still discussing the details when Lith received Phloria's call. 

'Ugh, 1 wish 1 knew how much time has passed. 1 have to make myself a damn clock 
or something.' Thirteen years after his third birth, Lith was still unable to tell the 
time without looking at the sun. 

It frustrated him beyond reason. 

When he went to pick her up, Phloria was wearing her uniform, just like him. She 
wore her waist long black hair down. Her wavy hair reflected the academy's light, 
giving them a silky look. 

Phloria emanated a delicate flowery scent that Lith found surprisingly relaxing. Even 
before he obtained an enhanced sense of smell, Lith had always found perfumes to 
be too strong. Their sweet scent was nauseating for him, just like a man using too 
much cologne. 
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She wore little make up. Just enough to make her features appear more delicate and 
her eyes bigger. Her lips shined under the effect of lip gloss. 

"How do 1 look?" She asked with an expectant look. 

"You look gorgeous." Lith honestly replied. 

Lith took her to the lagoon city of Vinea that he had visited during the fourth year's 
house calls. With its many small canals and boats, it was the most romantic place he 
knew. 

It reminded him of the Italian city of Venice he had seen in many movies back on 
Earth. 

Also, it was located quite far from the academy, so the odds of meeting someone they 
knew were very low. Lith wanted some peace and quiet. They chose a restaurant 
with outside tables to enjoy the scenery. Being still early spring, the air was a bit 
chilly. 

It took Phloria just a wave of the hand to warm the air around them and make so that 
the heat wasn't dispersed. Lith took care of the lights, summoning small silvery 
moons around them. 

The poor waiter assigned to them was so flabbergasted by their uniforms and 
display of power that it took a while to manage to order some food. 

"Not to complain, but this is not like you. Taking me outside the academy, in a 
romantic city instead of ordering food from the canteen and eating it in one of our 
rooms. What's wrong?" She asked extending her hand across the table to take his. 

'Am 1 really such a cheapskate?' Lith thought. Solus's silence spoke volumes about 
the matter. 

"1 hate to be the bringer of bad news, but there's something you need to know." Lith 
told her about the hostility he had perceived from Wanemyre and the other students. 

"It's no coincidence, all of them wear accessories that give me a bad vibe." 

"They wear matching items? How did no one notice them before?" She was 
surprised, it was quite the dumb move on their side. It made them recognizable. 
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"Not matching, but I'm positive they have the same properties. I want you to be wary 
of all of them." Lith gave her the names and a physical description of those he had 
identified. 

"Then how do you know they are linked?" She asked. 

"I just know." 

"Is this another of your secrets, like your physical abilities and your mysterious 
brother?" 

Lith just nodded. 

"Okay, I believe you." She replied with a radiant smile. 

"This is actually a piece of good news." 

"How so?" Lith was stunned by her positive reaction. He had expected her to doubt 
his words. Phloria was aware of how paranoid Lith was and he had offered her no 
proof aside from a nondescript bad feeling. 

Even if she believed him, he was afraid the new impending threat would ruin the 
mood. 

"Because at least now we know whose as*es we have to kick. It was no mystery there 
are traitors at the academy nor that some of the students were involved in the 
poisoning. It's the first lead we got. Thanks for trusting me enough to share it with 
me." 

Her response almost made him feel guilty for hiding so many things from her. Aside 
from Solus, she was the person that trusted him the most, no matter how many 
shadows Lith left lingering between them. 

She was the first girl on Mogar that had gifted him with a gentle touch and a warm 
embrace. Even when he had almost lost it after Protector's fake death, Phloria had 
never left his side. 

Lith sighed, finally ready to admit with himself that he cared for her. Over time, 
Phloria had become his home away from home. Someone to return to, without 
worrying about how to act or what to say. He could just be himself. 
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Phloria giggled, closing with her hand Lith's mouth that had remained agape since 
her reply. 


"No, thank you for believing me. Now that 1 said out loud, 1 realize how insane this 
story sounds." Lith felt a sting in his heart, but it was a pleasant one. 

"1 would believe you even if you told me some monster kidnapped you overnight. 
Otherwise, what are girlfriends for?" She held his hand tightly. 

"1 was thinking we could use this knowledge to unleash my mom against them." 

"1 doubt she would act just because 1 have a bad feeling." Lith sighed. 

"True, but my mother is even more paranoid than you are. If 1 tell her that the bad 
feeling is mine and that those people acted in a suspicious manner, she'll come 
running. She's overprotective since your vision..." Phloria suddenly stopped, 
dropping the fork on the ground. 

"That's it! Your vision just got updated!" 

"1 beg your pardon?" Lith had just reached the same conclusion, yet he was curious 
to see how far she was willing to push that lie. 

"We can say that your vision showed you something about those items. It will be 
more than enough to give mom everything she needs." 

"What if I'm wrong and they are actually innocent? Wouldn't you feel guilty for 
throwing them in Jirni's maw?" Lith's care for their well being was on par with what 
he felt toward the game he was eating. He only wanted to make sure Phloria realized 
the implications other idea. 

"No." She shrugged. "They can do like me and blame those damn dryads for not 
giving us much to work on." 

"Someone is getting crafty and manipulative." Lith said, laughing. 

"What can 1 say? Between you and mom, bad habits rub off." 

They spent the rest of the dinner talking about their respective specializations and 
families. 


traitorAIZEN 533 I 565 




traitorAIZEN 534 I 565 



CHAPTER 294 
DISCOVERIES (2) 


After Lith paid the bill, they took a stroll along the promenade. Despite the late hour, 
the city was still bustling with carriages and small taxi boats. 

Everything moved slowly. Unlike Earth's metropolis, nor the coachmen or the 
ferrymen seemed to be in a hurry and so were their passengers. To Lith, it almost 
appeared as the city of Vinea was lazily falling asleep. 

Suddenly the silence between the two was broken by a sigh, shortly followed by 
another. 

"What's wrong? Having second thoughts about the plan?" Lith asked. 

"No." Phloria shook her head. "It's so odd. 1 feel so happy yet so scared at the same 
time." She sat on a wooden bench, inviting him to do the same. 

"I'm happy because despite last year has been a nightmare, it made me realize how 
lucky 1 am. 1 have a loving family, wealth, status, and talent. All things that 1 took for 
granted before meeting you guys." She leaned against Lith, putting her head on his 
shoulder. 

"1 even managed to get this old without being forced to kill another human being." 
Lith had still a hard time hearing a sixteen year girl calling herself 'old', but after 
Rena's marriage, he was starting to wrap his head around it. 

Especially after his sister got pregnant. 

"The reason I'm afraid, it's because 1 know the fairy tale that has been my life is 
going to end soon." She sighed again. 

"1 finally understand why my mom is so pushy and my dad is so lenient. They are 
both trying to protect me their own way from life as they know it. Since I'm almost 
an adult, 1 must start acting like one. 1 can't keep relying on others for protection. 
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"Once I graduate, the army will send me away from home for the gods know how 
long. It will not be like with the academy, 1 will not be able to come back for months. 
For the first time in my life, 1 will be really alone. 

"No matter my family name, my path is my own. Every decision 1 make will have 
consequences and 1 must be strong enough to live with them." 

She paused for a moment, looking at the stars shining over their heads, while the 
crescent moon was partially covered by a passing cloud. 

"It's so quiet tonight, while my future is so scary. 1 would like for this moment to last 
forever, but 1 know it's impossible." 

Lith said nothing, his mind was blank. Even though he wanted nothing more than for 
the fifth year to end, to get over the accursed vision, the idea they had less than nine 
months together before breaking up made him feel empty. 




The next morning, Lith served as a clerk for the Mage Association. It was the hardest 
thing he had ever done in all his three lives. He would receive new documents every 
few seconds, give his magical stamp as proof of receipt, and then catalog them 
according to protocol. 

After that, he had to read them and forward the paperwork based on their priority. 
Despite the senior clerks provided him with an amulet that allowed him to easily 
find the correct rules and regulations for each document, the job was mind numbing. 

Seconds seemed to last hours, while the two hours of duty could as well been years. 
He returned to the academy, feeling as his soul had been sucked dry. 

'I'd rather fight another wyvern than do this sh*t again.' Lith thought. 'At least once 
you slay the beast it stays dead, those papers kept coming like a flood. It's much 
better a swift death by claw rather than slowly drowning in an ocean of boredom.' 

'Cheer up! You had me and Soluspedia to help you remember what goes where. 
Imagine how does it feel for the others.' Solus chuckled. 

During the healer specialization, they kept treating their slimes. The more Lith 
became accustomed to the procedure, the more often he was able to switch from 
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Scanner to Invigoration. 


He and Solus had discussed at length about Body Sculpting during their morning 
torture. They both thought the subject held one of the missing pieces of the puzzle 
that true magic was. 

'The way Protector changed his form and the wyvern did are completely different. 
Protector shapeshifted at once, like water going from one vessel to another. The 
wyvern changed in small bursts instead, like a werewolf in a horror B movie. 

'1 think both manipulated their life forces, but employed different techniques. 
Protector is an Awakened one and Scarlett taught him how to change form, while the 
wyvern wasn't Awakened and had no access to his mana core. 

'Probably the reason why Protector wasn't able to teach me how to shapeshift wasn't 
related to the refining stage of my core, but rather to my inability to control my life 
force. 1 must learn how to perceive it as a whole, not just a single limb at a time. 

'Also, 1 need to find a way to create a backup of my human body's life force pattern or 
1 risk losing myself forever.' 

Lith used the Chisel spell as a sewing kit, joining the red bricks composing the 
tendrils of the slime with those of its main body by creating threads of cyan mana 
between them. As soon as the connection was properly established, the life force 
flowed like blood in the new vessels, turning them red. 

By the end of the lesson, Lith's proficiency with the slime had greatly improved, yet 
he hadn't got halfway through the task. Oddly, the class' ranking was reversed. Those 
less skilled had almost finished, while Lith, Quylla, and the others had still much to 
do. 

Even more oddly, Vastor didn't seem surprised nor worried by the turn of the events. 

"Excellent, excellent!" He patted Quylla's back enthusiastically. 

"1 don't get it. Professor. I'm behind most of the class, why are you complimenting 
me?" 

"Because you and the good ones are focusing on the how and why, rather than on the 
what." He explained placing his hand over her fish tank. 
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"As I expected. Your slime suffered minimal shock. You are not slow, Quylla, you are 
meticulous. There's a big difference between the two. Don't doubt yourself and stand 
tall." Vaster pushed up her chin, stopping Quylla from staring at the ground. 

The Professor then checked all the slimes, complimenting most of the slow students 
and scolding all the fast ones. 

"Your slimes aren't healed, more like patched up. If this was a more delicate 
procedure or a less durable creature, it would be long dead." Vaster shook his head, 
proceeding to ease the pain of the slimes by fixing the major mistakes. 

Lith's group left the Healing lab in high spirits. The others because of Vastor's words, 
Lith because despite making no progress with Invigoration, he felt he was on the 
right path toward the discovery of how to shapeshift. 

The next subject was the first practical lesson about how to create their own 
personal spells. Lith was eager to discover if he could learn something about true 
magic from it. Up to that point, all the academy courses had helped him to broaden 
his horizons. 

They went to the Lecture Hall, where Professor Nalear was waiting for them. Once all 
the students arrived, Nalear opened a Warp Steps moving them to the most absurd 
training hall any of them had ever seen. 
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CHAPTER 295 
MAGIC CREATION (1) 


The Training Hall the students walked into reminded them of the one they used for 
practicing dimensional magic. 

The room was 30 meters [98 feet} long and 20 meters [66 feet} wide. It was big 
enough to easily accommodate double their numbers. However, while the 
dimensional magic Training Hall was completely empty, the Magic Creation one was 
filled with what looked like an old telephone box made of transparent crystal. 

Right in front of each telephone box, there was a holographic horizontal bar that 
reminded Lith the combo counter of games like "Dance Dancer Uprising". All in all, 
the place looked more like an arcade rather than an academy's facility. 

"First things first, you should take out your own Codex." Professor Nalear showed 
them the book she had distributed during the first lesson. 

"As a warm up exercise, each one of you will pick two magical words of their own 
choice from their Codex and input them in the Sensor Booth." She pointed at the 
crystal phone box. 

"All the possible combinations are known. They generate a mana flow that has been 
thoroughly researched and the Booths are capable of sensing. Let me give you an 
example." She walked inside an empty Booth, leaving the door open. 

Nalear placed her hand on the crystal wall in front of the holographic counter. 

"First, you need to imprint your station with your mana. Then say out loud the spell 
you have decided to create. In my case is Infiro Gata." According to the Codex, it was 
supposed to create a ring of fire. The Booth emitted a red glow while powering up 
and so did the holographic counter. 

"Now the device knows what kind of energies are going to be employed and how to 
protect me from them. 1 suppose you all remember the dangers of casting a spell 
incorrectly." 
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The class nodded in unison. Lith too had almost died multiple times while learning 
his first tier one fake magic spell when he was still six years old. A mistake in the 
magic words' pronunciation or in the hand seals could have unpredictable 
consequences. 

"Well, creating a new spell is even more dangerous, that's why it's a subject explored 
only during the fifth year. A complete spell is safe for the caster. Even if you mess up 
with it the worst it can happen is for its effect to go haywire. 

"The magic signs for low tier spells determine the amount of mana which will be 
employed and how it interacts with the elemental energies. Using the wrong signs 
can directly harm your bodies. The bigger the mistake, the bigger the damage you 
may sustain. This is especially troublesome for attack spells. 

"That's why we'll start with spells that are barely tier one to give you solid 
foundations. I'd like to tell you that the Sensor Booths can block anything, but it 
would be a lie. They can only shield you up to tier two spells and some of the weaker 
tier three ones. 

"The purpose of this exercise is to let you safely experience the flow of your mana 
while you are creating low tier spells. Only then we will move to more powerful 
spells against which there is no protection but skill and experience. 

"It's important you become familiar with identifying the correct signs and finding 
the right words. The Codex only contains the most common and safe magical words. 
Truly powerful spells require you to make adjustments." 

"1 have always thought that spells made from our own mana couldn't harm us." 
Quylla asked. "Why is this different?" 

"Because a correctly performed spell is part of you, like your hair or your skin. A 
messed up spell is composed of discordant energies which make no distinction 
between friend and foe." 

"Did 1 risk my life while creating my personal spells back at my village?" Quylla 
shivered at the thought of how dangerous ignorance was. 

"Not really." Nalear patted her shoulder, trying to reassure Quylla. 

"Light magic is the magic of life, it's mostly harmless. It requires a monster failure to 
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inflict damages with a low tier light spell, otherwise a failed chant simply has no 
effect. You and Lith are lucky. 


"Being healers, you followed the safest path. It made it possible for you to later 
create even offensive spells with ease thanks to your prior experience." Quylla 
thought back when she created her first offensive ice spell. 

She had suffered from pain and discomfort from time to time, but she had always 
managed to stop before things got out of hand. She never reported injuries during 
her experiments, only minor frostbites. 

"Creating personal spells before even enrolling in an academy it's what means being 
talented." Nalear said to the rest of the class. 

"Let me finish my demonstration please." Her hands drew an S in the air, filling the 
holographic combo bar by a third. "This means the signs are correct." 

She then repeated the magical words while drawing and S followed by a circle. The 
combo bar flashed red and emptied. 

"This happens when the signs are wrong." 

The third time she drew a doodle after the S. Everything flashed red a few times, a 
warning sign filled the counter. 

"Guess what? That was a major blunder. Without the Booth I would have got injured. 
If there aren't any more questions, get in the booths and start practicing. Choosing 
two words that form a universally known spell will not count as a success. 

To get a passing grade you need to complete at least two new spells. Begin!" 

The moment Nalear walked out of the Booth, it glowed with white light. The 
following text appeared inside the holographic display: 

Attempted spells: Infiro Gata. Completed spells: None. Final Grade: F. Imprint 
successfully reset, ready for a new student. 

Several students swallowed a lump of saliva, Lith included. Cheating wasn't an 
option, the system registered everything. 
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Lith inwardly cursed at his bad luck. 


'I'm not Quylla, 1 never created fake spells besides those 1 taught Tista. Let's hope it's 
enough.' 

He took a deep breath to calm himself down, then Lith imprinted the terminal with 
his mana. 

"Jorun Ka." According to the Codex, the spell would create an ice cube the size of a 
table. Lith started to form all the signs he knew, discovering that such a brute force 
method was unpractical. 

Every failed attempt consumed part of his mana. Taken individually, a failure was 
nothing to him. Hundreds of failures in a row were quite tiring though. After an hour 
Lith had wasted a quarter of his mana reserve and completed a single spell. 

'Calm down, you idiot.' Lith scolded himself. 'Don't panic like a drowning man. This is 
just the first lesson. Worst case scenario you'll get a failing grade, but there's always 
next time. Focus on the task at hand.' 

Lith recalled Vastor's words about the difference between being slow and being 
meticulous. Then about the purpose of the exercise. They weren't practicing for a 
guessing game. They were there to learn to perceive the mana flow inside their own 
bodies. 

The fourth year classes required to sense the mana once they projected it outside. 
Magic Creation was the opposite. 
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CHAPTER 296 
MAGIC CREATION (2) 


This exercise is just like a math problem. 1 can either learn by rote all the equations 
or 1 can understand the underlying principles of the main formula and derive from it 
everything 1 need. So far the first method failed me, time to give the second one a try.' 

Lith closed his eyes, ignoring the combo bar in from of him and focusing on his mana 
core instead. The second spell of his choosing was Jorun Bat, a useless spell that 
would generate coin shaped icicles. 

It was similar enough to the previous one to make it possible for him to at least reuse 
the first hand seal. Lith drew the symbol in the air slowly, feeling a small amount of 
mana departing from his core. 

Then, he almost stopped his hands, making one small movement at a time and 
observing how the mana strand reacted. He discarded all the signs that caused it to 
bloat or collapse, following only those which made it move outwards. 

Lith had no idea how much time had passed when he heard the sound announcing 
the completion of the second spell. He opened his eyes just for the time necessary to 
pick the next two words from the Codex and transmit them to the Booth. 

He kept practicing ice spells only, observing each time with more clarity the shape 
the mana strand assumed with each different spell. The revelation struck him like a 
hammer. 

Most of the movements composing a single hand sign were useless. They had likely 
been added to make it easier to remember, to mask the important parts from prying 
eyes, or both. 

What mattered were the movements that altered the shape of the mana strand, 
adding to it twists and turns until its flow resembled that of a true magic spell. Lith 
decided to put his theory to test. 

He picked another couple of words forming a simple ice spell. Lith mentally 
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visualized how he needed to manipulate his mana flow to obtain with true magic the 
same effect the fake spell would have. Next, he pronounced the magic words while 
using both hands to shape the mana strand like the true spell he just created. 

The Booth signaled his success coincided with the gong marking the end of the 
lesson. Lith found himself drenched in sweat. His mana reserve was low enough to 
give him a splitting headache. 

Yet he was pleased with his results. 

'The bad news is that 1 can't use the same technique for higher tier magic. It takes me 
a minute to whip up a tier one true spell, but the same can't be said for the upper 
tiers. It means 1 must really learn how to create fake spells.' Lith thought. 

'This not only will come in handy to pass this subject, but also as a way to obtain 
credits by sharing spells if 1 ever need something from the Association. The good 
news is that now 1 found a much quicker way to turn fake magic into true magic and 
vice versa. 

'It seems my original theory was right. Fake magic's foundations are the same as true 
magic and the whole tier system is a ladder that leads to the discovery of the mana 
core.' 

Lith walked out of his Booth, waiting for the hologram to project his results. 

Attempted spells: Fifteen. Completed spells: All. Final Grade: B. Imprint successfully 
reset, ready for a new student. 

'Not bad for someone who spent half the lesson to get a single spell right.' Solus tried 
to cheer him up. B was the lowest score they ever got, yet she was proud of him. Lith 
had achieved that grade all by himself, without asking her help. 

'It's better to wait after dinner before asking him if he did it on purpose or he was 
simply so focused to forget about me.' She thought in a hidden corner other mind. 

Lith turned to watch how the others performed. Quylla's hologram reported: 

Attempted spells: Twenty two. Completed spells: All. Final Grade: A. 

"Amazing as always, Quylla. 1 suck so bad at this subject. 1 need to work harder." He 
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shook her hand with a tinge of envy in his voice. 


'She's more talented than me, has more experience than me in creating fake spells, 
and she didn't waste time panicking. 1 wonder how powerful will she beco...' 

Lith's train of thought was interrupted by Quylla, who gave him a weak kick on the 
shin. The way she compulsively tilted her head made him think Quylla was having a 
stroke or something. 

'Turn around, idiot.' Lith followed Solus's order, finally noticing the other stations 
too. There were a lot of holographic Ds, Es, and even some Fs. 

"What the heck?" Lith blurted out. It required at least four completed spells to get an 
E, eight to get a D. Everyone was staring at him with pure hatred. 

"1 told you people, talent." Nalear patted their backs. 

"As 1 said earlier, two completed spells are enough for a passing grade during the 
first lesson. The machines are calibrated for the final exam, though." She chuckled at 
his bewildered expression. 




Later, while the students were enjoying their dinner, the traitor inside the academy 
could finally sigh in relief. After the streak of failures during the past year, all their 
meticulous planning was giving its fruits. 

Based on their most recent intel, Linjos was still unaware of their plans to build 
military grade weapons to employ during the final act. Ever since they had joined 
Lukart's wild goose chase everything had gone south. 

Lukart, the Archmage idiot who dreamed to be King. The traitor had joined him 
because they too wanted the civil war to happen, but for an entirely different reason. 
The traitor firmly believed that the Griffon Kingdom was beyond saving. 

It was like a horrible painting drawn by an incompetent artist. More brushstrokes 
could only make it even messier. What the Kingdom needed was to burn the old 
canvas and start again with a new one. 

Blinded by his own arrogance, Lukart had never expected that his ally was slowly 
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siphoning his funds and assets. Turning Lukart's accomplices into obedient slaves. 
The plan was brilliant in its simplicity. 

When the civil war would start, the traitor would have all the necessary means to 
make his side prevail, wiping off the board both Lukart and the corrupted Royals. 

After the incident in Kandria, they had been forced to change approach. With the 
parasites discovered and a cure already available, the original plan was ruined. When 
Balkor had revealed his new target, the traitor assumed the heaves were giving them 
a sign. 

By moving their pawns, they had weakened all the academies, making them easy 
prey for the undead. The traitor assumed that once the six great academies were 
lost, the other great Countries would invade the Griffon Kingdom. 

Nobles and commoners would have been united in grief, forced to ally against a 
common enemy. The outcome of the battle wasn't important, what mattered was to 
destroy the status quo. Yet the damned Linjos had ruined everything by allying 
himself with the Lord of the forest, leading the other Headmasters by example. 

The traitor had spent the last months building the strength they needed to plunge 
the Kingdom into chaos. If revolution was impossible to achieve, the traitor was 
willing to settle with revenge. 
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CHAPTER 297 
THE LIVES OF OTHERS (1) 


White Griffon academy. Over a month later, one week before the first exam of the 
fifth year. 

The life of Friya Solivar Ernas had always been an emotional rollercoaster. A 
speeding trap that kept her dozens of meters above the ground and which would 
never stop, no matter how much she screamed, cried or barfed. 

Sometimes it would slow down, but only because another big fall was nearing. She 
had wasted her childhood attempting the impossible task of earning her mother's 
affection. 

After she turned twelve, she had been thrown in a dog eats dog environment. 
Everyone in the academy wanted her to fail, hoping to get her place in the rankings. 
Everyone in the Solivar Household wanted her dead. 

Her brothers and sisters were afraid of the status she would achieve by becoming 
the first mage in the history of the household. If Friya succeeded, being the firstborn 
or the line of succession would become meaningless. 

She would become Duchess Solivar's right hand mage and inherit everything when 
mommy dearest took her leave. 

Friya had spent so much time watching her back that her encounter with Yurial had 
been like seeing the sun after a perennial winter. Thanks to his status and power, the 
environment turned peaceful, giving her the opportunity to relax. 

Meeting Quylla saved her soul. Despite having a much harsher life than Friya, Quylla 
still had a gentle heart and only strived for affection. She restored Friya's faith in 
mankind. 

After giving her the equivalent of a sugar candy, the fourth year turned out to be the 
apex other misery. First, she had lost her family. Being branded like a traitor, she had 
been forced to accept Lady Ernas's offer to adopt her. 
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Then, she had killed her first human in cold blood and lastly came Balkor. Alas, the 
worse had yet to come. 


All those events had pushed her to the brink, yet they also helped Friya to open up 
with her new parents and sister. They had grown closer over time until she had 
stopped feeling a prisoner and became part of something bigger. 

Until she felt part of the Ernas family. 

Being loved unconditionally, having the freedom to decide about her future was 
something that in the past she could only dream about. Now that she had everything, 
Friya was scared to death. 

Scared to lose that safe haven and return to a cruel world that didn't give a damn 
about her. She had no idea what to do with her life. 

'Being a Healer is a quiet job, but quite boring.' She would often mentally list all the 
pros and cons other available choices. 

'Also, 1 don't like people very much. Spending my life helping others sounds like a 
waste of time. The career of a Mage Knight is even worse, 1 would be killing people 
for a living. I'm sick and tired of fighting, 1 just want some peace. 

'It's absurd to ask a sixteen years old girl to decide her future. Maybe 1 should take a 
sabbatical. Until 1 find my answer, 1 can always be the Ernas Household's private 
magician. Besides, the fifth year is still long. 1 have all the time 1 need.' 




Quylla Ernas was having the time of her life. She had a doting father, a creepy but 
caring mother, two wonderful sisters, and the house of her dreams. Despite all the 
bad things that had happened, the fourth year had been the happiest other life. 

It had given her a place where she belonged and more importantly, a family. 

She still had three more years before being considered an adult, but she had already 
planned her future. After graduating, Quylla had decided to work as an assistant at 
the White Griffon's light department until she was old enough to apply as a 
Professor. 
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She had already discussed it with her mentors. Even Manohar was enthusiastic at 
the idea and promised to endorse her application. The thought actually scared her. 
With the fickle genius' reputation, his approval could do more harm than good. 

Being a Healer and a teacher was her dream job. It would give her the opportunity to 
improve the world around her while leaving her the time to start and nurture her 
own family. 

After the winter break, with the start of her growth spurt, her confidence in her 
looks and talent skyrocketed. Quylla was looking around for a boyfriend, but with 
little luck so far. 

Orion apprentices were kind boys, but only saw her as a child. As for her colleagues, 
those she liked didn't return her interest and vice versa. Like a very shy fourteen 
year old boy that had already asked her out a couple of times. 

Quylla would have preferred someone more assertive. She was fed up enough with 
her own shyness to put up with that of others. Yet his last move was bold enough to 
convince Quylla to give him a chance. 

Xodard had gifted her a small ring. 1 was nothing fancy, just a trinket a student of 
humble origins could afford. It was the note it was wrapped in that mattered. 

"A charmed ring for a charming girl." 

'A cheesy pick up line, but it's still cute. I'll wear the ring for our first date.' She 
thought. 'If things don't work out, 1 can always give it back.' 




The fifth year's subjects were demanding, but, unlike during the fourth one, no 
Professor assigned homework. That left Yurial plenty of time to practice his skills as 
a Warden in the lab built inside his living quarter and to help Lith with his research. 

'It's amazing how the so called "impossible arrays" all require at least hexacasting 
and fine control over all the different mana flows. Yet Lith manages to perform them 
at the first attempt thanks to his mastery of first magic. Maybe 1 was wrong always 
dismissing it as inferior magic.' 

Their research progressed slowly. Unlike everything Yurial had learned so far, each 
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array seemed to have a complex function. Casting them wasn't enough to obtain 
results. To respond to an external trigger, the energies that formed the arrays had to 
be properly manipulated while holding the balance of the overall structure. 

Over time Yurial became fascinated with them and learned how to cast them by 
himself, to experiment even when Lith was otherwise occupied. Thanks to that 
exercises, Yurial's mastery of tier four and five arrays improved by leaps and bounds. 

Sometimes, when he was focused on the mystical patterns, he could feel a burning 
sensation located near his solar plexus. At first, he thought it was a coincidence. 

After the phenomenon happened several times, he tried all of his diagnostic spells. 

When none of them detected any anomalies, Yurial even asked for Manohar's second 
opinion. Even according to the god of healing, there was nothing wrong with him. 




Distar Household 

The royal constable Jirni Ernas was nervously drumming her fingers on the armrest 
other chair. It was unusual for her being nervous, let alone impatient. Like every 
predator, she knew the importance of biding her time, of choosing the time and place 
of the attack to not leave the prey the slightest chance of survival. 

Yet all that waiting was wearing down her nerves. 
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CHAPTER 298 
THE LIVES OF OTHERS (2) 


"The vision changed almost a month ago. Why are we doing nothing?" Jirni's anger 
was barely contained. It took all other willpower to prevent it to show on the 
outside. 

"Because based on all we know, it's likely we are about to face the threat of slave 
collars, like those the Pontus Household purchased from the missing Alchemist 
Hatorne." Duchess Distar was disgusted by her own words. 

Just like Jirni, she hated feeling helpless. 

"Whoever the traitors are, they have managed to slip out of our net too many times. 
Linjos needs time to remove enough members of his staff to require an official turn 
over without arising suspicions. 

"If we act rashly, we risk alerting them. They would only need to activate the collars 
to force us to butcher innocents while they escape under the cover of the ensuing 
chaos. 

"We are lulling them into a false sense of confidence, so that our first strike will also 
be the last." Her hands were clenched so hard they were white, the blood drained 
from her fingers. 

"Easy for you to say. It's my little girls that live in that death trap, not yours. Why 
can't we at least warn them?" 

"To achieve what? Spook them? Spook the traitors? We may be wrong about the 
collars. So far all the security sweeps came out negative." Mirim Distar shook her 
head. 

"It's not only your daughters who are in danger, but every single student in all the 
remaining four academies. If you can't keep your personal and professional life 
separated, maybe you should recuse yourself from the case." 
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Jirni Distar knew that Mirim was right and hated her for that. 


"How long before we move?" She asked. 
"Very soon." 




Village of Lutia. 

Lith considered the idea of becoming an elder brother and an uncle almost at the 
same time disturbing at best. When during the second month of winter Elina noticed 
she had skipped her period, Lith knew he had succeeded. 

Both his mother and sister were nervous. The former considered her pregnancy like 
a miracle while the latter was on edge being her first time. Lith was basically on call 
24/7, but luckily nothing happened in his absence that Nana or Tista couldn't 
handle. 

Lith would go back to his village at least once a week, during the weekend to 
perform a complete check up on both women. 

"Everything is fine. Again." Lith snorted. 

"Tm so sorry, dear. 1 didn't mean to rush you." Elina apologized with such a merry 
voice it sounded fake, but she was actually sincere. She was just too happy with the 
good news. 

"Do you want to know the gender of the babies?" Lith asked. 

"Do you know it already?" Judging by their enthusiasm he had just asked a rhetorical 
question. 

"Male. Female." He pointed at Elina first and at Rena second. 

'Ugh. My family so far had bad luck with males. Orpal, Trion, and then me. Let's hope 
the little one grows into a better man than us. It doesn't take much, after all.' Lith 
thought. 

'How dare you!' Solus scolded him. Not even reminding her of his body count spared 
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him from a lecture. 


Both families didn't share Lith's negative outlook on life. They celebrated together 
until late. 

The next day, after the end of the lessons Lith went to Phloria's room to share the 
latest news and give her an early birthday present. In a few days, she would turn 
sixteen, becoming an adult according to Mogar's standards. 

"Congratulations, you must be thrilled." Phloria embraced him tightly. For a moment, 
Lith lost himself in the delicate fragrance of her hair. 

"Not really." He didn't want to spoil the mood for his family, but at least with Solus 
and Phloria he could be honest. 

"I'm scared at the idea of having another brother. 1 almost have only bad memories 
about them." Most of all, he was scared of loving and losing his little brother. Lith was 
certain he couldn't take it again. 

"As for my niece, 1 don't know. I'm afraid the baby will take a lot of her time and we 
will grow even further apart." 

"How many times do 1 have to tell you?" Phloria sighed. "You can't keep your loved 
ones under a rock. You must learn to let them go. You are not losing a sister but 
gaining a niece." 

Lith didn't reply. It was a matter on which they had to agree to disagree. 

"1 have also come to give you your birthday present." Lith took out from his pocket a 
small box, handing it to her. 

"Why so early? Don't you know it's bad luck?" She giggled, rushing to opening the 
box. 

It contained a lily shaped gold pendant. Rena's father in law had melted and purified 
the gold, while Lith had shaped it with magic. It was so lifelike that Phloria 
attempted to smell it. 

"1 researched the etymology of your name. This flower symbolizes the goddess you 
are named after. It's also enchanted to be durable and as a dimensional amulet with 
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a capacity of fifty square meters." It was the highest grade dimensional item Lith 
could create without making a fuss. 


"Thanks! It's a wonderful gift!" She attempted to kiss him, but Lith stopped her. 

"That's just my cover story gift. Otherwise people would think I'm even more of a 
cheapskate than I already am." 

"What's the real gift, then?" Phloria was puzzled. 

"I know I can't Forgemaster anything your father couldn't do better, not I can afford 
something you couldn't buy on your own. The only thing I can offer you is my trust. 
Please, close your eyes and give me your hands." 

Phloria did as instructed, while Lith activated Invigoration on her. 

'What the heck?' What he saw left him flabbergasted. Compared to the last time he 
had visited her, most of the impurities in her body were converging towards the 
mana core. They hadn't moved much, but the movement was as clear as the day. 

'It's just as I feared.' Solus sighed. 'The prolonged exposure to you, combined with 
the repeated use of Invigoration and the practice of high level magic seems to 
stimulate other people's cores.' 

'Exposure to me? Invigoration?' Lith was still stunned. 

'Do you remember Balkor's attack? To save her and Yurial, you had to use 
Invigoration a lot. Also, since she asked you out, the two of you spend a lot of time 
together. Protector told us that the key to Awakening is a high mana density. 

'Compared to a normal mage whose core is dormant, yours is a small mana geyser.' 

'Doesn't this mean that Tista is likely to Awaken? Compared to them, she has been 
much closer to me.' 

'If she enters the White Griffon, I think it's a reasonable assumption.' Solus replied. 

'It also depends on her talent and luck. Tista hasn't Awakened in years and Phloria's 
impurities have barely moved. Don't' overthink it.' 
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Lith took a deep breath to calm himself before proceeding. He used Invigoration to 
remove the most external impurities from her hair and skin, destroying them as 
soon as they emerged. 

"What's this smell?" Phloria had no idea why she was feeling so hot and fuzzy, but 
the stench was out of this world. 

"This is my gift. I'd like for it to remain a secret between the two of us." He said 
bringing her in front of the mirror. 

"1 don't feel any different." Phloria looked her reflection without noticing anything. 

"Take a bath and let me know in the morning. Doctor's order." Lith kissed her deeply, 
tasting her fragrance before leaving her room. 

He took off, flying along the corridor towards his living quarters. 

'I'm proud of you, taking such a leap of f... Watch out!' Solus yelled. 

Lith reacted swift as the wind dodging a barrage of icicles, only to feel an invisible 
grip blocking his limbs. He immediately activated fusion magic to neutralize the 
effects of the spirit magic holding him. 

The person using it was an expert. They slammed him against the walls and the 
ceiling before he could react. 

"1 bet you didn't expect to meet another Awakened one, did you?" A too familiar 
voice said while the world around him faded to black. 
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CHAPTER 299 
BROKEN (1) 


The attack had been ruthless, quick, and carefully planned. The barrage of attacks 
had thrown Lith out of balance, while the spirit magic throw exploited the 
momentum of his own dodge to slam him against the nearest wall. 

The impact sucked the air out of Lith's lungs, making him lose focus at the same 
time. Solus had been helpless against the ambush. The attacks had come out from 
the occupants of the rooms they always passed by on their way back. 

She had no reason to be vigilant of them. Solus would rather focus on those hiding 
behind corners or pillars, but the coast was clear. Or so she believed until the attack 
came. 

Lith was about to lose consciousness, but thanks to the prompt use of fusion magic 
and the Skinwalker armor, he managed to heal himself at the last moment. Lith stood 
his ground, assessing his predicament. 

Mana sense and Life Vision both told him the situation was desperate. He was 
surrounded by all sides with no way out. The students weren't a problem, but the 
person in front of him was. 

Professor Valesa Nalear had already weaved several spells while he was still trying to 
get up. 

"Dodging was dumb of you." A cruel smile distorted her usually kind features. 

"Buying that armor was dumb of you. Thanks for making everything easier for me." 
Her voice was carefree like they were playing a game. 

Several fireballs appeared around him, exploding at the same time. 

"1 really like this spell of yours. 1 hope you don't mind 1 copied it." 

Lith took out the Gatekeeper sword from his pocket dimension, imbuing it with 
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enough water magic to instantly conjure an ice coffin around himself while using air 
magic to protect his ears from the explosions. 

'What the heck is she saying? I'm making her job easier? At least she's dumb enough 
to use one of my spells. 1 know exactly how to counter it.' He thought. 

Alas, Nalear wasn't stupid. As soon as the coffin formed, she unleashed a river of 
lightning that used Lith's own barrier to bypass the armor's protection. 

"Another dumb move. Should 1 think you still have a crush on me?" Her laughter was 
cruel, oozing mockery. 

Lith inwardly cursed at himself. He could only endure the spells by using earth 
fusion. He was taking damage after damage. Up to that point, he was stuck on the 
receiving end of the battle. 

'Damn, she has silenced the whole area. No matter how much noise she does, no one 
will hear a thing.' Solus thought, racking her brain for a solution. 

'1 think 1 know why she said you are making her job easier. She can't kill you because 
of the academy's arrays. If she attempts to, they will protect you and send a distress 
signal!' 

Lith had almost forgotten about the academy's protection, he never needed them. 
Wind blades shattered the ice coffin. He was tempted to offer them no resistance to 
activate the protective arrays, but he felt something was wrong. 

Nalear was taunting him, she was likely to have taken precautions. Lith parried them 
with the blade, discovering he was right. They were too weak to inflict him a serious 
injury, she was aiming to make him faint. 

"You know, 1 can't believe it took me so long to realize we are cut out of the same 
mold. Two Awakened ones." Lith ignored her words, distraction tactics were one of 
his specialties too. 

"How you survived the Talons, helped find a cure for the parasites, or saving the life 
of that Deirus idiot. Everyone believes you are the next Manohar, but 1 knew it 
couldn't be the case. You are too normal, too sane to be a genius." 

Lith moved his hand behind his back, taking the Ballot out of the pocket dimension. 
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only for it to be ripped away from his fingers by Nalear's spirit magic. 


"That was rude. Time to finish this." He ignored her words again, pretending just for 
a second to be willing to fight for the Ballot in a spirit magic tug of war before 
jumping towards the nearest student. 

'The arrays work for everyone. It means if 1 strike one of them down it will activate 
anyway!' Lith thought. 

The student was startled. Lith moved too fast for her eyes. Yet before his sword could 
reach the girl, he felt an agonizing pain from his back. Several knives stabbed him. 
Their enchantment was strong enough to piece his armor while their blades were 
too short to do serious damage. 

Nalear pulled out the blades with her spirit magic, activating their second spell. 
Healing magic from the knives closed all of Lith's wound, completely restoring his 
body. At the same time, the healing weakened him even more, sapping his strength. 

"1 call them the 'anti-academy' weapons. Strong enough to knock you out, but not 
enough to trigger the arrays. You have no idea how much trial and error 1 had my 
little lambs go through before Wanemyre perfected them. 

So many of them got reprimanded or expelled for hurting their own friends." She 
chuckled. 

"Sacrifices must be made sometimes. Right, little lambs?" The students' faces were 
like stone, yet their eyes were crying in fear. 

She struck Lith's temple with an enchanted leather club, making him lose 
consciousness. 

'He fell for my trap, just like 1 expected. The students weren't here to trap him, they 
only served as bait. Now that he's out of the picture. I'm not going to let him ruin my 
plan. An Awakened one is an unpredictable wild card. 1 have no intention to discover 
if a slave collar works on us or not. 

'If not for these damned arrays 1 would kill him right now.' Nalear sighed. 

She brought Lith in her apartments, bringing along a few students. During the winter 
break, she had everything prepared in advance. It was impossible to have a secret 


traitorAIZEN 558 I 565 



compartment made without the power core of the academy detecting it. 


Yet she could easily turn one other closets into an excellent prison. Short chains 
were hanging from the wall, blocking Lith's neck, waist, legs, and arms. Then, Nalear 
proceeded removing all of his enchanted items. 

The dimensional amulet, the magic storing rings [AN: rings that store spells}, and 
lastly his Skinwalker armor, leaving Lith naked while his possessions were stored 
inside her dimensional amulet. 

"It makes you wonder how pretty would 1 have become if 1 Awakened earlier." She 
sighed, looking at his broad shoulders and chiseled body. 

Nalear attempted to remove Solus's ring with spirit magic but to no avail. 

"Want to play hard to get? Fine by me. Cutting a finger or two makes no difference." A 
jagged blade appeared in her hand, making Solus desperate. 

She had been fuming with rage from the beginning of the fight, hoping Nalear would 
come close enough for a sneak attack. Yet the Professor had Lith always moved by 
the students or with spirit magic, she never came close enough. 

Wishing she could use Lith's mana when he was unconscious or at least move his 
body. Solus's only real option was to perform an all out attack. 

As soon as the blade cut the skin. Solus shapeshifted from ring to a stone scorpion 
attacking Nalear physically and magically at the same time. 
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CHAPTER 300 
BROKEN (2) 


Nalear had been on guard the whole time. Life Vision had allowed her to notice how 
the ring was full of energies since day one. 

She used her blade to pin Solus to the wall and the students as human shields against 
her spells. They were badly hurt, but thanks to their uniforms there wasn't much tier 
two spells could do. 

Solus's yellow core limited her greatly. 

"What a marvelous object." Nalear blocked Solus with spirit magic. 

"It's not only capable to store the user's mana but also to move on its own? It will be 
an excellent addition to my collection." Solus could only curse her bad luck. If only 
Lith's and her energies weren't as one, she could have hurt him enough to activate 
the array and save him. 

When Nalear tried to store Solus inside her dimensional amulet, she was in for 
another surprise. The amulet didn't respond and Solus kept floating in mid air. 

"It's impossible! Is this thing really alive? Good thing I'm always prepared." She took 
out a mystical wooden box out other dimensional amulet. It was engraved with 
silver runes of power. A blue mana crystal the size of a tennis ball was embedded on 
its lid. 

When Nalear opened it, it generated strings of blue energy that trapped Solus, 
dragging her inside the box before it closed on itself. She attempted to shapeshift 
multiple times, but the strings relentlessly followed her, adapting to her every 
change. 

The blue gemstone powered up the runes, sealing its content from the outside world. 

The bond between Lith and Solus was broken. The backlash gave Solus a seizure 
while Lith suddenly woke up, roaring like a wounded beast. 
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The killing intent he released made two of the students faint. The spirit magic blast 
he generated made everyone but Nalear fly against a wall and lose consciousness. 

She sneered at his swan's song, hitting him on the head with the leather club again 
and again. 

The club was another enchanted item she had prepared. It was made so that it would 
inflict a lot of pain but no harm, draining the victim of their vitality. 

What she didn't expect was for Lith's mouth to suddenly open like a maw, filled with 
fangs instead of teeth. The moment her hand was close enough, he bit her deeply. 

The fangs dug into her flesh until they reached the bones while seven eyes stared at 
her with hatred. 

Nalear ignored the pain, passing the club to the free hand, resuming the beating. The 
eyes burned bright in defiance, refusing to let go. The maw was almost closed when 
the head fell limp again. Even fury had its limits. 

"What the f*ck are you?" Nalear cursed while using Invigoration to close her wounds 
and restore her strength. It took her less than a minute to heal the injured students 
and replenish their life forces with Invigoration. 

They had spent no mana, so they were still in their peak condition. 

"Here are your orders, my little lambs. These chains are strong enough to hold an 
angry Byk, but what's even more important it's their color." She pointed at the 
mystical aura surrounding the shackles and the chains both. 

"When it's red it means Lith is unconscious. When it turns green, it means he is 
awake. As soon as it happens, you have to stab him with these knives." 

She handed them the anti-academy knives. 

"Don't stop until it turns red again. Wait for my signal. Only then you can kill him. Cut 
his head and pierce his heart. Just to be safe." The five students nodded in unison. 

"After you are done with him, return to your rooms and wait further instructions. 
Tomorrow is the big day." 
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The next morning, Phloria hummed all the time while she was walking to pick Lith 
up for their morning stroll before breakfast. She wore the golden lily pendant over 
her uniform. It didn't matter to her that wearing an early present was bad luck, 
Phloria was too happy to care about silly superstitions. 

'1 don't know what Lith did, but my skin had never been so smooth nor my hair so 
silky and easy to comb. My sisters are going to be so jealous.' She inwardly giggled. 
What made her so happy wasn't the beauty treatment itself. 

The changes were so slight it was unlikely for anyone to notice them and she knew it. 
The reason behind her happiness was Phloria felt something had changed between 
them after the date in Vinea. 

Lith was a riddle, wrapped in a mystery, inside an enigma; but he was finally starting 
to unravel himself. When she knocked at his door and no response came from inside, 
it didn't spoil her good mood. 

After ten minutes of knocking, she started to worry. 

'Maybe he is just too tired. It's no big deal, we'll see each other for breakfast.' Phloria 
didn't believe her own thoughts. Lith had never stood her up before. 

When he missed breakfast too, she was close to panic. The others tried to reassure 
her everything was fine and called Lith's on his communication amulet. Yet he never 
answered. 

Fear started to spread, like fire through dried grass. The second gong signalling the 
start of the Code of Practice without him attending was the final straw. 

"Where do you think you are going. Lady Ernas?" Professor Farg yelled at Phloria 
who was walking away. 

"Enter the Warp Gate now or I'll make sure you lose more than a lesson's worth in 
points!" 

"Feel free to report me to Linjos." Phloria retorted. "It will save me the time to 
explain to him what's happening! Maybe if two students disappear at once he'll move 
his lazy a*s." 

Farg attempted to localize Lith with the artifact Lady Tyris had given her, but to no 
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avail. 


'It's impossible!' She thought. 'For his hybrid aura to disappear like this, he should be 
dead. No one can die inside an academy. I have to warn Lady Tyris immediately.' 

Phloria had no Guardian to summon by her side, but she had the next best thing. 

Jirni Ernas walked through the Warp Gate leading to Linjos's office less than five 
minutes later, wearing her royal constable badge on her chest, right above the heart. 

"What's the meaning of this?" Linjos jumped from his chair. The Gate had opened 
without his consent. 

"Royal override code." Jirni replied with a stone cold voice. 

"I'm constable Ernas, investigating on a missing student case. Hope you remember 
my husband." 

Linjos turned pale seeing Orion standing right behind her. The memory of him 
beating the Headmaster an inch from death was still vivid. 

"What are you talking about? What case? Do you realize what you coming here could 
cause? You may have ruined a month of hard work!" 

"Not at all. I have here a missing person report and the authorization to investigate." 
She slammed on his desk Phloria's statement and Elina's request for intervention. 
The two women had always kept in contact and after hearing about her son's 
disappearance, Elina would have even signed a deal with the devil to have him back. 

"I have all the necessary paperwork. Find me Lith and I'll walk away before the Gate 
even closes." 

Linjos had no choice but to comply. He attempted to activate the tracker in Lith's 
uniform and when it didn't work, he checked all the records about who had got in 
and out since his last sighting. 

"This makes no sense. The tracker can't find him and no one has left the academy 
unsupervised yet." 

"Well, the good news is that he is still alive and somewhere inside the academy. The 
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even better news is that I finally have a reason to turn this place upside down. Tell 
Distar that I'm done waiting. Now we are going to play by my rules." 
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